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BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


UF  Dr.  Cotton's  early  history  no  account  has  tieen  giyen  by  his  numerous  relations. 
Fr^m  a  passage  in  one  of  hb  letters  that  will  be  mentioned  hereaAer,  it  may  be  con< 
duded  with  some  degree  of  probability,  that  be  was  bom  in  the  year  1707,  but  in 
whit  cSanty,  or  of  what  family,  is  not  known.  He  studied  physic  under  the  celebrated 
Boerbaave,  at  Leyden,  and  it  is  supposed  he  took  his  degree  at  that  university^  which 
was  then  the  first  medical  school  in  Europe,  and  the  resort  of  all  who  wished  to  derive 
honour  from  the  place  of  their  education.  ' 

On  his  return,  he  endeavoured  to  establish  himself  as  a  general  practitioner,  but 
circumstances  leading  him  more  particularly  to  the  study  of  the  various  species  of 
lunacy,  he  was  induced  to  become  the  successor  of  a  Dr.  Crawley,  who  kept  a  house 
for  the  reception  of  lunatics  at  Dunstable  m  Bedfordshire ;  and  having  engaged  the 
house-keeper,  and  prevailed  on  the  patients'  friends  to  consent  to  their  removal,  he 
opened  a  house  for  tlieir  reception  at  St.  Albans. 

Here  he  continued  for  some  years,  adding  to  his  knowledge  of  the  nature  of  mental 
disorders,  and  acquiring  conskierable  fame  by  the  success  and  Immanity  of  his  mode  of 
treatment.  When  his  patients  began  to  increase,  he  found  it  necessary  to  have  a  larger 
house,  where  he  formed  a  more  regular  establishment,  and  dignified  it  by  the  name  of 
The  College.  Hb  private  residence  was  in  St.  Peter's-street,  in  the  town  of  St.  Albans, 
and  was  long  known  as  the  only  house  in  that  town  defended  from  the  efl'ects  of 
l^tning  by  a  conductor. 

The  cares  of  his  college,  and  the  education  of  his  numerous  family,  occupied  near 
the  whole  of  his  long  life.  His  poems,  and  prose  pieces,  were  probably  the  amuse* 
ment  of  such  hours  as  he  could  snatch  from  the  duties  of  his  profession.  He  carried 
00  also  an  extensive  correspondence  with  some  of  the  literary  characters  of  the  day» 
hy  whom,  as  well  as  by  all  who  knew  him,  he  was  beloved  for  his  amiable  and  en>- 
gaging  manners ;  among  others,  he  corresponded  with  Dr.  Doddridge' ,  and  appears 
to  have  read  much,  and  thought  much  on  subjects  which  are  usually  considered  as 
beboging  to  the  province  of  divines. 

1  imoQg  DcDo^flgcft  i^is,  pu)>lisM  ia  1790,  U  ao  affectlog  letttr  from  Dr.  Cotl6b,  on  th« 
teboC  his  ant  wife.    C 
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He  b  not  known  to  have  produced  any  thing  of  the  medical  kind,  except  a 
quarto  pamphlet,  entitled  Ohservdtions  on  a  particular  kind  of  Scarlet  Fever  that 
lately  prevailed  in  and  about  St.  Albans,  1749.  The  dates  of  some  of  hb  po^cal 
pieces  show,  that  he  was  an  early  suitor  to  the  thuses.  His  Visions  in  Verse,  were  first 
published  in  1751,  again  in  176*4,  and  frequently  since.  He  contributed  likewise  a 
few  pieces  to  Dodsley's  collection.  A  complete  collection  of  his  productions,  both  in 
prose  and  verse,  was  published  in  1791>  2  vols.  12mo.  by  one  of  his  sons,  but  without 
any  memoir  of  the  author.  For  much  of  what  is  now  given,  I  am  indebted  to  a  cor- 
respondent in  the  Gentleman's  Magazine,  who  appears  to  have  known  Dr.  Cotton,  and 
kindly  and  readily  answered  the  inquiries  I  sent  to  that  never-failing  source  of  literary 
information. 

Dr.  Cotton  was  twice  married ;  first,  about  the  year  1758,  ta  Miss  Anne  Pembroke, 
sister  to  George  Pembroke,  esq.  formerly  of  St.  Albans,  receiver-general  for  the  county 
of  Hertford,  and  to  Joseph  Pembroke,  town-clerk  of  St  Albans.  By  this  lady,  who 
died  in  1749,  he  had  issue ;'  1.  Mary,  who  became  the  second  wife  of  John  Osboni, 
esq.  of  St.  Albans,  and  died  without  issue,  Nov.  2,  1790 ;  2.  Anne,  who  became  the 
second  wife  of  major  Brooke  of  Bath,  and  died  July  13,  1800,  leaving  a  son  and 
daughter,  since  dead ;  3.  Nathaniel,  who  was  entered  of  Jesus  College,  Cambridge, 
where  he  proceeded  B.  A.  1766,  and  M.A.  1769»  and  b  now  vicar  of  Wilford  or 
Welford,  in  Northamptonshire ;  4.  Joseph,  now  a  director  of  the  honourable  East 
India  Company ;  5.  Phebe,  married  to  George  Bradshaw,  esq.  since  dead ;  6,  Katha- 
nne,  who  died  unmarried,  Dec.  2,  17B0,  and  b  buried  under  an  altar  tomb  in  th# 
church  yard  of  St  Peter's,  St.  Albans,  with  the  tWo  followihg  lines  under  her  name : 

Hme  wall,  like  thee,  sfie  life  poness'd. 
And  time  Bball  be,  that  thou  sbalt  rest. 

He  had  also  by  his  first  wife,  a  son  and  daughter,  who  died  in  infancy.  He  mar* 
ried,  secondly^  in  \750,  or  1731,  Miss  Hannah  Everett,  who  died  Ma^  1772,  leaving 
a  son,  now  living,  and  two  daughters,  since  dead. 

From  hb  letters  it  appeaVs,  that  about  the  year  178C^  his  health  was  greatly  im- 
paired* He  was  much  emaciated,  and  his  limbs  sa  weak,  as  to  be  insufficient  to  su[>- 
port  his  weight.  The  languors,  likewise,  which  he  suffered,  were  so  frequent  and  se- 
vere, as  to  threaten  ad  entire  stop  to  the  circulation,  and  were  sometimes  accompanied 
with  that  most  distressing  of  all  sensations,  an  anxiety  circa  pracordia.  Hb  memory 
too  began  to  fail,  and  any  subject  which  required  a  little  thought  was  a  burthen  hardly 
supportable.  He  died  August  2,  1 788,  and  we  are  told  hb  age  was  so  far  unknown, 
that  the  person  who  entered  hb  burial  in  the  parish  register,  wrote  after  his  name, 
**  eighty-eight  at  least."  From  the  letter,  however,  alluded  to  in  the  beginning  of  tfab 
memou*,  we  may  attain  rather  more  certainty  in  thb  matter.  That  letter  was  written 
on  the  death  of  hb  daughter  Katharine,  in  1780,  when  he  says,  *'  he  had  passed 
almost  three  winters  beyond  the  usual  bouudary  appropriated  to  human  life,  and  had 
thus  transcended  the  longevity  of  a  septuagenarian."  Thb,  therefore,  will  fix  his  age 
at  eighty-one,  or  eighty-two. 

He  was  interred  with  his  two  wives  in  St.  Peter's  church-yard,  under  an  altar-toinb, 
between  those  of  hb  two  daughters^  Mary,  and  Katberine^  on  which  nothini^  more,  is 
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imcribed  tlian  ^  Here  are  deposited  the  remaiDs  of  Anne,  Hannah,  and  Natbaniet 
Cotton.'' 

If  we  hate  few  particulars  of  the  life  of  Dr.  Cotton,  we  have  many  testimonies  to 
At  excellence  of  hb  character.  We  find  from  Mr.  Hayley's  Life  of  Cowper,  that  he 
had  at  one  Ikne,  among  his  patients,  that  amiable  and  interesting  poet,  who  speaks  of 
Dr.  CoUon's  aenrices,  in  a  manner  that  forms  a  noble  tribute  to  his  memory.  The 
idler  in  which  this  passage  occurs,  is  dated  July  4,  1766. 

**  I  reckon  it  one  instance  of  the  Providence  that  has  attended  me  throughout  this 
whole  event,  that  instead  of  being  delivered  into  the  hands  of  one  of  the  London  phy- 
sicians, who  were  aiO  much  nearer  that  I  wonder  1  was  not,  I  was  carried  to  Dr.  Cot- 
ton. I  was  not  only  treated  by  him  with  the  greatest  teiulerness  while  I  was  ill,  and 
with  the  utmost  diligence,  but  when  my  reason  was  restored  to  me,  and  1  had  so  much 
need  of  a  religious  friend  to  converse  with,  to  whom  I  could  open  my  mind  upon  the 
Bobject  without  reserve,  I  could  hardly  have  found  a  fitter  person  for  the  purpose. 
My  eagemeas  and  anxiety  to  settle  my  opinions  u]K)n  that  long  neglected  point,  made 
k  necessary,  that  while  my  mind  was  yet  weak,  and  my  spirits  uncertain,  I  should  have 
tome  assistaiice.  The  doctor  was  as  ready  to  administer  relief  to  me  in  this  article 
fikewise,  and  as  well  qualified  to  do  it  as  in  that  which  was  more  immediately  his  pro- 
vince. How  many  physicians  would  have  thought  this  an  irregular  appetite,  and  a 
s}ni{>tom  of  remaining  madness !  But  if  it  were  so,  my  friend  was  as  road  as  myself, 
ud  it  B  well  for  me  that  he  was  so.'' 

Mr.  Hayley  says,  that  Dr.  Cotton  was  "  a  scholar  and  a  poet,  who  added  to  many 
accomplishments,  a  peculiar  sweetness  of  manners,  in  very  advanced  hfe,*'  when  Mr 
Hayley  had  the  pleasure  of  a  personal  acquaintance  with  him.  In  a  subsequent  part 
of  his  Life  of  Cowper^  the  latter,  alluding  to  an  inquiry  respecting  Dr.  Cotton's  works, 
pays  the  foUowhig  compliment  to  his  abilities—"  1  did  not  know  that  he  had  written 
any  thkig  newer  than  his  Visions :  I  have  no  doubt  that  it  is  so  far  worthy  of  him  as 
to  be  pions  and  sensible,  and  I  believe,  no  man  living  is  better  qualified  to  write  on 
such  subjects,  as  his  title  seems  to  announce.  Some  years  have  passed  since  I  heard 
hum  him,  and  conadering  his  great  age,  it  is  probable  that  I  shall  hear  from  him  no 
more,  but  I  shall  always  respect  him.  He  is  truly  a  philosopher,  according  to  my 
judgment  of  the  character,  every  tittle  of  his  knowledge  in  natural  subjects,  being  con- 
nected m  his  mind,  with  the  firm  belief  of  an  omnipotent  agent" 

To  these  testimonies,  which  can  be  corroborated  by  a  perusal  of  his  writings,  little 
Deed  be  added.  His  writings  are  uniformly  in  favour  of  piety  and  benevolence,  and 
his  corre^Kmdence,  from  which  many  extracts  are  given  in  the  late  edition  of  hit 
woiks,  justifies  the  high  respect  in  which  he  was  held  by  his  numerous  friends.  His 
prose  pieces  consist  of  reflections  on  some  parts  of  Scripture,  which  he  has  entitled 
Sermons,  and  various  Essays  on  Health,  Uusl>andry,  Zeal,  Marriage,  and  other  mis- 
cdlaneous  topics.  One  of  these,  entitled  Mirza  to  Selim,  (an  imitation  of  Lyttelton's 
Penian  Letters)  is  said  to  relate  to  the  death  of  the  rev.  Robert  Romuey,  D.  D.  vicar 
of  St  Albans,  which  happened  in  1743.  When  dying,  this  gentleman  prophesied  that 
his  brother  and  heir  would  not  long  enjoy  hb  inheritance,  which  proved  true,  as  he 
died  in  June  1746. — Some  of  these  Essays  were  probably  written  for  the  periodical 
joonials^  and  x^thera  for  the  amusement  of  private  friends. 
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ni8  abilities  as  s(  poet  demand  no  parade  of  crilkistn.  lie  appeats  to  fcave  written 
vfiXli  ease,  and  had  a  happy  turn  for  decorating  his  reflections  in  familiar  verse  t  but 
tre  find  very  little  tbat  b  original,  fatocifiil,  or  vigorous.  He  scarcely  ef«r  aMenipts 
ttbager}^  or  description,  and  no  where  rises  l>eyoDd  a  cettain  level  diction  adapted  to 
the  class  of  readers,  whom  he  was  nkoi^  anxious  to  please.  Yet  bis  Visions  haiNe  been 
popular,  and  deserve  to  continue  so.  Every  sensible  and  viitnons  mind  acqofiesces  ii 
the  truth  and  propriety  of  bis  niovai  reflections,  and  Witi  love  tht  poems  tot  tie  sake 
of  the  writer. 
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TO  THl 

DOWAGER  COUNTESS  SPENCER, 

THESE  TWO  SMALL  VOLUMES  ARE,  BY  PERMISSION. 
ISSCRIBED. 

IHE  author  being  well  known  to  her  ladyship  for  many  years*  this 
public  testimony  of  approbation  of  his  life  and  works  given  by  her, 
whose  high  station  and  rank  preclude  her  not  from  a  laudable  and  eminent 
zeal  in  the  cause  of  religion  and  goodness,  is  particularly  acknowledged 
by 

HER  ladyship's 

most  obliged,  and  most  obedient  servant, 

Nathaniel  Cotton. 
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FABLE    L 

Tli  ^iuMtagti  of  applicaHon  and  diUgenee  in  our 
MT&r  jftartj  and  the  detiruciiot  comequencet  qf 
friie  and  entekjf. 

TU  Bll,  THB   AKT,  AMD  THI  IPAftftOW. 

1IJY  detn,  'tis  said  in  days  of  old, 

•L'l  That  beasU  oonld  talk,  and  birds  could  scold. 

Bat  iQv  it  seems  the  human  race 

AhNtt  engross  the  speaker's  place. 

Tctlitely,  if  report  be  true, 

(Aad  Doch  the  tale  relates  io  3rou) 

There  net  a  sparrow,  ant,  and  bee, 

Whi^  leMoo'd  and  conversed  as  we. 

Who  reads  my  page  will  doubtless  grant, 

Ihtt  Phe^  the  wise  industrious  ant 

Aad  all  with  half  an  eye  may  see. 

Hit  Kitty  it  the  busy  bee. 

Hoe  then  are  two— But  wbere's  the  third  ? 

Go  leordi  your  school,  you  '11  find  the  bird. 

Tour  idiool !  I  ask  your  pardon,  feir, 

Vm  mat  you  HI  find  no  sparrow  there. 

Kov  to  my  tale. — One  summer's  mom 
Abee  rsog'd  o^er  the  verdant  lawn ; 
StdioQs  to  budiand  erery  hour, 
Aai  make  the  moat  of  every  flowY. 
Niable  from  stalk  to  stalk  she  flies. 
Aid  loads  with  yellow  wax  her  thighs ; 
WAh  which  the  artist  builds  her  comb. 
Aid  keeps  all  tight  and  warm  at  home ; 
Or  (nm  the  cowslip's  golden  bells 
SadD  honey  to  enrich  her  cells  ; 
Or  cfery  temptug  rose  punues. 
Or  aps  the  uVs  fragrant  dews, 
Tct  nefer  robs  the  shining  bloom, 
(Vof  its  beaoty,  or  perfume. 
^  ihe  discfaarg'd  in  every  way 
IWnnoQs  duties  of  the  day. 

hehane'd  a  frugal  ant  was  near, 
WkflH  teov  vat  imnm*d  o^er  by  care : 


A  great  economist  was  she. 
Nor  less  laborious  than  the  bee ; 
By  pensive  parents  often  taught 
What  ills  arise  from  want  of  thought ; 
Hiat  poverty  op  sloth  depends. 
On  poverty  the  loss  of  friends. 
Hence  every  day  the  ant  is  found 
With  anxious  steps  to  tread  the  ground  ; 
With  curious  search  to  trace  the  grain. 
And  drag  the  heavy  load  with  pain. 

The  active  bee  with  pleasure  saw 
The  ant  frilfil  her  parents'  law. 
"  Ah  !  sister-labourer,"  says  she, 
"  How  very  iprtunate  are  we ! 
Who,  taught  in  infiincy  to  know 
The  comforts  which  fr^m  labour  flow. 
Are  independent  of  the  great. 
Nor  know  the  wants  of  pride  and  state. 
Why  is  our  food  so  very  sweet  ? 
Because  we  earn  before  we  eat 
Why  are  our  wants  so  very  few  } 
Because  we  Nature's  calls  pursue. 
Whence  our  complacency  of  mind  ? 
Because  we  act  our  parts  assign'd. 
Have  we  incessant  tasks  to  do  ? 
Is  not  all  nature  busy  too } 
Doth  not  the  Sun  with  constant  pace 
Persist  to  run  his  annual  race  ? 
Do  not  the  stars  which  shine  so  bright. 
Renew  their  courses  every  night  ? 
Doth  not  the  ox  obedient  bow 
His  patient  neck,  and  draw  the  plough  ? 
Or  when  did  e'er  the  generous  steed 
Withhold  his  labour  or  bis  speed  ? 
If  you  all  nature's  S3rstem  scan. 
The  only  idle  thing  is  man." 

A  wanton  sparrow  loug'd  to  hear 
This  sage  discourse,  and  straight  drew  near. 
The  bird  was  talkative  and  loud. 
And  very  pert,  and  very  proud ; 
As  worthless  and  as  vain  a  thing 
Perhaps  asever  wore  a  wing. 
She  found,  atf  on  a  spray  she  sat. 
The  little  friends  were  deep  in  chatj^ 
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That  virtajB  was  their  fiittwrite  Hheme, 
And  toil  aad  probity  their  scheme : 
Such  talk  was  bateftil  to  her  breast. 
She  thoaght  them  arrant  prudes  at  besi 
When  to  display  her  naughty  mind. 
Hunger  with  cruelty  combined ; 
She  viewM  the  ant  with  sarage  eyes. 
And  hopt,  and  hopt  to  snatoh  her  prize. 
The  bee,  who  watch *d  ber  ppening  bill^ 
And  guessM  her  (ell  design  to  kill, 
AskM  her  from  what  her  anger  rose. 
And  why  she  treated  ants  as  foes  ? 

The  sparrow  her  reply  began. 
And  thus  the  conversation  ran. 

*'  Whenever  1  'm  dispos'd  to  dine, 
Ithink  the  whole  creation  mme ; 
That  I  *m  a  bird  of  high  degree, 
And  every  insect  m%de  fdr'ihe.         ;   , 
Hence  oft  I  search  thfe  trhm^  brDoc^ 
For  emmets  are  delicious  food. 
And  oft  in  wantonness  and  play, 
I  slay  ten  thousand  in  a  day  : 
For  truth  it  is,  without  disguise. 
That  I  love  mischief  as  my  eyes.** 

'*  Oh  !  6e,*'  the  honest  bee  replyM, 
'*  I  fear  you  make  base  man  your  guidew 
Of  every  creature  sure  the  worsts 
The'  in  creation^  scale  the  ^rst ! 
Ungrateful  man !  'tis  strange  he  thrivef. 
Who  bums  the  bees  to  rob  tbeir  hives  1 
I  bate  his  vile  admhiistration. 
And  so  do  all  the  emmet  nation* 
What  fatal  foes  to  birds  are  men. 
Quite  from  the  eagle  to  the  wren  ! 
Oh !  do  not  men's  example  take,       ^ 
Who  mischief  do  for  mischieTs  sake ; 
But  spare  the  ant — her  worth  denuindt 
Esteem  and  friendship  at  your  hands. 
A  mind,  with  every  virtue  blest. 
Must  raise  compassion  in  your  breast  ** 

**  Virtue '"  rejoin'd  the  sneering  bird, 
*'  Where  did  you  learn  that  gothic  WQrdI 
Since  I  was  hatched  I  never'heard  . 
That  virtue  was  at  all  rever'd. 
But  say  it  was  the  antients'  claim, 
>  Yet  modems  disavow  the  name. 
Unless,  my  dear,  you  read  romances^ 
I  cannot  reconcile  your  fancies. 
Virtue  in  fairy  tales  is  seen 
To  play  the  goddess  or  the  queen ; 
But  what's  a  queen  without  the  pow'ir. 
Or  beauty,  child,  without  a  dow'r  ? 
Yet  this  is  all  that  virtue  brags  ; 
At  best  tb  only  worth  in  rags. 
Such  whims  my  very  heart  derides. 
Indeed  you  make  me  burst  my  sides. 
Trust  me,  miss  Bee — to  speak  the  truth, 
I  've  copied  man  from  earliest  youth ; 
The  same  our  taste,  the  same  our  school^ 
Passion  and  appetite  our  rule ; 
And  call  me  bird,  or  caU  me  sirtner, 
1  *\i  ne'er  forego  my  sport  or  dinner." 
'  A  prowling  cat  the  miscreant  ^ies. 
And  wide  expands  her  amber  eyes. 
Near  and  more  near  Grimalkin  drawB» 
She  wags  her  tail)  protends  ber  paws  ;     . 
Then  springing  on  her  thoughtless  prey. 
She  bore  the  vicious  bird  away. 

Thus  in  her  cruelty  and  pride. 
The  wicked,  wanton  ^aitow  dy'd. 


FABLE    n. 


That  tru€  virtue  conmit  tn  actton,    mni  not 
specuiaiion, 

TBS  tCHOLAl  AWD  TAB  CAT. 

Laboui  entitles  man  to  eat. 

The  idle  have  no  claim  to  meat. 

This  i«]le  most  every  station  fit, 

BecaHse^'tis  drawn  from  sacred  writ 

And  yet,  to  feed  on  such  condition. 

Almost  amounts  to  prohibition. 

Rome's  priesthood  wou'd  be  doom'd,  I  fev. 

To  eat  soup  maigre  all  the  year. 

And  wou'd  not  Oxford's  doister'd  loa 

By  this  hard  statute  be  undone  } 

In  troth,  your  poet,  were  he  fed 

No  dft'ner  thda  he  e4rft«hi|  bf«i0; 

The  fengeanc*  of  tkil  law  Wbft'drfcel, 

And  often  go  without  a  meal. 

It  seem'd  a  scholar  and  his  cat 
Together  join'd  in  social  chat 
WlteA^liue  the  letter'd  youth  began — 
''  Of  what  vast  oonseqoence  b  man  1 
Lords  of  this  nether  globe  we  shine,  * 

Our  tenure's  held  by  right  div'me. 
Here  independence  waVes  its  plea. 
All  creatures  bow  the  vassal  knee. 
Nor  earth  alone  can  bbund  our  reigD, 
Ours  is  the  empire  of  thfe  main. 

"  Trae--Hiian's  a  soveiMgit  piraoe-^^Nlt  m^ 
What  airt  sustains  tbeilioiiaveh'i  swaf. 
Say  from  what  source  we  fetch  soppUci, 
Tis  here  the  grand  inquiry  lies. 
Strength  is  Aot  maik'v-^^  itVMgth  nMN^t ill  < 
Best  with  the  strocture  of  a  brute. 
Nor  craft  nor  cunning  can  suMce, 
,  A  fox  might  then  dispute  the  prize'* 
,  To  god-like  reason  His  we  owe 
Our  ball  and  sceptre  here  below. 

"  Now  your  associate  next  explaitia 
To  whom  precedence  appertains. 
And  sure  'tis  easy  to  divine 
i  The  leaders  of  this  royal  line. 
Note  that  all  tntdesmcn  I  attest 
But  petty  princes  at  the  best 
Superior  exoellends  you  '11  fidd  - 
In  those,  who  cultivate  the^mhu!. 
Hence  heads  of  colleges,  you  'U  own, 
i  Transcend  th'  assessors  of  a  tbrone. 
Say,  Evans,  have  ydu  any  doubt  ? 
You  cant  olfend  by  speaking  out'^ 

With  visage  placid  and  sedate. 
Puss  thus  addrete'd  her  learned  mate. 

"  We're  told  that  none  in  Nature's  ^lai» 
Disputes  pre-eminence  with  man. 
But  this  is  still  a  dubious  case 
To  me,  and  all  our  purring  race. 
We  grant  indeed  to  partial  eyes 
Men  may  appear  supremely  wise* 
,  But  our  sagacious  rabbies  hold. 
That  all  which  glitters  is  not  gold! 
Pray,  if  your  haughty  claims  be  tnic^ 
Why  are  our  manners  ap*d  by  you? 
Whene'er  you  think,  alt  cats  agree. 
You  shut  your  optics,  just  as  We. 
Pray,  why  like  cat*  so  wrapt  in  thought. 
If  y^u  by  cats  were  never  taught  ? 
But  know,  our  tabby  schools  »naii»«niii 
Worth  is  not  centet'd  in  the  braiD.  r 
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IKbI  tfaaft  our  iifes  tbought  ( 
K»— but  io  sctJOQ  Tiitoe  lies. 
We  find  it  by  experience  ftict, 
Tktt  tliougbt  must  ripen  into  alp/t ; 
Or  cat  DO  real  6uDe  ac<|aires, 
But  Tirtoe  in  the  bod  expires. 
Tbit  point  foar  Orchard  can  decide^-^ 
Obtenre  its  gay  antuttmal  pride. 
Fbr  trees  are  held  in  high  repate, 
Not  for  tbetr  bto«oms,  but  their  fnAt, 
If  so»  then  Millar's  *  page  decreet 
Mere  f^>olais  to  be  barren  trees. 
But  if  these  vanoos  reason^  fiul, 
JLei  my  example  once  prevaiL 

**  When  to  your  chamber  yon  repfeir. 
Your  property  employs  my  care. 
Aad  vfaile  yon  sink  in  sweet  repos^ 
Uj  hifhM  eyelids  n^rer  close. 
When  hunger  prompts  the  oAonse  to  Aettl^ 
Then  I  display  my  honest  zeal ; 
IVue  to  m;  charge,  these  talons  seize 
The  wrefech,  who  dares  parioin  your  cheese. 
Or  ibonld  the  thief  assault  your  bread, 
1  strike  tbe  aodacioiis  felon  dead. 

**  Nor  say  I  spring  at  smaller  game-^ 
My  provess  slaoghtcr'd  rdts  proclahn. 
Pm  told,  your  generals  often  fly, 
When  daoger,  and  when  death  are  nigh  ; 
Nay,  vfaeo  nor  death  nor  danger's  near, 
Ai  your  coart-martiab  make  appear. 
Wl*ea  io  your  service  we  engage, 
We  fafmre  the  pilfering  villain's  rage  ; 
NVcr  take  advantage  of  the  lught. 
To  meditate  inglorious  flight ; 
Bat  stand  reaolT^d,  when  foes  dtfy. 
To  omqner,  or  to  bravely  die. 

**  Hence,  bodkworm,  learn  oar  duty  her» 
bactifehfe  in  every  sphere. 
Kaiw  too,  there  '§  scarce  a  brute  but  cao 
lutmet  vain  sopercilioas  man.*' 


FABLE    UL 


7W  ear  fortitmde  ^nd  perseveranet  tkoM  he  pro- 
portiomate  to  tlu  degree  and  duration  qf  our  ttuf- 
fenmgs, 

■XmfMK  JtKD  Tttt  UAkntiMt, 

Win  sore  calamities  we  feel, 

Aad  sorrow  treads  on  sorrow*s  heel, 

Osr  ooorage  and  our  strength,  we  sayv 

Are  JMdBcieBt  hr  the  day. 

Tkm  aaa's'a  poor  dejected  elf, 

Who  bin  would  run  away  from  sel£ 

Tct  tare  to  Germany,  yon  'H  find 

Aa  atlas  of  a  human  nund  ! 

Ibrt  heie  I  deviate  finom  my  (^n, 

tm  Prassia's  king  is  more  than  man ! 

y/em  befl%s  suit  my  rhyme, 

My  scheme,  my  genius,  and  my  time ; 

Hea,  birds,  and  beasts,  with  now  and  tbea 

A  pagan  god,  t»  grace  my  pen. 

A  vesKl  hoondfor  India's  coast, 
^  merchants  confidence  and  bout, 
^Mi  iofth  to  sea — tbe  gentle  deep 
^       '  t  ito  boisteioqs  god  asleep. 

A  Tbe  writer  ob  Botany. 


Three  cheerful  riidots  the  saOoTf  gftfOf 
And  zephyrs  curl  tbe  shining  wave* 
A  halcyon  sky  preraib  awhile, 
The  tritons  and  the  nereids  sinUe. 
These  omens  fidrest  hopes  impress. 
And  half  insure  the  George  success* 

What  casual  ills  these  hopes  destroy ! 
To  change  how  subject  every  joy  ! 
When  dangers  most  remote  appear. 
Experience  proves  those  dangers  near. 
Thus,  boast  of  health  whene'er  ywt  please» 
Health  is  next  neighbour  to  disease 
TIs  prudence  to  suspect  a  foe. 
And  fortitude  to  meet  the  bk>w. 
In  wisdom's  rank  he  stands  the  first. 
Who  stands  prepared  to  meet  tbe  worrt^ 

Forlo!  minnmbte'd  cloods  arise. 
The  sable  legions  spread  the  skies. 
The  storm  around  the  vessel  raves,' 
The  deep  displays  a  thousand  graves. 
With  active  Innds  and  fearless  hearti 
The  sailors  play  their  varioua  parts  ; 
They  ply  the  ptnnps,  they  furi  the  salls^ 
Yet  nought  their  diligence  avails. 
The  tempest  thiekens  every  hour. 
And  mocks  the  fieats  of  human  pow'r. 

The  sailors  now  their  fate  deplore, 
Efttrang'd  to  every  fear  before. 
With  wild  surprise  their  eye-balls  glare, 
Their  honest  breasts  admit  despair. 
All  further  eflbrts  they  {ieclihe. 
At  once  all  future  hopes  resign  ^ 
And  thus  abandoning  their  skill. 
They  give  the  ship  to  drive  at  will. 

Straight  enter'd  with  majestic  graoe^ 
A  form  of  more  than  human  race. 
The  god  an  azure  mantle  wotb^ 
His  hand  a  forked  sceptre  bote  | 
When  thus  the  uKmareh  of  the  maro-«* 

"  How  dare  you  deem  your  labdovs  Tsfai  9 
ShAU  man  exert  hinwelf  the  less, 
Because  superior  dangers  press } 
How  can  I  think  yotir  heart  sincere. 
Unless  you  bravely  perse veie } 
Know,  mortals,  thai  when  perils  rlse^ 
Perils  enhaiioe  tbe  gkjrioQs  pl-ize. 
But^  who  deserts  himielf,  sludl  be 
Deserted  by  the  gods  and  me. 
Hence  to  your  charge.  Sod  do  yodrbflt^ 
My  trident  shall  da  all  tbe  reM." 

The  marines  their  task  ten^. 
All  to  their  destin*d  province  flew. 
The  winds  are  biKh*d— the  sea  suhndei^ 
The  gallant  George  in  s«ibty  rides. 


PABLE    IV. 


7*e  foUif  of  pasting  a  hasty  uki  dtro^tory  jud^ 
ment  upon  the  noxhut  tiHtmalt  of  the  erta&nu 

THB   B£AtJ   AND  THl  TXrBB. 

Kll  wise  philosophers  maintain 
Nature  cieated  nought  in  vahk 
Yet  some  with  supercilious  brow^ 
Deny  tbe  truth  asserted  now. 
What  if  I  show  that  only  man 
Appears  defective  in  the  plani 
Say,  will  the  sceptic  lay  aside 
His  sneers,  his  arrogance,  and  P"<^c?-)qq|p 
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COTTON'S  POEMS. 


A  besUy  iinpoftdd  n^ih  tfoak  FrsneOy 
Whose  stady  was  to  droi  and  dance ; 
Who  had  b^mes,  in  GalUa't  school, 
Grafted  the  coxcomb  on  the  fool ; 
Approached  a  wood  one  tmnmer's  day^ 
To  screen  him  from  the  scorching  ray* 
And  as  he  trarersM  thro'  the  grove, 
Scheming  of  gallantry  and  love, 
A  viper's  spiry  folds  were  seen. 
Sparkling  with  azure,  gold,  and  green ; 
Tbe  bean  indignant,  weak,  and  praud. 
With  transport  thus  exclaimed  alood  :**-* 

'*  Avaunt,  detested  fiend  of  night ! 
Thou  torture  to  the  human  sight! 
To  every  reptile  a  disgrace. 
And  fatal  to  our  god-like  race. 
Why  were  such  creatures  formM  as  3roa9 
Unless  to  prove  my  doctrine  true  ; 
That  when  we  -view  this  nether  sphere, 
Kor  wisdom  nor  design  appear  V 

The  serpent  raisM  bis  angry  crest, 
Aq  honest  zeal  infiam*d  his  breast. 
His  hissings  struck  the  fbpling*s  ear. 
And  shook  his  very  soul  with  fear. 
**  Inglorious  wretch !"  the  viper  cries, 
*'  How  dare  you  broach  infernal  lies  ? 
Is  there,  in  all  creation's  cham, 
A  link  so  worthless  and  so  vain  ? 
Grant  thatjrour  dress  were  truly  thine. 
How  can  your  gold  compare  with  mine  } 
Your  vestments  are  of  garter  hue, 
Mine  boast  a  far  superior  blue. 

'*  You  style  me  reptile  in  contempt. 
You  are  that  very  reptile  meant ; 
A  two-legg'd  thing  which  crawls  on  etrth, 
Void  of  utility  and  worth. 

••  You  call  me  fatad  to  your  race- 
Was  ever  charge  so  fiilse  and  base? 
You  cant  in  all  your  amiab  find. 
That  unprovok'd  we  hurt  ndankiiid. 
Uninjur'd  men  in  mischief  deal. 
We  only  bite  the  hostile  heel 

"  Do  not  we  yield  our  lives  to  fbed. 
And  save  your  vile  distempered  breed. 
When  leprosy  pollutes  your  veins. 
Do  not  we  purge  the  loathsnoit  stains  ? 
When  riot  and  excess  prevail. 
And  health,  and  strength,  and  spirits  iSul ; 
Doctors  firom  ns  then'  aid  derive. 
Hence  penitential  rakes  revive. 
We  bleed  to  make  the  caitifib  dine  >, 
Or  drown  to  medicate  th<»r  whie. 

*'  You  ask,  my  poison  to  whateftd  ? 
ilinute  philosopher,  attend. 

**  Nature,  munificent  and  wise. 
To  all  our  wants  adapts  supplies. 
Our  frames  are  fitted  to  our  need. 
Hence  greyhounds  are  endu'd  with  speed. 
Lioos  by  force  their  prey  subdue. 
By  force  maintain  their  empire  too : 
But  power,  altbo*  the  lion's  fame. 
Was  never  known  the  viper's  clahn. 
Observe,  when  I  unroll  my  length — 
Say,  is  my  structure  form'd  for  strength  I 
Doth  not  celerity  imply 
Or  legs  to  run,  or  wings  to  fly  ? 

1  Upon  some  oocasions  vipers  are  dressed, 
«enredtotebl«aaeels. 
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My  jaws  are  oonrtttnted  weat, 
Hence  poison  lurks  behind  my  cheek. 
As  lightning  quick  my  fongs  convey 
This  liquid  to  my  wounded  prey. 
The  venom  thus  insures  my  bite. 
For  wounds  preclude  the  victim^s  flight. 

*'  *  But  why  this  deadly  juice,'  you  cry. 
To  make  the  wretched  captive  die  ? 
Why  not  possess'd  of  stronger  jaws. 
Or  arm'd  like  savage  brutes  with  cla»t  }* 

"Oin  such  weak  arguments  persuade  ? 
Ask  rather,  why  were  vipers  made  ? 
To  me  my  poison's  more  than  Wealthy 
And  to  ungrateful  mortals  health. 
In  this  benevolent  design 
My  various  organs  all  combine. 
Strike  out  the  poison  from  my  frame. 
My  system  were  no  more  the  same. 
I  then  should  want  my  comforts  due,  * 

Nay,  lose  my  very  bciog  too. 
And  you  'd,  as  doctors  ail  agree, 
A  sovereign  medicine  lose  in  me. 

"  Now  Icam,  'tis  arrogance  in  OMm, 
To  censure  what  he  cannot  scan. 
Nor  dare  to  charge  God's  works  with  ill. 
Since  vipers  kind  designs  liilfil : 
But  give  injurious  scruples  o'er. 
Be  still,  be  humble,  and  adore." 


FABLE    V. 


That  happin^st  is  much  more  equally  distribute*J,  than 
the  generality  if  mankind  are  apprized  qf. 

Til  SNAIL  AMD  THt  GAinSKEa.        . 

When  sons  of  fortune  ride  on  high, 
How  do  we  point  the  admiring  eye ! 
With  foolish  face  of  wonder  gaze. 
And  often  covet  what  we  praise. 
How  do  we  partial  Nature  chide. 
As  deaf  to  every  son  beside ! 
Or  censure  the  mistaken  dame, 
As  if  her  optics  were  to  blame ! 
Thus  we  deem  Nature  most  unkind. 
Or  what 's  as  bad,  we  deem  her  blind. 

But  when  inferior  ranks  we  see. 
Who  move  in  humbler  spheres  than  we  j 
Men  by  comparisons  are  taught. 
Nature  is  not  so  much  in  fault 
Yet  mark  iny  tal^— the  poet's  pen 
Shall  vindicate  her  ways  to  men. 

Within  a  garden,  far  from  town. 
There  dwelt  a  snail  of  high  renown ; 
Who,  by  tradition  as  appears, 
Had  been  a  tenant  several  years. 
She  spent  her  youth  in  wisdom's  page — 
Hence  honour'd  and  rerer'd  in  age. 
Do  snails  at  any  time  contend. 
Insult  a  neighbour,  or  a  friend ; 
Dispute  their  property,  and  share, 
Or  in  a  cherry,  or  a'  pear  ? 
No  lord  chief  justice,  all  agree,   - 
So  able,  and  so  just  as  she ! 
Whichever  way  their  causes  went, 
All  parties  came  away  content 
At  length  she  found  herself  decay. 
Death  sent  menoentos  every  day. 
Her  drooping  strength  sustains  no  more 
The  shell,  which  en  her  back  she  bore. 
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l%e  e^re  had  loit  Hi  Tkoal  art. 
TbeboTy  ear  refos'd  its  part }  , 
Tbe  teeth  perfonn'd  their  office  ill. 
And  every  member  fail*d  her  will. 
Bat  DO  defects  in  mind  appear, 
Ber  iotelkcU  are  strong  and  clear. 
Thai  when  his  glorious  coarse  is  run» 
Hov  brightly  rtiines  the  setting  San ! 

The  nevs  thro*  all  the  garden  spread. 
The  neighboan  throog'd  about  her  bed  ; 
Cheerfal  she  raisM  her  voice  aloud, 
iod  thus  addressM  the  weeping  crowd. 

**  My  Inends,  I  >m  hast'uing  to  the  graTe, 
And  know,  nor  plum,  nor  peach  can  save. 
Yes,  to  those  mansions  go  I  must. 
Where  our  good  fathers  sleep  in  dnst 
Nor  am  I  backward  to  explore 
Tfctt  gloomy  vale  they  trod  before. 
*GaiiHt  Fate^  decree  what  can  I  say  I 
like  other  snails  I  've  had  my  day. 
Poll  many  summer  suns  I  '▼e  seen. 
And  now  die  grateful  and  serene. 

"  If  men  the  higher  pow'rs  arraign, 
Shan  we  adopt  the  plaintive  strain ) 
Katore,  profose  to  ns  and  ours. 
Hath  kindly  built  these  stately  tow*rs  ; 
Where,  when  the  skies  in  night  are  drest. 
Secure  from  every  ill  we  rest 
Surrey  our  carious  structure  well — 
flow  firm,  and  yet  bow  light  our  shell ! 
Oar  refuge,  when  cold  storms  invade, 
Aod  in  the  dog-dsys*  heat  our  shade. 

**  Thus  wheo  we  see  a  fleeter  race, 
We  Ul  not  lament  our  languid  pace. 
Do  dangers  rise,  or  foes  withstand  r 
.'  re  not  our  castles  close  at  hand  ? 
For  let  a  snail  at  distance  roam, 
Tbe  happy  snail  is  still  at  home. 

"  Surrey  our  gardens'  blest  retreats-*- 
Oh  !  what  a  paradise  of  sweets ! 
With  what  vari^y  it's  stor'd  ! 
I'Doamber^d  dainties  spread  our  board. 
Tbe  plums  assunoe  their  glossy  blue, 
And  cheeks  of  nectarines  glow  for  you  ; 
Peaches  their  lovely  blush  betray, 
Aod  apricots  their  gold  display ; 
While  for  yonr  beverage,  when  yoa  dine. 
There  streams  the  nectar  of  the  vine. 

"  Be  not  my  dying  words  forgot  j 
IVpart,  contented  with  your  lot ; 
Repress  complaints  when  they  begin^ 
IiHrratitode's  a  crying  sin. 
And  bold  it  fbr  a  truth,  that  we. 
Are  quite  as  blest  as  snails  should  be." 

The  gardener  hears  with  great  surprise 
This  sage  discourse,  and  thus  he  cries-— 
'*  Oh !  what  a  thankless  wretch  am  I, 
Who  pass  ten  tboosand  fiivours  by  ! 
1  blame,  whene'er  the  linnet  sings, 
My  want  of  song,  or  want  of  wings. 
The  piercing  hawk,  with  towering  flight. 
Reminds  me  of  deficient  sight 
And  when  the  generoos  stMd  I  view, 
Is  not  his  strength  my  envy  too  ? 
I  thus  at  birds  and  beasts  repine, 
And  wish  their  various  talents  mine. 
Fool  as  I  am,  who  cannot  see 
Bcason  is  more  than  aH  to  mt 


<'  My  landlord  boasts  a  laige  estati^ 
Rides  in  his  coach,  and  eats  in  plate. 
What  I  shall  these  lures  bewitch  my  eye  F 
Shall  they  extort  the  murmuring  sigh? 
Say,  he  eojoys  superior  wealth — 
Is  no(  my  better  portion,  health  ? 
Before  the  Sun  has  gilt  the  skies, 
Returning  labour  bids  me  rise ; 
Obedient  to  the  hunter's  horn, 
He  quits  his  couch  at  early  mom. 
By  Want  compelled,  I  dig  the  soil. 
His  is  a  voluntary  toil. 
For  truth  it  is,  since  Adam's  fall,    . 
His  sons  must  labour,  one  and  all. 
No  man*s  exempted  by  his  purse. 
Kings  are  included  in  the  curse. 
Wou'd  monarchs  relish  what  they  eat  I 
Tis  toil  that  makes  the  manchet  sweet; 
Nature  enacts,  before  they're  fed. 
That  prince  and  peasant  earn  theii  bread* 

"  Hence  wisdom  and  experience  show. 
That  bliss  in  equal  currents  flow  ; 
That  happiness  is  still  the  same, 
How'er  ingredients  change  their  names 
Nor  doth  this  theme  our  search  defy« 
Tis  level  to  the  human  eye. 
Distinctions,  introduced  by  men. 
Bewilder,  and  obscure  our  ken. 
I  '11  store  these  lessons  in  my  heart. 
And  cheerful  act  my  prc^r  part 
If  sorrows  rise,  as  sorrows  will, 
I  'II  stand  resign'd  to  every  ill ; 
Convinced,  that  wisely  every  pack 
Is  suited  to  the  bearer's  back." ' 


FABLE    VI. 


TViat  the  crnnplaintt  qf  nutnkind,  against  their  sne^ 
ral  stations  and  provinces  in  l\fe,  are  qften  frivor 
ious,  and  atways  unwarrantable, 

THB   SASMia   AMD  TBB   HOtSS, 

"  »Tis  a  vain  world,  and  all  things  show  it, 
I  thought  so  once,  but  now  I  know  it  K** 
Ah  1  Oay  ;  is  thy  poetic  page 
Tlie  child  of  disappointed  age  ? 
Talk  not  of  threescore  years  and  ten. 
For  what  avails'our  knowledge  then  ? 

But  grant,  that  this  exporienc'd  truth 
Were  asoertain'd  m  early  youth  ; 
Reader,  what  benefit  would  flow  ^ 
I  vow,  I  'm  at  a  loss  to  know. 
The  world  alarms  the  human  breast. 
Because  in  savage  colours  drest 
Tis  treated  with  invective  style. 
And  stands  impcach'd  of  fraud  and  guile. 
All  in  this  heavy  charge  agree — 
But  who's  in  fault — ^the  world,  or  we  ? 
The  question  'a  serious,  short,  and  clear. 
The  answer  claims  our  patient  ear. 
Yet  if  this  oflSce  you  decline — 
With  all  my  heart— ihe  task  be  mme. 
I  'm  certain,  if  I  do  my  best, 
Your  candour  will  excuse  tbe  res^ 

A  farmer,  with  a  pensive  brow. 
One  morn  accompany'd  bis  plough, 

1  Qay^s  Epitaph. 
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The  laria  th^  eheeifql  maiiai  fmif» 
The  woods  with  answeriuK  mntic  rung  ; 
The  Sun  dkplay'd  his  goidm  r«y» 
And  nature  bail'd  the  rifing  day. 
Bat  itill  the  peasant  all  the  while 
Refus'd  to  jom  the  general  smile. 
He,  like  his  iaiiWs  long  before. 
Resembled  moch  the  Jews  of  yore ; 
Whose  murmurs  impious,  weak,  ami  Tain, 
Nor  quails  nor  mapna  coald  restrain. 

Did  accidental  dearth  prevail  ? 
How  prone  to  tell  his  piteous  tale ! 
Pregnant  with  joys  did  plenty  rise  ? 
How  prone  to  blame  indulgent  skies ! 
Thus  ever  ready  to  complain, 
For  plenty  sinks  the  prioe  of  g^in. 

At  lenfi^h  he  spake :— "  Ye  poMraif  divine, 
Was  ever  lot  so  hard  aa  mine  } 
From  mfant  life  an  anmnt  slave. 
Close  to  the  confines  of  the  gravCi 
Have  not  I  followed  my  employ 
Near  threescore  winters,  man  and  boy  ? 
But  since  I  callM  this  £srm  my  own. 
What  scenes  of  sorrow  have  I  known  ! 
Alas !  if  all  the  truth  were  toM, 
Hath  not  the  rot  impaired  my  fold } 
Hath  not  the  measles  aeiz'd  my  swine  ? 
Hath  not  the  murrain  slain  my  kine  ? 
Or  say  that  horses  be  my  theme» 
Hath  not  the  staggers  thinnM  my  tetm } 
Have  not  a  thousand  ills  beside 
Deprived  my  stable  of  its  pride } 

**  When  I  survey  my  lands  arouDd, 
What  thorns  and  thistles  spread  my  grouad ! 
Doth  not  the  grain  my  hopes  beguile, 
And  mildews  mock  the  thresher's  toil  ? 
However  poor  the  harvests  pa$t. 
What  so  deficient  as  the  last  ¥ 
But  tbo*  nor  blasts,  nor  mildewa  rise, 
Ifty  turnips  are  destn^y'd  by  flies ; 
My  sheep  are  pin'd  to  such  degree. 
That  not  a  botcher  comes  to  me. 

'*  Seasons  are  changed  from  what  they  were. 
And  hence  too  foul,  or  hence  too  fair. 
Now  scorching  heat  and  drought  annoy. 
And  now  returning  sbowera  dotroy. 
Thus  have  I  pass'd  my  better  years 
'Midst  disappohitments,  carei,  and  tean. 
And  now,  when  I  compute  my  gams. 
What  have  I  reap'd  for  all  my  pains  ? 

"  Oh  !  had  I  koovn  in  manbood^s  priflM 
These  slow  convictions  wrought  by  tUnn; 
Would  I  have  brav'd  the  iHirioQS  woei 
Of  summer  suns,  and  winter  snotwa } 
Would  I  have  tempted  every  sky, 
So  wet,  so  windy,  or  so  dry  } 
With  all  the  cleanenU  at  strife  ? 
Ah  !  no— 1  then  had  plann'd  a  life. 
Where  wealth  attends  the  middle  stagi^ 
And  rest  and  comfort  wait  on  age. 
Where  rot  and  murrain  ne'er  commence. 
Nor  pastures  bum  at  my  expense ; 
Nor  i^iur'd  cows  their  wants  bewail. 
Nor  dairies  muum  the  milkless  pail ; 
Nor  bams  lament  the  blasted  grain. 
Nor  cattle  curse  the  barren  plain.  '* 

Dun  hobblcd.by  his  master's  tidi^ 
And  thus  the  sober  brute  reply'd :— 


«  Look  thro*  yoar  tMni,4MMl  whece  H  thft  stt(4 
Who  dares  dispute  with  me  his  breed  ? 
Few  horses  trace  their  lineage  higher, 
Godolphm*s  Arab  was  my  sire ; 
My  dam  was  sprang  firom  Panton's  stud« 
My  grandam  boasted  Chiiders*  blood. 
But  ah !  it  now  avails  me  not 
By  what  illustrious  chief  begot ! 
Spavins  pay  no  regard  to  birth, 
And  foiling  vision  sinks  my  worth. 
The  squire,  when  he  disgusted  grew, , 
Transferred  his  property  to  you. 
And  since  poor  Dun  '  became  your  owug 
What  scenes  of  sorrow  have  1  known  1 ' 
Hath  it  not  been  my  constant  toil 
To  drag  the  plough,  and  turn  the  soil  ? 
Are  not  my  bleeding  shoulders  wrung 
By  large  and  weighty  Iqads  of  dung  I 
When  the  shorn  meadows  claim  your  caofl^ 
And  fragrant  cocks  perfume  the  air; 
When  Ceres'  ripen'd  fraits  abound. 
And  Plenty  waves  her  sheaves  aroond  ; 
True  to  my  collar,  home  I  bear 
The  treasures  of  the  fruitfol  ye^r. 
And  tho*  this  dradgery  be  mine, 
You  never  heard  me  once  repine. 

"  Yet  what  rewards  have  crown'd  my  dayil 
I  *m  grudged  the  po  >r  mward  of  praise. 
For  oats  small  gratitude  I  owe. 
Beans  were  untaste4  J03rs,  you  know. 
And  now  I  *m  hast'niog  to  my  end,    • 
Past  services  can  find  no  friend. 
Infirmities,  disease,  and  age. 
Provoke  my  surly  driver's  rage. 
Look  to  my  wounded  flanks,  you  '11  sea 
No  horse  was  ever  us'd  like  me. 

"  But  now  I  eat  my  meals  with  pa|i^ 
Averse  to  masticate  the  grain. 
Hence  you  direct,  at  night  and  iaom» 
That  chaff  accompany  my  oora ; 
For  husks,  altho*  my  teeth  be  few. 
Force  my  reluctant  ja#s  to  chew. 
What  then  ?  oit  life  shall  I  complain. 
And  call  it  fleeting,  folse,  and  vain  ? 
Against  the  world  shall  I  inveigh. 
Because  my  grindera  now  decay  ? 

"  Yeu  think  it  were  the  wiser  pl9% 
Had  I  consorted  ne'er  with  man  ; 
Had  I  my  liberty  malntain'd, 
Or  liberty  by  flight  regain'd. 
And  rang'd  o'er  distant  hills  and  dala» 
With  the  wild  foresters  of  Wales. 

<*  Grant  I  succeeded  to  my  mind^* 
Is  happiness  to  hills  confin'd  } 
Dont  Famine  oft  erect  her  throne 
Upon  the  rugged  itaountain's  stone } 
And  don't  the  lower  pastures  foil. 
When  snows  descending  choke  the  Tale  t 
Or  who  so  hardy  to  dedace 
Disease  and  death  ne'er  enter  t|iere  ? 

'*  Do  pares  or  sickness  here  iuYada^ 
Bfan  tenders  me  his  cheerful  aid. 
For  who  beholda  his  hungry  beast. 
But  grants  him  some  supply  at  uiast^ 
Int'rest  shall  pronipt  him  to  puriMA 
What  inclinatioa  would  not  do. 

Say,  had  I  been  the  desert's  foal,    - 
Thro'  life  estrang'd  to  rnmi'i  control  | 
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f^tf  99Tie6  liad  I  4om  6b  Bartii, 

Or  wbo  cooM  profit  by  my  birth  ? 

If  J  b«^  bftd  ne'er  susteinM  thy  m^t, 

Mf  cbest  ne'er  kpown  thy  «aggon*s  freigfat ; 

Bat  00V  my  several  powers  oombine 

T)  sBfvcr  Nature's  ends  and  thine. 

I  •»  nscfiil  thos  in  csrcry  view — 

Oh !  coqM  I  say  the  same  of  yoa ! 

"  Supnior  evils  had  ensn'd, 
Widi  presdenoe  had  I  been  eadnM. 
nh,  tbo*  at  distance  seen,  destroy, 
Or  licken  every  present  joy. 
We  lelidi  every  new  delight, 
Wbeo  future  griefe  elude  our  sight 
To  blindnesB  then  what  thanks  are  due ! 
ft  makes  each  single  comfort  two. 
Ite  oolt,  unknown  to  pain  and  toil, 
Afltidpates  to  morrow's  smile. 
Too  lamb  ei^oys  the  present  hour, 
Asbmger  to  ibe  botcher's  power. 

**  Tour's  is  a  wild  Utopian  scheme, 
A  boy  woold  blosh  ta  own  yoQt  draam. 
Be  yaor  profenion  what  it  will, 
No  profinoe  is  exempt  from  ill. 
Quite  from  the  cottage  to  the  throne, 
Statioos  have  sorrows  of  thor  own. 
Wby  should  a  peasant  then  explore  , 
What  longer  heads  ne'er  found  before  ? 
Go,  preach  my  define  to  your  son. 
By  yoor*8,  the  lad  wooM  be  undone. 
Bat  whether  he  regards  or  not, 
Tour  lecture  would  be  soon  forgot 
Tlie  ho|wS  vduch  gali'd  the  parent's  bveatft. 
Ere  long  will  mak«  his  son  their  jest 
TW  no*  these  cobweb  cheats  you  sputa. 
Yet  every  man  's  a  dupe  in  turn. 
And  wii^  so  ordain'd,  indeed, 
(Whete'er  philosophers  may  |4ead). 
Ebe  life  woold  stagnate  at  \is  oource, 
And  man,  and  horse  decline  the  cour^. 

**  Then  bid  young  Ralpbo  never  oimd  it, 
lot  take  the  world  as  be  diall  find  it" 


T4LES. 


THE  LAMB  AND  .THE  PIQ. 

ComuLT  the  manfiat,  yoo  'U  IUmI 
Tbat  education  focns  th^  mind« 
But  educatioQ  ne'er  aupply>d 
What  ruling  nalnre  hath,  den^^ 
If  you  11  the  foHowing  page  pvwsue. 
My  tale  shall  prove  this  doctrine  true. 

Snoe  to  the  Muse  all  brutes  belong, 
The  lamb  shall  usher  in  my  song ; 
Whose  snowy  fleece  adorn'd  her  skii^ 
Emblem  of  native  white  within. 
Meekness  and  love  possess'd  her  soul, 
Aad  hmocence  had  crown'd  the  whole. 

It  ehanc'd  in  some  unguarded  hour, 
(Ah !  purity,  precarioos  flower ! 
Let  maidens  of  the  present  age 
TmaMe,  when  they  peruse  my  page}. 
It  chaocM  vpoa  a  lucUesa  day, 
1W  iittk  waBtoo,  full  of  plaj^ 


Rejoic'd  a  thymy  honk  to  gain, 
But  short  the  triumphs  of  her  reignf 
The  teacherous  slopes  her  fate  foietelt^ 
And  soon  the  pretty  triflerfelL 
Beneath,  a  dirty  ditch  impfessHl 
Its  mire  upon  her  spotless  vest 
What  greater  ill  cuu'd  lamb  betide. 
The  butcher's  barbarous  knife  beside? 

The  shepherd,  wounded  with  her  crie^ 
Straight  to  tlie  bleating  sufferer  flies. 
The  lambkin  in  his  arms  he  took. 
And  bore  her  to  a  neighbouring  brooJu 
The  silver  streams  her  wool  refinM, 
Her  fleece  in  virgin  whiteness  shin'd. 

Cleans'd  from  pollution's  every  stai% 
She  join'd  her  follows  on  the  plain; 
And  saw  afor  the  stinking  sliore. 
But  ne'er  appnmch'd  those  dangess  19011^ 
The  shepherd  bless'd  the  kind  event. 
And  view'd  his  flock  with  sweet  content 

To  market  next  he  shap'd  his  way. 
And  bought  provisions  for  the  day. 
But  made,  for  winter's  rich  nipply, 
A  purchase  from  a  former's  sty. 
The  children  round  their  parent  crowii^ 
And  testify  their  mirth  aloud. 
They  saw  the  stranger  with  surprise. 
And  all  admir'd  his  little  eyes. 
Familiar  grown  he  sluur'd  their  jogn, 
Shar'd  too  the  porridge  with  the  boys. 
The  females  o'er  his  dress  preside. 
They  wash  his  foce  and  scour  his  hide« 
But  daily  more  a  swine  he  grew» 
For  all  these  housewives  e'er  oould  do. 

Uence  let  my  youthful  reader  knov^ 
That  once  a  hog,  and  always  so. 


DEATH  AND  THE  RAK^t 

A  DUTCH   TALE. 

Whin  pleasures  court  the  human  heart. 

Oh  !  'tis  reluctant  work  to  part 

Are  we  with  griefs  and  pains  Of^ress'd  } 

Who  says  that  Death's  a  welcome  gqest^ 

Tho'  sure  to  cure  our  evils  all, 

He's  the  last  doctor  we  wou'd  calL 

We  think,  if  he  airives  at  mom, 

'TIS  hard  to  die,  as  soon  as  bom. 

Or  if  the  conqueror  invade. 

When  life  prefects  the  evening  shads^ 

Do  we  not  m^itate  delay. 

And  still  request  a  longer  stay  } 

We  shift  our  homes,  we  change  the  air. 

And  double,  like  the  hunted  hare. 

Thus  be  it  morn,  or  night,  or  noon. 

Come  when  he  wilt,  he  comes  too  soon ! 

You  wish  my  subject  J  wou'd  wave. 
The  preface  is  so  very  grave. 
Come  then,  my  friend,  I  '11  change  ray  style. 
And  couch  instruction  with  a  smile 
But  promise,  ere  I  tell  my  tale. 
The  serious  moral  shall  prevail. 

Vanbmin  dy'd — his  son,  we  're  toM, 
Succeeded  to  his  father's  gold. 
Fluah'd  with  his  wealth,  the  thoughtkii 
Despis'd  frugality,  aui  trade; 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


i6 


COTTOire  POEMS. 


Left  Amsterdam  with  eager  liaate, 
Dness,  and  the  Hague^  engroas'd  hii  taste. 

Ere  kmg  bis  paanon  chai^d  its  shape. 
He  grew  enamoar'd  with  the  grape. 
Frequented  mnch  a  house  of  cheer, 
Just  like  our  fools  of  fortune  here ; 
With  sots  and  harlots  fond  to  join, 
And  revel  o'er  his  midnight  wine. 

Once  on  a  time  the  bowls  had  flow'd. 
Quite  till  the  morning  cock  had  crow'd. 
When  Death,  at  every  hour  awake, 
Eoter'd  the  room,  and  ckum'd  the  rake. 
The  |routh*s  complexion  spoke  his  fears. 
Soft  stole  adown  his  cheek  the  tears. 
At  length  the  anguish  of  his  breast 
With  feult'ring  tongue  he  thus  expressed. 

**  Thou  king  of  terrours,  hear  my  pnyer, 
And  condescend  for  onoe  to  spare. 
Let  me  thy  clemency  engage. 
New  to  the  worM,  and  greeq  in  age. 
When  life  no  pleasures  can  dispense. 
Or  pleasures  pall  upon  the  sense  ; 
When  the  eye  feete  departing  sight, 
And  rolls  its  orb  in  vain  for  light ; 
When  music's  joys  no  kmger  cheer 
The  sick'ning  heart,  or  heavy  ear ; 
Or  when  my  aching  limbs  forbear. 
In  sprightly  balls  to  join  the  fair ; 
I  >11  not  repeat  my  suit  to  Death, 
But  chearfuUy  resign  my  breath.'' 

"  Done,"  sa>-s  the  monarch — "be  it  so ; 
Observe-^you  promise  then  to  go  !" 

What  fovour  such  protracted  date 
Ph>m  the  stem  minister  of  fote  ! 
Your  wonder  will  be  greater  soon, 
To  hear  the  wretch. perverts  the  boon. 
Who,  during  years  beyond  a  score. 
Ne'er  thought  upon  bis  promise  more  I 

'  But  were  these  terms  by  Death  forgot  ? 
Ah  1  no — again  he  seeks  the  sot 
The  wretch  was  in  the  tavern  found. 
With  a  few  gouty  friends  around. 
Dropsy  had  seiz'd  his  legs  and  thighs. 
Palsy  his  hands,  and  rheum  his  eyes. 
When  thus  the  king — "  Intemperate  elf. 
Thus,  by  debauch,  tu  dupe  yourself.     . 
What !  are  my  terrours  spurn'd  by  thee ! 
Thou  fool !  to  trifle  thus  with  me  ! 
You  ask'd  before  for  length  of  days. 
Only  to  riot  various  ways. 
What  were  thy  pleas  but  then  a  sneer  ? 
I  '11  now  retort  with  jest  severe. 

'*  Read  this  small  print,"  the  monarch 
"  You  mock  me,  sir,"  the  man  replies. 
*'  I  scarce  could  reaid  when  in  my  prime, 
And  now  my  sight 's  impair'd  by  time. 
Sure  you  consider  not  my  age — 
1  can't  discern  a  single  page. 
And  when  my  friends  the  bottle  paai, 
I  scarce  can  see  to  fill  my  glass.*' 

*'  Here  take  this  nut,  observe  it  well— 
nis  my  command  you  crack  the  shelL" 

"  How  can  suet  orders  be  obey'd  ? 
My  grinders,  sir,  are  quite  decay'd. 
My  teeth  can  scarce  divide  my  bread, 
Aod  not  a  sound  one  in  my  head  !" 

But  Death,  who  more  terCastic  giew, 
JXteWd  a  violin  to  view ; 


Then  loud  be  ca|i*d,  <^OId  boy,  advance^ 
Stretch  out  your  legs,  and  lead  the  dance," 

The  man  rejoin'd— "  When  age  summndf^ 
How  can  tlye  ear  distinguish  sounds  ?        « 
Are  not  my  limbs  unwieldy  grown  } 
Are  n^t  my  feet  at  cold  as  stone  } 
Dear  sir,  take  pity  on  my  state— 
My  legs  can  scarce  support  my  weight !" 

Death  drops  the  quaint,  insulting  joke. 
And  meditates  the  fetal  stroke. 
Assuming  all  his  terrours  now. 
He  speaks  with  anger  on  his  brow. 

**  Is  thus  my  lenity  abus'd. 
And  dare  you  hope  to  stand  excus'd  ? 
You've  spent  your  time,  that  pearl  of  price ! 
To  the  detested  ends  of  vice. 
Purchas'd  your  short-liv'd  pleasures  dear, 
And  seal'd  your  own  destruction  here. 
Infiam'd  your  reckoning  too  above, 
By  midnight  bowls,  and  lawless  love. 
Warning,  you  know,  I  gave  betimes— 
Now  go,  and  answer  for  your  crimes." 

"  Oh  !  my  good  lord,  repriess  the  blow— 
I  am  not  yet  prepar'd  to  ga 
And  let  it,  sir,  be  fi^er  told, 
That  not  a  neighbour  thinks  me  old. 
My  hairs  are  now  but  turning  grey, 
I  am  not  sixty,  sir,  till  May. 
Grant  me  the  common  date  of  men, 
I  ask  but  threescore  years  and  ten." 

'*  Dar'st  thou,  prevaricating  knave. 
Insult  the  monarch  of  the  grave  ? 
I  claim  thy  solemn  contract  past — 
Wherefore  this  moment  is  thy  last" 

Thus  having  raid,  he  speeds  his  dart. 
And  cleaves  the  hoary  dotard's  heart 


OD/SS  OF  HORACE. 


THE  SECOND  OlSS  OF  THE  SECOND   lOOX. 
INSCRIBED  TO    T.  V.    ESQ. 

Dear  youth,  to  hoarded  wealth  a  foe^ 
Riches  with  feded  lustre  glow  ; 
Yes,  dim  the  treasures  of  the  mine. 
Unless  with  temperate  use  they  shine. 
This  stamps  a  value  on  the  gold. 
So  Proculeius  thou^t  of  old. 

Soon  as  this  generous  Roman  taw 
His  father's  sons  proscribed  by  law. 
The  knight  discharged  a  parent's  part, 
They  shar'd  his  fortune  and  his  heart 
Hence  stands  consign'd  a  brother's  name 
'J'o  immortahty  and  feme. 

Wou'd  you  true  empire  ascertain  ? 
Curb  all  immoderate  lust  of  gain. 
This  is  the  best  ambition  known, 
A  greater  conquest  tlian  a  throne. 
For  know,  should  avarice  control. 
Farewell  the  triumphs  of  the  soul. 

This  is  a  dropsy  of' the  mind. 
Resembling  the  corporeal  kind ; 
For  who  with  this  disease  are  curst. 
The  more  they  drink,  the  more  they  thur^t 
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„ 1  their  bleated  veitm, 

Aad  pale-«y*d,  sigbiog  languor  Ifwgns. 

Vhtoe,  who  diffsn  from  the  crowd, 
lUfecta  the  coTctont  and  proud ; 
Di«iaiiia  the  wUd  ambitaoiis  breut. 
And  acormto  call  a  noaarch  blett ; 
laboora  Co  rcscae  trath  and  tenae 
ftom  spccMMtt  fOQiidt,  and  vain  pretence. 

Vhrtoe  to  that  distingiiishM  few 
Gires  royalty,  and  conqoeat  tooj 
That  wise  minority,  who  own. 
And  pay  their  tribute  to  her  throne  j 
Who  view  with  undesiring  eyes, 
Aad^ram  that  wealth  which  misers  prize. 


^^^   TWrril   ODI   OF  THB   SECOMD   BOOK. 

Woo'd  you,  my  Ineod,  true  blise  obtain  > 

Nor  press  the  coast,  nor^twnpt  the  main. 

In  open  seas  loud  tempests  roar. 

And  treacherous  rocks  begirt  the  shore. 

Hatred  to  all  ertremes  is  seen. 

Id  those  who  love  the  goldep  mean. 

They  nor  in  palaces  jejoice. 

Nor  is  the  sordid  cot  thtir  choice. 

The  middle  state  of  Ufe  is  best, 

Eulted  sUtions  And  no  test; 

Storms  shake  th»  aspiring  pme,  and  tower. 

And  mountains  £eel  the  thunder's  power. 

The  mind  prepared  for  each  event, 

la  erery  state  maintains  content 

She  hopes  the  liest,  when  ttormi  prevail, 

Nor  trusts  too  fiir  the  prosperous  gale. 

SwuM  time  retumiiMr  winters  bring, 

Rrtunung  winter  yields  to  spring. 

Sboo'd  darkness  shroud  t!ie  present  skies. 

Hereafter  brighter  suns  shall  rise. 

When  Pfean  shoots  his  flery  darU, 

Dbea.4e  and  death  transfix  our  hearts: 

But  oft  the  god  withholds  his  bow, 

fa  pky  tothe  race  below. 

When  clouds  the  angry  Heavens  deform. 
Be  stroDg^,  and  brave  the  swelling  storm  : 
4Bidit  prosperity's  foil  gales 
Be  bumble,  and  contract  your  sails. 


EPITAPHS. 

RuDtt,  approach  my  nm— thou  needV  not  fear 

Jb'  extorted  promise  of  one  plaintive  tear. 

To  ffoura  thy  uuknowu  fr^nd— Prom  me  thoult 

learn 
More  than  a  Plato  taoght-4hc  grand  concern 
Of  inortsis !— Wrapt  iojieosive  thought,  survey 
T»w  little  freehold  of  unthinking  clay. 
And  know  thy  end  I 

TW  young,  tho'  gay,  thb  scene  of  death  explore, 
AIM!  the  you^,  the  gay  is  Dpw  no  more  ! 


cat  BOBEar  clavskinc.  ^.  b. 
jfti  ?  come,  i|ho  know  the  chsldlest  parents  sigh, 
Vw!xYllL*^^  •n<l  *e ftwmiug  eye ; 


Who  foel  the  vonnds  a  dying  fri^d  imparts, 
^lien  the  last  pang  divides  two  social  hearts. 
This  weeping  marble  claims  the  generous  tear, 
Here  lies  the  friend,  the  son,  and  all  that 's  dear. 

He  fell  fulI-blosHom'd  in  the  pride  of  youth. 
The  nobler  pride  of  science,  worth,  and  truth. 
Calm  and  serene  he  viewM  his  mouldering  clay. 
Nor  fear'd  to  go,  nor  fondly  wish'd  to  stay. 
And  when  the  king  of  terrours  be  descry'd, 
Kiss'd  the  stern  mandate,  bow'd  his  head,  and  dy'd. 


OW  COLONEL  CARDINEB, 

fVho  teas  slain  in  the  Battle  at  Preston  Pant,  1745. 
While  fainter  merit  nsk.s  the  powers  of  verse. 
Our  faithfol  line  shall  Gasdinbr's  worth  rohearse. 
The  bleeding  hero,  and  the  martyr'd  saint, 
Transcends  the  poet's  pen,  the  herald's  paint 
His  the  best  path  to  fame  that  e*er  was  trod. 
And  surely  his  a  gbrious  it^  to  God. 


ON  UK.  SIBLEr,  OV  STUDIUM. 

Herb  lies  an  honest  man  !  without  pretence 
To  more  than  prudence,  and  to  common  sense  j 
MTk)  knew  no  vanity,  disguise,  nor  art, 
Who  scom*d  all  language  foreign  to  the  heart 
Diffusive  as  the  light  his  bounty  spread, 
Cloth'd  were  the  naked,  and  the  hungry  fed. 

'*.  These  be  bis  honours '"  honouii  that  disclaim 
The  blazon'd  scuteheon,  and  the  herald's  fame ! 
Honours !  which  boast  defiance  to  the  grave. 
Where,  ^ite  of  Anstis,  rots  the  garter'd  knave. 


ON  A  LADT,  WMO  BAD  ^BOUSED  UNDER  A  CANCER. 

Stramgbr,  these  dear  remains  contain*d  a  mind 
As  infanU  guileless,  and  as  angels  kind. 
Ripening  for  Heav'n,  by  pains  and  sufferings  try*d 
To  pain  superior,  and  unknown  to  pride. 
Calm  and  serene  beneath  affliction's  rt>d. 
Because  she  gave  her  willing  heart  to  God. 
Because  she  trusted  in  her  Saviour's  pow'r. 
Hence  firm  and  fearless  in  the  dying  hour  ! 

No  venal  Muse  this  faithful  picture  draws. 
Blest  saint !  desert  like  yours  extorts  applause. 
Oh  !  let  a  weeping  friend  discharge  his  due. 
His  debt  to  worth,  to  excellence,  and  you  ! 


VARIOUS  PIECES. 


j4S  invocation  of  happiness. 

AFTER  THE  ORIENTAL  MANNER  OP  SPEECH. 

1.  Tkll  me,  O  thou  fairest  among  virgins,  whei^ 

dost  thou  lay  tliy  meek  contented  head  ? 

2.  Dost  thou  dwell  upon  the  mountains ;  dost  thou 

make  thy  cou«-h  in  the  rallies  ? 

3.  In  the  still  watches  of  the  night  have  I  thought 

upon  my  fair-one ;  yna,  in  the  Tisions  of  tb« 
night  have  1  punjucd  thecj^^ 
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4.  When  1  awoke,  my  nedKatioii  wu  opoo  tbee, 

and  the  day  waa  ipent  in  tearcli  after  thy  em- 

5.  Why  dost  tliou  flee  from  me,  as  the  tender  hind, 

or  the  young  roe  upon  the  hills  ? 

6.  Without  thy  presence  m  vain  bluihes  the  rose,  in 

vain  glows  the  niby,  the  cinnamon  breatbeth 
its  fragrance  in  vain. 

7.  Shall  I  make  thee  a  house  of  the  rich  cedars  of 

Lebanon  ?  shall  1  perfume  it  with  all  the  i4>ices 
of  Arabia?  Wilt  thou  be  tempted irtth  Sabean 
odours,  with  myrrh,  frankincense,  and  aloes  ? 

8.  Doth  my  fair-one  delight  in  palaces— dotli  she 

gladden  the  hearts  of  kings  ?  The  palaces  are 
DOC  a  meet  residence  i5or  my  beloved— the 
princes  of  tie  Earth  are  not  favoured  with  the 
smiles  of  her  countenance. 

9.  My  fair-one  is  meek  and  humble,  she  dwellefh 

among  the  cottages,  she  tendeth  the  sheep  upon 
the  mountams,  and  Iteth  down  amidst  the  flocks. 
The  lilies  of  the  field  are  ber  couch,  and  the 
Heavens  ber  canopy. 

10.  Her  words  are  smoother  than  oil,  more  powerful 
than  wine ;  ber  voice  is  as  the  voice  of  the 
turtle  Hlbve. 

11.  Thou  crownestthe  innocence  of  the  husband- 
man, and  the  reward  of  virtue  is  with  thee. 

TIME, 
Time  and  chance  happeneth  to  them  all. 

Ecclesiast  cb.  ix.  ver.  11. 

Readeb,  if  fond  of  wonder  and  surprise, 
Behold  in  me  ten  thousand  wonders  rise. 
Should  I  appear  quite  partial  to  my  cause. 
Shout  my  own  praise,  and  vindicate  applause; 
Do  not  arraign  my  modesty  or  sense. 
Nor  deem  my  character  a  vain  pretence. 
Know  then  1  boast  an  origin  and  date 
Coeval  with  tlie  Sun — without  a  mate 
An  offspring  I  beget  ip  number  more 
Then  all  the  crowded  sands  which  form  the  shore. 
That  instant  they  are  born,  my  precious  breed 
Ah  me !  expire — yet  my  departed  seed 
Euter  like  spectres,  with  commissionM  pewer, 
The  secret  chamber  at  the  midnight  hour ; 
Pervade  alike  the  palace,  and  the  shed,  ' 

The  statesman's  closet,  and  the  rustic's  bed ; 
Serene  and  sweet,  like  envoys  from  the  skies. 
To  all  the  good,  the  virtuous,  and  the  wise  ; 
But  to  the  vicious  breast  remorse  they  bring. 
And  bite  like  serpents,  or  like  scorpions  sting. 

Being  and  bir^  to  sciences  I  give. 
By  me  they  rise  thro*  infancy  and  live ; 
By  me  meridian  excellence  display. 
And,  like  autumnal  fruits,  by  me  decay. 
When  poets,  and  when  painters  are  no  more. 
And  all  the  feuds  of  rival  wits  are  o'er ; 
Tis  mine  to  Gx  their  merit  end  their  claim, 
I  judge  their  works  to  daikn<*88  or  to  fame. 
I  am  a  monarch,  whose  vwtorious  hands 
No  craft  eludes,  no  regal  power  withstaods. 
My  annals  prove  such  mighty  conquests  won. 
As  shame  the  puny  feats  of  Philip's  son. 
But  tbo'  a  kmg,  I  seldom  sway  alone, 
The  goddeaa  Fortune  often  shares  my  tfarone. 
The  human  eye  detects  our  blended  mle. 
Her*  we  exalta  knave,  and  thera  a  Utal 


POEMS. 

Ask  yoo  what  powers  our  lOfereign  laws  obey  ? 
Creation  is  our  empire — we  convey 
Sceptres  and  crowns  at  will— as  we  ordain, 
Kings  abdicate  their  thrones,  ami  pea«ants  reign. 

Lovers  to  us  address  the  fervent  prayer; 
Tis  ours  to  soften  or  subdue  the  foir  t 
We  now  like  angels  smile,  and  now  destroy* 
Now  bring,  or  blast,  the  long  expected  joy. 
At  our  fair  shrine  ambitious  churchmen  bow. 
And  crave  the  mitre  to  adoni  the  brow. 
Go  to  the  inns  of  court— the  learned  drudge 
Implores  our  friendship  to  commence  a  judge. 
Go,  and  consult  the  sons  of  Warwick  Lane ; 
They  own  our  favours,  and  adore  our  reign. 
Theirs  is  the  gold,  »tis  true— but  all  men  see 
Our  claim  is  better  founded  to  the  fee. 

Reader,  thus  sublunary  worlds  we  guide, 
Thus  o'er  your  natal  planets  we  preside. 
Kingdoms  and  kings  are  ours— to  us  they  fall* 
We  carve,  their  fortunes,  and  dispose  of  all. 
Nor  think  that  kings  alone  engross  our  choice 
The  cobler  sits  attentive  to  our  voice. 

But  since  my  colleague  is  a  fickle  she. 
Allure  my  colleague,  and  depend  on  me. 
Either  she  sees  not,  or  with  partial  eyes. 
Either  she  grants  amiss,  or  she  denies. 
But  I,  who  pity  those  that  wear  her  chain. 
Scorn  the  capricious  measures  of  her  reign; 
In  every  gift,  and  every  grace  excel, 
And  seldom  fisil  their  hopes,  who  use  me  welL 
Yet  tho*  in  me  unnumber'd  treasures  ^hine, 
Superior  to  the  rich  Pemvian  mine ! 
Thu*  men  to  my  indulgence  hourly  owe 
The  choicest  of  their  comforts  here  below : 
(For  men's  best  tenure,  as  the  worid  agree. 
Is  all  a  perquisite  deriv'd  from  me) 
Still  man's  my  foe !  utigrateful  man,  I  say. 
Who  mediutes  my  murder  every  day. 
What  various  scenes  of  death  do  men  prepare ! 
And  what  assassinations  plot  the  fair ! 
But  know  assuredly,  who  treat  me  ill. 
Who  mean  to  rob  me,  or  who  mean  to  kill  j 
Who  view  me  with  a  cold  regardless  eye. 
And  let  my  favours  pass  unheeded  by ; 
They  shall  lament  their  folly  when  too  late  ; 
So  mourns  the  prodigal  his  lost  esUte  1 

While  they  who  with  superior  forethought  Uert, 
Store  all  my  lessons  in  their  fisithful  breast ; 
(For  Where's  the  prelate,  who  can  preach  like  m^ 
With  equal  reasoning,  and  persuasive  plea,) 
Who  know  that  I  am  always  on  my  wings, 
And  never  stay  in  compliment  to  kings ; 
Who  therefore  watch  me  with  an  eagle's  sight. 
Arrest  my  pinions,  or  attend  my  flight ; 
Or  if  perchance  they  loitered  in  the  race, 
CMde  theh-  slow  footsteps,  and  improve  their  pace; 
Yes,  these  are  Wisdom's  sons,  and  when  they  die. 
Their  virtues  shall  exalt  them  to  the  sky. 


AN  ENIGMA: 

IHSCftlBID  TO  Miss  t, 

Cloi,  I  boast  celestial  date. 

Ere  time  began  to  roll ; 
So  wkle  my  power,  my  sceptra  ipum^ 

The  limits  of  the  pole. 
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I  firmn  the  mystic  wunib  of  night, 
The  Almighty  calUd  the  Earth  ; 
I  mird  npoa  the  iniaDt  world. 
And  grac*d  the  woodroos  birth. 

Thro'  the  vast  renlms  of  boundless  space, 

I  traverse  uooootroird ; 
iad  starry  orbs  of  proudest  blaze 

Inscribe  my  name  in  gold. 
There 's  not  a  monarch  in  the  north 

But  bends  the  supplant  knee ; 
the  hangbty  sultan  waves  his  power. 

And  owns  superior  me. 
Both  by  the  sav*age  and  the  saint 

My  empire  stands  confest ; 
1  thaw  the  ice  on  Greenland's  coast. 

And  fire  the  Scythian's  breast. 
Tb  me  the  gay  aerial  tribes 

Their  glittering  plumage  owe ; 
With  all  the  Tariegated  pride 

lliat  decks  the  feathered  beau. 
The  meanest  reptiles  of  the  land 

My  boonty  too  partake; 
I  paint  the  insect's  trembling  wing. 

And  gild  the  crested  snake. 
Sorrey  the  nations  of  the  deep, 

You'll  there  my  power  behold ; 
My  pencil  drew  the  pearly  scale, 

And  fin  bedropt  with  gold. 
I  give  the  Tirgin*8  lip  to  glow, 

I  claim  the  crimson  dye ;    . 
Mine  is  the  n»e  which  spruids  the  cheek. 

And  oiine  the  brilliant  eye. 
Then  speak,  my  lair  j  for  surely  thoa 

My  name  canst  b«t  descry ; 
Who  pnre  to  thee  with  lavish  hands 

What  thousands  I  deny. 


THE  FIRESIDE. 

DtAt  doe,  wyie  the  busy  crowd. 
The  vain,  the  wealthy,  and  the  proud. 

In  foHjr's  maze  advance  ^ 
Tho*  singularity  and  pride 
Be  calPd  onr  choice,  weMl  st^  aside, 

Nir  join  the  giddy  dance. 
ftom  the  gay  world  we'll  oft  retire 
To  oor  own  funily  and  fire. 

Where  love  our  hours  employs  ; 
Ho  noisy  neigfabour  enters  here, 
Ko  intermeddling  stranger  near. 

To  spoil  our  heartfelt  joys. 
If  nlid  happineis  we  prize, 
WithiD  oor  breast  this  jewel  lies. 

And  tbey  are  fools  who  roam ; 
The  world  hath  nothing  to  bestow, 
finoa  our  own  selves  our  bliss  most  flow, 

And  that  dear  hut  our  home. 
Of  rest  was  Noah's  dofve  bereft. 
When  with  impatient  wing  she  left 

That  safe  retreat,  the  arfc ; 
Gviag  her  vnin  eacnrskms  o*er, 
The  disappQintod  bird  once  mora 

fiqdcf'd  the  s«a«d  bark. 
TW  feob  apom  Hymen^  gentle  powfrt, 
Wsb  vha  iBpiw*  bit  goUiB  hom, 


By  sweet  experience  k'ow, 
That  marriage,  rightly  understood, 
Give3  to  the  tender  and  the  good, 

A  paradise  heiow. 

Our  babes  shall  richest  comforts  bring  ; 
If  tutor'd  right,  they'll  prove  a  spring. 

Whence  pleasures  ever  rise : 
We'll  form  their  minds  with  studious  care. 
To  all  that's  manly,  good,  and  fair. 

And  train  them  for  the  skies. 
While  they  -our  wisest  hours  engage, 
They'll  j»»y  our  y<ii»th,  support  our  age. 

And  crown  our  hoary  hairs  ; 
They'll  grow  in  virtue  every  day. 
And  they  our  fondest  loves  repay. 

And  recompense  our  cares. 
No  borrow 'd  joys  \  they're  all  our  own, 
While  to  the  world  we  live  unknown. 

Or  by  the  world  forgot : 
Monarchs !  we  envy  not  your  state. 
We  look  with  pity  on  the  great. 

And  bless  our  humble  lot. 
Oor  portion  is  not  large,  indeed. 
But  then  how  little  4o  we  need. 

For  nature's  calls  are  few  ! 
In  this  the  art  of  living  lies. 
To  want  no  more  than  may  suffice^ 

And  make  that  little  do. 
We'll  therefore  relish  with  content, 
Whate'er  kind  Providence  has  sen^ 

Nor  aim  bej'ond  our  power ; 
For,  if  our  stock  be  very  small, 
'Tis  prudence  to  enjoy  it  all. 

Nor  lose  the  present  hour. 
To  be  resifn'd  when  ills  betide. 
Patient  when  favours  are  deny'd. 

And  pleas'd  with  favours  given  ; 
Dear  Cloe,  this  is  wisdotn's  part. 
This  is  that  incciise  of  ihe  h(^rt, 

Whose  fragrance  smelb  to  Heaven. 
We'll  ask  no  long  protracted  treat. 
Since  winter-life  is  seldom  sweet ; 

But,  when  our  feast  is  o'er. 
Grateful  from  table  we'll  arise. 
Nor  grudge  our  sons,  with  envious  eyes. 

The  relics  of  oor  store. 
Thus  hand  in  hand  thro'  life  we'll  go; 
Its  checker'd  paths  of  joy  and  woe 

With  cautious  steps  we'll  tread; 
Quit  its  vain  scenes  without  a  tear. 
Without  a  trouble,  or  a  fear. 

And  mingle  with  the  dead. 
While  conscience,  like  a  faithful  friend. 
Shall  thro'  the  gloomy  vale  attend. 

And  cheer  our  dying  breath ; 
Shall,  when  all  other  comforts  cease. 
Like  a  kmd  angel  whisper  peace, 
And  smooth  the  bed  of  death. 


TO  SOME  CHILDREN 

LISTBNINO  TO  A   LARK* 

8ee  the  lark  prunes  his  active  wings. 
Rises  to  Heaven,  and  soars,  and  sings. 
His  morning  hymns,  his  mid-day  lays. 
Art  one  continued  song  of  praise»  r 
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COTTON'S  fOEMS 


He  speaks  his  Maker  all  he  can. 
And  shames  the  silent  tongruc  of  man. 

When  the  dechning  orl»  of  liplit 
Reminds  bim  of  appruaobing:  night. 
His  warbling  vespers  swell  his  breast. 
And  as  he  sings  be  smks  to  rest. 

Shall  birds  iostnicttve  lessons  (each. 
And  we  be  deaf  to  wfaat  they  preach  ? 

No,  ye  dear  nestlings  of  my  heart, 
Co,  act  the  wiser  soogstej-'s  part. 
Spnm  your  warm  coach  at  early  dawn. 
And  with  your  God  begin  the  nii^m. 
To  him  your  gratefnl  tribute  pay 
Thro*  every  pt* riod  of  the  day. 
T»  him  your  evening  songs  direct ; 
His  eye  shall  watch,  his  arm  protect. 
Tho*  darkness  reigns,  he's  with  you  still. 
Then  sleep,  my  babes,  and  fear  no  ilL 


TO  A  CHILD  OF  FIVE  TEARS  OLD. 

Fairrst  6ower,  all  flowers  excelling, 

•Which  in  Milton's  page  we  see ; 
Tlu^ers  of  Eve's  cmbower'd  duelling  * 

Are,  my  fair  one,  types  of  thee. 
Mark,  my  Polly,  how  the  roses 

Emulate  thy  damask  cheek  ; 
How  the  bnd  its  sweets  discloses— -« 

Bnds  thy  opeinng  bloom  bespieak^ 
Lilies  are  by  plain  dh*ection 

Emblemn  of  a  double  kind  ; 
Emblaros  of  thy  fiur  complexion. 

Emblems  of  thy  fairer  mind. 

But,  dear  girl,  both  flowers  and  beanty 

Blossom,  fatle,  and  die  away  ; 
Then  pursue  good  sense  ami  duty. 

Evergreens !  which  ne'er  ikcay. 


ON  LORD  tOBHAM'S  GAlWEy. 

It  puzzles  much  the  sages*  brains. 

Where  Dlen  stood  of  yore. 
Some  place  it  ia  Arabia's  phiins, 

Some  say  it  is  no  more. 
But  Cbbham  can  these  talcs  confute^ 

As  all  the  curious  know ; 
For  he  hath  prov'd,  beyond  dispute. 

That  Paradise  is  Stow. 


TO  MORROW. 
Fereunt  et  imputantur. 

To  Moaaow,  didst  thou  say  f 

Methougbt  I  heard  Horatio  say.  To  morrow. 

Go  to — 1  will  not  hear  of  it — To  morrow  ! 

'Tis  a  sharper,  who  stakes  his  pemiry 

Against  thy  plenty — who  t-vkes  U»y  ready  cash, 

And  pays  thee  nought  but  wishes,  h()|ies,and  profuiscs, 

The  currency  of  idiots.     Injurious  Ixinkrupt, 

That  gulls  the  easy  creditor  ! — To  morrow  ! 

'  Alluding  to  MiItoQ*s  description  of  Cve's  bower. 


It  is  a  period  nowhere  to  be  found 
In  all  the  hoary  regiiOers  of  time. 
Unless  perchance  in  the  fool's  eakuidar. 
Wisdom  disclaims  the  word,  nor  holds  society 
With  those  who  own  it  ^!to^  my  Hoimti«, 
'TIS  Fancy's  child,  and  Folly  is  its  fiither; 
Wrought  of  such  stuff  as  dreams  are  ;  and  baseleat 
As  the  fantastic  visions  of  the  evening. 

But  soft,  my  friend — arrest  the  present  momenta  | 
For  be  assur'd,  they  all  are  arrant  tell-tales ; 
And  t  ho'  their  fliglit  be  silent,  and  their  path  tracklean 
As  the  wing'd  couriers  of  the  air. 
They  post  to  Heaven,  and  there  record  (by  folly. 
Because,  tho'  station'd  on  the  hnportant  watefa. 
Thou,  like  a  sleeping,  faithless  sentmel, 
Didst  let  them  pass  unmAicM,  unimprov'd. 
And  know,  for  that  thou  slnmber'dst  on  the  gaartU 
Thou  shalt  be  made  to  answer  at  the  bar 
For  every  fugitive  :  and  when  thou  thus 
Shalt  stand  impleaded  at  the  higli  tribunal 
Of  huod-winkt  justice,  who  shall  teH  thy  audit  i 

Then  stay  the  present  instant,  dear  Horatio  ; 
Imprint  the  marks  of  wisdom  on  its  wings. 
'Tis  of  more  worth  than  kingdoms !  far  more  precious 
Than  all  the  criitisoo  treasures  of  life*s  fountain  I — 
Oh  I  let  it  not  elude  thy  grasp,  but,  like 
The  good  old  patriarch  upon  record, 
Hoki  the  fleet  angel  &st  until  he  bless  thee. 


AN  ALLUSION 
TO  HORACfe,  ODK  XVI.  BOOK  VL 

INSCRIBED   TO  H.   W.    ESQ, 

Otinm  divos  rogat  hi  patenti 
Prensns  iGgsso,  siiftnl  atra  nottet 
Coodkiit  lunam,  aeque  certa  fh'gent 

vSidera  nautis,  &a 

Sat,  heavenly  Quiet,  propitious  nymph  of  light. 
Why  art  thou  thus  cooceal'd  from  human  sight  i 
Thr'd  of  life's  follies,  fkin  I'd  gain  thy  arms. 
Oh  !  Uke  me  panting  to  thy  peacefol  dharros  ; 
Sooth  my  wild  soul  in  thy  soft  fetters  eanght, 
And  calm  the  surges  of  tomaituous  thougbt. 
Thee,  goddess,  thM  alt  states  of  l*fe  implore. 
The  merchant  seeks  thee  on  the  fbr«ign  shore  < 
Thro'  finozen  zones  and  burning  isles  he  flies. 
And  tempts  the  various  horroun  of  the  skies. 
Nor  frozen  zones,  nor  burning  isles  control 
That  thirst  of  gain,  that  fever  of  the  sonL 
But  mark  the  change-— impending  storms  afirigfat. 
Array 'd  in  all  the  majesty  of  night — 
The  rairihg  winds,  discharg'd  their  mystic  caves, 
Rr^r  the  dire  signal  to  th'  insulting  waves, 
llie  foaming  legions  charge  tlic  ril)s  of  oak. 
And  the  pale  fiend  presents  at  ever>'  Stroke. 
To  thee  the  unhappy  wretch  in  pale  despair 
Bends  the  weak  knee,  and  lifls  the  hand  in  prayer  | 
Views  the  Bad  cheat,  and  swears  he4l  ne'er  again 
Range  the  hut  clime,  or  trust  the  fiikhlesi  HMdn, 
Or  own  so  meaa  a  thtaight,  that  thoQ  art  briVd  by 
gain. 
To  ih^  the  hamess'd  chiief  devotes  his  %rdMli, 
And  braves  the  thousand  avenues  of  Aeatb; 
Now  red  with  fury  seeks  th'  efttbstttled  pla^. 
Wades  floods  of  99re,  mnd  scales  tbe  UHs  <tf  daus  ^- 
Xow  on  the  fort  with  winged  wgeanoe  fiiUi^ 
And  tempts  the  sevenfold  thunden  of^dM  walls. 


ALLUSION  TO  HORACE  .  •  .  EPITAPH. 


«l 


Jf  littmlMi  mam !  the  vyaiph  of  peace  disdains 

Tbe  roarofcaMioQa,  and  the  smo^e  of  plains : 

With  miUer  iacenae  let  thy  altars  blaze. 

And  in  a  softer  note  attempt  her  praise. 

What  vaiiows  herds  attend  the  virgin's  gate, 

AbT<K;t  in  wealth,  and  impotent  in  state ! 

A  cro9»4  of  offerings  on  the  altar  lie. 

And  idly  strive  to  tempt  her  from  the  sky : 

But  here  the  rich  magnificence  of  kings 

Are  specious  trifles  all,  and  all  unheeded  things. 

No  ootvard  show  celestial  boionis  warms, 

The  gaiidy  purple  boasts  inglorious  charms ; 

The  guld  here,  conscious  of  its  abject  birth. 

Only  presumes  to  be  superior  earth. 

In  vaih  the  gem  its  spari^ling  tribute  pays, 

Aud  meanly  tremnlates  in  borrow*d  rays. 

On  tbese  the  nymph  with  scornful  smiles  lofjks  down, 

Nor  e'er  elects  the  farourite  of  a  crown. 

Supremely  great,  she  views  ns  from  afar. 

Nor  deigns  to  own  a  sultan  or  a  czar. 

Did  real  happiness  attend  on  sute. 

Now  wonld  I  pant  and  labour  to  be  great ' 

To  court  I'd  hasten  with  impetuous  speed ; 

But  to  be  great 's  U>  be  a  wretch  indeed. 

I  speak  of  sacred  truths  ;  believe  me,  Hugh, 
The  real  wadts  of  nature  are  but  few. 
Poor  are  the  charms  of  gold — a  generous  heart 
Wooki  bhisb  to  uwn  a  bliss,  that  these  impart 
Tis  he  alone  the  Muse  dares  happy  call, 
^*ho  with  superior  thought  enjoys  liis  little  all. 
Wfthin  his  bftest  no  frantic  passions  roll. 
Soft  are  tbe  motions  of  the  virtuous  souL 
Tbe  night  in  silken  slumbers  glides  away. 
And  a  sweet  calm  leads  in  tbe  smiling  day. 

What  antic  notions  form  the  human  mind  ! 
IVrversely  mad,  and  obstinately  blind. 
Life  in  its  large  extent  is  scarce  a  span. 
Yet,  wondrous  frenzy  !  great  designs  we  plan, 
And  shoot  our  thoughts  beyond  the  date  of  man. 

Bfan;  that  vain  creature  's  but  a  wretched  elf, 
And  lives  at  constant  enmity  with  self ; 
Svears  to  a  southern  climate  he'll  repair. 
But  who  can  change  the  mind  by  changing  air } 
Italians  plains  may  purify  the  blood. 
And  with  a  nobler  purple  paint  the  flood ; 
Bat  can  soft  zephyrs  aid  th'  ill-shapen  thigh. 
Or  form  to  beauty  the  distorted  eye  } 
Cso  they  with  life  inform  tbe  thoughtless  clay  ? 
Tht>n  a  kind  gaJe  might  waft  my  cares  away. 
Whrre  roves  the  Muse  ? — ^tisall  a  dream,  my  friend. 
All  a  w'dd  thought— for  Care,  that  ghastly  fiend. 
That  mighty  prince  of  the  infernal  powers, 
Haunts  the  still  watches  of  the  midnight  hours. 
Id  vain  the  man  tbe  night's  protectiun  sought, 
Gsre  stings  like  poisonous  asps  to  fury  wrought. 
And  wakes  the  mind  to  all  the  pains  of  thought. 
Kot  the  wmg'd  ship,  that  sweeps  the  level  main,   ^ 
Hot  tbe  young  roe  that  bounds  along  the  plain. 
Are  svift  as  Care — that  monster  leaves  behmd 
Tbe  aerial  coorser  aiMl  tbe  fleeter  wind ; 
Thro*  every  clime  performs  a  constant  part. 
And  sheaths  its.poinfnl  daggers  in  the  heart. 

Ab !  why  should  man  an*idle  game  pursue. 
To  fotore  may4>es  stretch  the  distant  view  } 
May  more  exaJted  thoughts  our  hours  employ. 
And  wisely  strive  to  taste  the  present  joy. 
Life 's  an  inconstant  sea — the  prudent  ply 
WAh  every  oar  to  improve  th'  auspicious  sky : 


But  if  black  clouds  the  angry  Heav*ns  deform, 
A  cheerful  mind  will  sweelcn  every  storm. 
The*  fools  expect  their  joys  to  flow  sincere, 
Yet  none  can  boost  eternal  sunshine  here. 

l*he  youthful  chief,  that  like  a  snmoicr  flower 
Shines  a  whole  life  in  one  precariou!;  hour. 
Impatient  of  restraint  demands  the*  tight. 
While  painted  triumphs  swim  before  his  sight 
Forbear,  brave  youth,  thy  bold  designs  give  o*er, 
Ere  the  next  mom  shall  <Uwn,  thouMt  be  no  more  ; 
Invidious  Death  sliaH  blast  thy  0|)eniiig  bloom, 
Scarce  blown,  thou  fad*st,  scarce  bom,  thou  meet'st  a 
tomb. 

What  tho',  my  friend,  the  young  are  swept  away, 
Untimely  cropt  in  the  proud  blaze  of  day  ; 
Yet  when  life's  spring  on  purple  winc^  is  flown, 
And  the  brisk  flood  a  noisome  puddle  grown ; 
When  the  dark  eye  shall  roll  its  orb  for  light, 
And  the  rolPd  orb  confess  impervioos  night ; 
When  once  untunM  the  ear's  contorted  cell. 
The  silver  cords  unbrace  the  soundhh:  shell ; 
Thy  sick'niiig  ^ul  no  more  a  joy  shall  fimi, 
Music  no  more  shall  stay  thy  labVing  mind. 
Tiie  breathing  canvas  glows  in  vain  for  thee. 
In  vain  it  blooms  a  gay  eternity. 
With  thee  the  statue's  iM)asts  of  life  are  o*er. 
And  CaBsar  animates  the  hrasx  no  more. 
The  flaming  mby,  and  the  rich  brocade. 
The  sprightly  ball,  the  mimic  masquerade 
Now  charm  in  vain — in  vain  the  jovial  gwl 
'V^nth  blushing  goblets  plies  the  dormant  clod. 

Then  why  thus  fond  to  dVaw  superfluous  breath. 
When  every  gasp  protracts  a  pa'uiful  death  ? 
Age  is  a  ghastly  scene,  cares,  doubts,  and  fears. 
One  dull  rough  road  of  sighs,  groans,  pains,  and  tears. 

Let  not  ambitious  views  usurp  thy  soul, 
Ambition,  friend,  ambition  grasps  tbe  pole 
The  lustful  eye  on  wealth'o  bright  strand  you  fix. 
And  sigh  for  grandeur  and  a  coach  and  six  ; 
With  golden  stars  you  long  to  blend  your  fete. 
And  with  the  gartcrM  lordling  slide  in  sUte. 
An  humbler  theme  my  pensive  hours  employs,' 
( Hear  ye  sweet  Heavens,  and  speed  tlie  distant  joys  J 
Of  these  possessed  I  M  scorn  to  court  renown. 
Or  bless  the  happy  coxcombs  of  the  town.) 
To  me,  ye  gods,  these  only  gifts  impart. 
An  easy  fortune,  and  a  cheerful  heart  ; 
A  little  muse,  and  innocently  gay. 
In  sportive  song  to  trifle  cares  away. 
Two  wishes  gainM,  love  forms  the  last  and  best. 
And  Heaven's  bright  roaster-piece  shall  crown  the 
rest. 


AN  EPlTJPif 


UPON  MR.  THO.MAS  STRONG, 

WMO    01  ED    OM   THE    26tH    OF   OECBMBER,    1756. 

In  action  pmdent,  and  in  word  sincere. 
In  friendship  faithful,  and  in  honour  clear  j 
Thro*  life's  vain  scenes  the  same  in  every  part, 
A  steady  judgment,  and  an  honest  heart. 
Thou  vannt'st  no  honours — nil  thy  boast  a  mind 
As  infents  guileless,  and  ^s  augels  kind. 

When  ask'd  to  whom  these  lovely  tmths  belong. 
Thy  friends  shall  answer,  weeping,   «*  Here  lias 
;&raoMO." 
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COTTON'S  POUMS. 


EPITJPH 
UPON  MISS  GEE, 


triro  oiBD  ocTOBBR  25,  1736,  «tat.  28. 

Bbautbous,  nor  known  to  pride,  to  friends  sincere, 
.  Mild  to  thy  neighbour,  to  thyself  severe  j 
Unstained  thy  honour— and  thy  wit  was  such. 
Knew  no  extremes,  nor  little,  nor  too  much. 
Few  were  thy  years,  and  painful  thro*  the  whole. 
Yet  calm  thy  passage,  and  serene  thy  soul. 

Reader,  amidst  these  sacred  crowds  that  sleep  », 
View  this  once  lovely  form,  nor  grudge  to  weep. — 
O  Death,  all  terrible !  how  sure  thy  hoar ! 
How  wide  thy  conquests  !  and  how  fell  thy  power ! 
"When  youth,  w.t,  virtue,  plead  fur  longer  reign. 
When  youth,  when  wit,  when  virtue  plead  in  vam ; 
Stranger,  then  weep  afresh — for  know  this  clay 
Was  once  the  good,  the  wise,  the  beautiful,  the  gay. 


REBUS. 

TffAT  awftil  name  which  ofl  inspires 
Impatient  hopes,  and  fond  desires, 
Can  to  another  pain  impart. 
Awl  thrill  with  fear  the  shuddVrag  heart. 
Thi^  mystic  wonl  is  often  read 
0*er  the  still  clinratxTS  of  the  dead. 
Say,  what  contains  the  breathless  clay,- 
When  the  fleet  soul  is  wing'd  away  ? — 
Tlio?e  marble  monuments  proclaim 
My  little  wily  wanton's  name. 

TOMBS. 


REBUS. 


The  golden  stem,  with  generous  aid, 
Supports  and  feeds  the  fruitful  blade. 
Tlie  queen,  who  rul'd  a  thankless  isle. 
And  gladden'd  thousands  with  her  smile  j^ 
(^lieu  the  weli-manag'd  pound  of  gold 
DM  more,  than  now  the  sum  thrice  told  }) 
Th  s  stem  of  Ceres,  and  the  fair 
Of  Stuart's  house,  a  name  declare, 
Where  goodness  is  with  beauty  joinM, 
Where  queen  and  goddess  both  combined 
To  form  an  emblem  of  the  mind. 


REBUS. 

Thk  light-footed  female  that  bounds  o'er  the  hills, 
That  feeds  among  lilies,  and  drinks  of  the  rills, 

And  is  fam'd  for  being  tender  and  true ; 
Which  Solomon  deemed  a  simile  rare, 
To  liken  the  two  pretty  breasts  of  his  fair, 

Ib  the  name  of  the  nymph  I  pursue. 

ROB. 


ANOTHER. 

"  TBLt  me  the  fiair,  if  such  a  fair  there  be," 
Said  Venus  to  her  son,  "  that  rivals  me." 

i  The  author  is  supposed  to  be  inscribing  the  cha- 
racter of  the  deceased  upon  her  tomb,  and  therefore 
**  crowds  that  sleep,*'  mean  the  dead. 


"  Mark  the  tall  tree,"  cried  Cupid  t^  the  dame, 
**  That  from  its  siWer  hark  derives  its  name  ; 
The  studious  insect,  that,  with  wondrous  pow'rs. 
Extracts  myf^terious  sweets  from  fragrant  flow'rs  j 
Proclaim  the  nymph  to  whom  all  hearts  submit. 
Whose  sweetness  softens  majesty  and  wit" 

AiMBT. 


80MB   HASTY  RHIMIS 

ON  SLEEP. 

Mystbr  tous  ,deity,  impart 

From  whence  thou  com'st,  and  what  thoa  art. 

I  feel  thy  pow'r,  thy  reign  I  bless. 

But  what  I  tieel,  I  can't  express. 

Thou  bind'st  my  limbs,  but  canst  n't  restnuB 

The  busy  workings  of  the  brain. 

All  nations  of  the  air  and  land  1 

Ask  the  soft  blessing  at  thy  hand. 
The  reptiles  of  the  frozen  zone 
Are  close  attendants  on  thy  throne; 
Where  painted  iMisiiisks  enfold 
Tlieir  azure  scales  in  rolts  of  gold. 

The  slave,  that's  destm'd  to  the  oar. 
In  one  kind  vision  swims  to  shore  ; 
l*he  lover  meets  the  willing  fair. 
And  fondly  grasps  impassive  air. 
Last  night  the  happy  miser  told 
Twice  twenty  thousand  pounds  in  gold. 

The  purple  tenant  of  the  crown 
Implores  thy  aid  on  beds  of  down : 
White  Lublnn,  and  'liis  healthy  bride. 
Obtain  what  monarchs  are  denied. 

The  garter'd  statesman  thou  wouldst  own. 
But  rebel  conscience  spurns  thy  throne ; 
Braves  all  tbt*  poppies  of  the  fields^ 
And  the  ftimM  gum  *  that  Turkey  yields. 

While  the  good  man,  oppress'd  with  pain,. 
Shall  (*ourt  thy  smiles,  nor  sue  in  vain. 
Propitious  thou' it  his  prayer  attend, 
And  prove  his  guardian  and  his  firiend. 
Thy  faithful  bands  shall  make  his  bed. 
And  thy  soft  arm  support  his  head. 


A  REBUS. 

Tub  name  of  themonarehthatabandon'd  lus  throne. 
Is  the  name  of  the  fair,  I  prefer  to  bis  crown. 

JAMES. 


A  SONG. 

Tell  me,  my  Cselia,  why  so  coy. 

Of  men  so  much  afraid ; 
Caelia,  ^s  better  far  to  die 

A  mother  than  a  maid. 
The  rose,  when  past  its  damask  hue. 

Is  always  out  of  favour  ; 
And  when  the  plum  hath  lost  its  blue. 

It  loses  too  its  flavoo/. 
To  vernal  flow'rs  the  rolling  years 

Returning  beauty  bring ; 
But  feded  once,  tbou'lt  bloom  no  more. 

Nor  know  a  second  spring. 

i  Or  rather  mspissated  juice,  opium. 
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A  SUfJDAY  HYMN, 


IN    IMITATION  OF  Dt.    WATTB. 


This  is  the  day  the  Lord  of  life 

Ascended  to  the  skie« ; 
My  thoughts,  pursue  the  lofty  tbeme» 

ifod  to  the  Heav'ns  anse. 
Lrt  no  rain  cares  divert  my  mind 

FniiD  this  celestial  road  ; 
Kor  aJl  the  honours  of  the  Earth 

Detain  my  soul  from  God. 
Think  of  the  splendours  of  that  place. 

The  joys  that  are  on  high  ; 
Nor  meanly  rest  contented  here, 

With  worlcb  beneath  the  iky, 
UeaT*n  is  the  birth-place  of  the  nints. 

To  Heav*n  their  souls  ascend ; 
Th'  Almighty  owns  his  fevourit^  rac^ 

As  father  and  as  friend. 
Ob  !  may  these  lovely  titles  prove 

My  comfort  and  defence, 
When  the  sick  couch  shall  be  my  lot. 

And  death  shall  call  me  hence. 


^iV  ODE  ON  THE  MESSIAH. 

Whew  man  had  disobey^  his  Lord, 
Vindictive  Justice  drew  the  sword ; 
"  The  rebel  and  his  race  shall  die.'* 
He  spake,  and  thunders  burst  the  sky. 
Lo !  Jesus  pardoning  grace  displays. 
Nor  tbu!ider»  roll,  nor  lightnings  blaze. 
Jesus,  the  Saviour  stands  coufest. 
Id  ray^  of  mildest  glories  dresL 
Ai  round  him  preits  th'  angelic  crowd, 
Mercy  and  Truth  he  calls  aloud ; 
The  smiling  cherube  wing'd  to  view. 
Their  pinions  sounded  as  they  flew. 
"  Ye  fisTountes  of  the  throne,  arise, 
Bear  the  Ktr^nge  tidings  thro'  the  skies; 
Say,  man,  th»  apostate  rebel,  lives ; 
Say,  Jesus  bleeds,  and  Heav*n  forgives. 
"  In  pity  to    the  fallen  race, 
ril  take  their  nature  and  their  place  j 
ril  bleed,  their  pardon  to  procure, 
I'll  die,  to  make  that  pardon  sure.** 
Now  Jesus  leaves  his  blest  abode, 
A  Virgin's  womb  receives  the  God. 
\llien  the  tenth  Moon  had  wan*d  on  Earth, 
A  Vincin*8  womb  disclosed  the  birth. 
New  praise  employs  th'  ethereal  throng. 
Their  golden  harps  repeat  the  song ; 
And  angels  waft  th'  immortal  strains 
Td  hunkble  BethPem*8  happy  plains. 
While  there  tbe  guardians  of  the  sheep 
By  mght  their  fiuthful  vigils  keep. 
Celestial  notes  their  ears  delight. 
And  floods  of  glory  drown  their  sight 
When  Gabriel  thus,  "  Exult,  ye  swams, 
Jesos,  your  own  Messiah,  reigns. 
Ant,  tbe  royal  babe  behold, 
Jem,  by  andeot  bwrds  foretold. 


"  To  David's  town  direct  yonr  way. 
And  shout.  Salvation's  born  to  day ; 
There,  in  a  manger's  mean  disguise, 
You  'II  6nd  the  sovereign  of  the  skies." 
What  joy  Salvation's  sound  imparts. 
You  best  can  tell,  ye  guileless  hearts  ; 
Whom  no  vain  science  led  astray. 
Nor  taught  to  scorn  Salvation's  way. 
Tho'  regal  purple  spurns  these  truths, 
Maintain  your  ground,  ye  chosen  youths; 
Brave  the  stem  tyrant's  lifted  rod. 
Nor  blosh  to  own  a  dyiii);  God. 
Uliat !  tho*  the  sages  of  the  Earth 
Proudly  dispute  this  wondrous  birth  ; 
Tho'  learning  mocks  Salvation's  voice. 
Know,  Heav'n  applauds  your  wiser  choice. 
Oh  !  be  this  wiser  choice  my  own  ! 
Bear  me  some  seraph,  to  his  throne. 
Where  the  rapt  soul  dissolves  away 
In  visions  of  eternal  day. 


AN  ODE  ON  THE  NEJT  YEAR. 
Lord  of  my  life,  inspire  my  sopg. 
To  Thee  my  miblest  powers  belong  ; 
Grant  me  thy  favourite  seraph's  flame, 
To  ?ing  the  glories  of  thy  name. 
My  birth,  my  fortune,  friends,  and  health. 
My  knowledge  too,  superior  wealth  ! 
I/>r*l  of  my  life,  to  thee  I  owe  ; 
Teach  me  to  practise  what  I  know. 
Ten  thousand  flivours  claim  my  song. 
And  each  demands  an  angel's  tongue ; 
Mercy  sits  smiling  on  the  wings 
Of  every  moment  as  it  springs. 
But  oh  !  with  infinite  surprise 
I  see  returning  years  arise  j 
When  unimprov'd  the  former  score. 
Lord,  wilt  tliou  trust  me  still  with  mor^  ! 
Thousands  this  period  hop'd  to  see ! 
Deny'd  to  thousands,  granted  me ; 
Thou^nds  !  that  weep,  and  wish,  and  pray 
For  those  rich  hours  I  throw  away. 
The  tribute  of  my  heart  receive, 
*Tis  the  poor  all  I  have  to  give ; 
Should  it  prove  fisithless,  ll>rd,  I'd  wrest 
The  bleeding  traitor  from  my  breast 


EPITAPH 

ON   JOHM   DUKE   OF  BRIDGWATBI, 
WHO  DIBD  IM  THE   TWBNTY-FIRST  YEAR   Of  ■!•  A0% 

1747-8. 
Intent  to  hear,  and  bounteous  to  bestow, 
A  mind  that  melted  at  another's  woe ; 
Studious  to  act  the  self-approving  part. 
That  midnight-music  of  the  honest  heart  f 
Those  silent  joys  th*  illustrious  youth.possess'd. 
Those  cloudless  sunshines  of  the  spotless  breast  t 
From  pride  of  peerage,  and  from  folly  free. 
Life's  early  mnm,  fair  virtue  !  gave  to  thee  ; 
Forbad  the  tear  to  steal  from  sorrow's  eye. 
Bade  aoxknis  poverty  forget  to  sigh ; 
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Like  Tituf,  knew  (be  value  of  a  day, 

Aod  want  went  smiling  from  bis  gates  awa^. 

The  rest  were  honoursixMrrowM  from  the  tfardue  j 
These  honours,  Eosetok,  were  all  thy  own  I 


A  FABLE. 

It  seems,  an  owl,  in  days  of  yore. 
Had  turnM  a  thousand  volumes  o^er. 
His  fame  f»r  literature  extends. 
And  strikes  the  eaii  of  partial  friends. 
Tbey  weighed  the  learning  of  the  fowl, 
Aod  thought  hira  a  prodigious  owl  I 
From  such  applause  what  could  betide  I 
It  only  cockered  him  in  pride. 

ExtolI'd  fat  sciences  and  arts, 
Hb  busom  bum'd  to  show  hb  parts  | 
(No  wonder  that  an  owl  of  spirit. 
Mistook  his  vanity  for  merit.) 
He  shows  insatiate  thirst  of  praise. 
Ambitious  of  the  poet's  bays. 
Percb'd  on  Parnassus  all  night  long, 
He  hoots  a  sonnet  or  a  song ; 
And  while  the  villagi  heir  his  note, 
Tbey  curse  the  screammg  whore-soii^s  thixMC 

Amidst  the  darkness  of  the  night. 
Our  fealher'd  poet  wings  his  flight. 
And,  as  capricious  fate  ordains, 
A  chimney's  treacherous  sununit  gains ; 
Which  much  impair»d  by  wind  and  weather, 
Down  fall  the  bricks  and  bh^  together. 

The  owl  expands  his  azure  eyes. 
And  sees  a  Non-con's  study  rise ; 
The  wads  were  deck'd  with  hallow'd  bands 
Of  wortliies,  by  th'  engraver's  hands ; 
All  champions  for  the  good  old  cause ! 
Whose  conscience  int^rfer'd  with  lawsj 
But  yet  no  foes  to  king  or  people, 
Tho'  mortal  foes  to  church  and  steeple. 
Baxter,  with  apostolic  grace, 

Display'd  Ins  metzoUnto  face ; 

While  here  and  there  some  luckier  nint 

AtUin*d  to  dignity  of  paint 

Rang'd  in  proportion  to  their  sise. 

The  books  by  due  gradations  rifte. 

Here  the  good  fathers  lodg'd  their  trust  j 

There  zealous  Calvin  slept  in  dust 

Here  Pool  his  learned  treasures  keeps  ; 

There  Fox  o'er  dying  martyrs  weeps  ; 

While  reams  on  reams  insatiate  drink 

Whole  deluges  of  Henry's  ink. 
Columns  of  sermons  pil'd  on  high 

Attract  the  bird's  admiring  eye. 

Those  works  a  good  old  age  acouir'd. 

Which  had  in  manuscript  expird ; 

For  manuscripts,  of  fleeting  date. 

Seldom  survive  their  infhnt  state. 

Ilie  healthiest  live  not  half  their  days» 

But  die  a  thousand  various  ways  j 

Sometimes  ingloriously  apply'd 

To  purposes  the  Muse  shall  hide. 

Or,  shouW  they  meet  no  fate  below. 

How  oft  tobacco  proves  their  foe.! 

Or  else  some  cocik  purloins  a  leaif, 

To  singe  her  fowl,  or  save  her  beef; 

But  sermons  *8cape  both  fate  and  firt. 

By  ooqgr^gsKioiMd  desire. 


COltON'S  POEMS. 


Display'd  at  large  qioa  (he  table 
Was  Bunyan's  much-Mlmir'd  fable ; 
And  as  his  PMgrnn  sprawlmg  ley. 
It  chanc'd  the  owl  advanc'd  that  way. 
The  bird  exploies  the  pious  dream, 
And  plans  a  visionary  scheme ; 
Determined,  as  he  rrad  the  sage. 
To  copy  from  the  tinker's  page. 

The  thief  now  quits  his  leam*d  abode. 
And  scales  aloft  the  sooty  road ; 
Flies  to  Parnassus'  top  once  more, 
Reaolv'd  to  dream  as  well  as  snore ; 
And  what  he  dqeamt  by  day,  the  wight. 
In  writing  o'er,  consumes  the  night. 

Plum'd  with  conceit  he  calls  aloud, 
And  thus  bespeaks  the  purblind  crowd ; 
**  Say  not,  that  man  alone's  a  poet. 
Poets  are  owls — my  verse  shall  show  it" 
And  while  he  read  his  labouHd  lays. 
His  blue-ey'd  brothers  hooted  praise. 
But  how  his  female  mate  by  turns 
With  pity  and  with  choler  bums ; 
When  thus  her  consort  she  addrc^, 
And  all  hi*r  various  thoughts  express'd. 

'*  Why,  prithee,  husband,  rant  no  mOr^, 
'TIS  time  to  give  these  follies  o'er. 
Be  wise,  and  follow  my  advice — 
Go— catch  your  family  some  mice. 
Twere  better  to  resume  your  trade. 
And  spend  your  nights  in  ambuscade. 
What!  if  you  fatten  by  your  schemes. 
And  £sre  luxuriously  in  dreams  I 
While  you  kleal  mice  are  carving, 
I  and  my  fiunily  are  starvhig. 
Reflect  upon  our  nuptial  hours. 
Where  will  yon  find  a  brood  like  oar's  F 
Our  ofispring  might  become  a  queen. 
For  finer  owlets  ne'er  were  seen  !" 

«  'Ods— blue  1"  the  suriy  hob  mfif% 
**  rU  amply  for  my  heirs  provide. 
Why,  Madge!  when  CoUey  Gbber  dies, 
Thou'lt  see  thy  mate  a  lanr'ate  rise  ; 

For  never  poets  hekl  this  place. 

Except  descendants  of  our  race.** 
"  But  soft"— -the  female  sage  rgolrfi— 

'^  Say  you  aljur'd  the  purring  kind  | 

And  nobly  leh  inglorious  rats 

To  vulgar  owls,  or  sordid  cats. 

Say,  you  the  healing  art  essay'd. 

And  piddled  in  the  doctor's  trade ; 

At  least  you'd  eai^  us  good  provisions. 

And  better  this  than  teribbling  visions. 

A  due  regard  to  me,  or  self, 

Wou'd  always  make  ^u  dream  of  pelf; 

And  when  you  dreamt  your  nights  away. 

You'd  realize  your  dreams  by  day. 

Hence  for  superior  gains  wou'd  rise, 

And  I  be  fot  and  you  be  wise." 

*'  But,  Madge,  tho'  1  appland  your  scheaia!, 

You'd  wish  my  patients  still  to  dream ! 

Waking  they'd  laugh  at  my  vocatioOr- 

Or  disapprove  my  education  ; 

And  they  detest  yodr  solemn  hob. 

Or  take  me  for  professor  L — k" 
Equipt  wiChtio^d^  and  with  pl11« 

He  takes  bis  licence  out  to  kllL 

Practis'd  in  all  a  doctor's  airs. 

To  Batson's/senate  be  repairs, 
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Dress'd  in  ha  flowing  wig  of  koowlecTge, 
To  ^reet  his  brethreD  of  the  college; 
TUei  up  the  papers  of  the  day, 
Perhaps  lor  wmnt  of  what  to  say  ; 
Tbio*  eT*ry  column  he  pnrraes. 
Alike  adrerttsemeots  anid  newt ; 
O'er  lisU  of  cureft  with  rapture  rant. 
Wrought  by  Apollo'K  natural  sont ; 
Admires  the  rich  Hibernian  stock 
Of  docton,  Henry,  Ward,  and  Rodu 
He  dweUt  on  each  illustrious  name. 
And  u^  at  once  for  fees  and  fame. 
Nov,  like  the  doctors  of  to  day, 
Retiios  his  pufierv  too  in  pay. 
Around  bis  reputation  flew. 
His  practice  with  his  credit  grew. 
At  kogth  the  court  receives  the  sage. 
And  locdlings  in  his  cause  engage. 
He  dupes,  beside  plebeian  fowls. 
The  whole  nobility  of  owls. 
Thus  er'ry  where  he  gains  renown. 
And  6 lis  bis  purse,  and  thins  the  town. 


ADDiesseo 
TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

WHOSB    FAVOim   BIRO 
WAI  ALMOST   KILLED   BY   A   FALL   FROM  Hit  FINGBR. 

At  Tracy,  in  a  wanton  mood. 
Upon  his  Lucy  *s  finger  stood, 

Ambitious  to  be  free ; 
With  bmst  elate  he  eager  tries, 
^  flight  to  reach  the  distant  skies, 

And  gain  bis  liberty. 
Ah !  hickless  bird,  what  tho'  caressed. 
And  fondled  in  the  fair  one's  breast. 

Taught  e*en  by  her  to  sing; 
Know  that  to  che<sk  thy  temper  wild. 
And  make  thy  manners  soft  and  mild, 

Thy  mistress  cot  thy  wing.  .^ 

The  feather'd  tribe,  who  cleorr  the  air, 
Thdr  weights  by  equal  plumage  bear. 

And  quick  escape  onr  pow'r ; 
Not  10  with  Tmey,  dear  delight, 
tiii  ibortenM  wing  repressed  his  flight. 

And  threw  him  on  the  floor. 
StonaM  with  the  fall,  he  seem*d  to  die, 
Forqoickly  clos'd  his  sparkling  eye. 

Scarce  heavM  his  pretty  breast ; 
Alaimed  for  her  {avonrite  care, 
Lacy  assumes  a  pensive  air. 

And  is  at  h^rt  distrest. 
The  itoic  soul,  in  gravest  strain. 
May  call  these  feelings  light  and  vain. 

Which  thus  from  fondness  Ojw  ; 
Yet,  tf  the  bard  arightly  deems, 
Tii  nitQre*&  (bunt  which  feeds  the  streamt 

That  purest  joys  bestow. 
Sqj  thoo*d  it  be  fair  Lncy's  £ate, 
Whene'er  she  wills  a  change  of  state. 

To  boast  a  mother's  name ; 
These  feelhigs  then,  thou  chaitnmg  maid, 
fai  brightest  lines  shall  be  disptay'd. 

And  praise  uocensor^d  clahn. 


nWDlES. 

From  the  daik  caverns  of  the  Earth 
Our  family  derive  their  birth ; 
By  nature  we  appear  to  view 
A  rugged  and  a  stubborn  crew. 
But  Vulcan's  brawny  sons,  by  art. 
Soften  the  hardness  of  our  heart ; 
Give  to  a  slender  shape  its  grace. 
And  a  bright  polish  to  our  lace. 
Thus  education  makes  us  mild. 
Pliant  and  ductile  as  a  child. 

Survey  the  attire  of  man,  youMl  tiac* 
Onr  friendship  for  the  human  race. 
We  love  mankind,  indeed  we  do. 
Our  actions  prove  onr  speeches  tnie. 
But  what  is  wondrous  strange  to  name. 
The  aged  female  is  our  flame. 
When  strength  decays,  and  optics  fail. 
And  cold  and  penury  prevail, 
Onr  labours  spare  the  matron^s  sight. 
We  ask  but  faint  supplies  of  light. 
Kindly  our  ancient  girls  regale. 
With  food,  with  fuel,  and  with  ale. 
We,  as  associates  to  mankind. 
All  act  our  various  parts  assign*d. 
Xo  useless  hands  obstruct  onr  schemM, 
We  suit  our  numl>ers  to  our  themes ; 
Hence  only  two  of  us  apply. 
To  form  a  bandage  for  the  thigh  ; 
But  when  the  grey  industrious  Peg 
Demands  a  vestment  for  the  leg, 
*Tis  then  in  little  crowds  we  join 
To  aid  the  matron's  wise  design. 
Thus  four  or  five  of  (is  you'll  see. 
And  each  as  busy  as  a  bee ; 
Besides  a  kind  assistant  near. 
Which  Peg  had  stuck  athwart  her  ear. 

Now  lasses,  if  our  name  you'll  telj. 
And  vow  youll  always  use  us  well 
We'll  grant  your  wish  to  change  your  life. 
And  make  each  fair  a  happy  wife.   « 

KNirnvc  muma 


ANOTHEPi. 

To  you,  fair  maidens,  I  address. 

Sent  to  adorn  your  life ; 
And  she  who  first  my  name  can  guees. 

Shall  first  be  made  a  wife. 

From  the  dark  womb  of  mother  Earth, 

To  mortals*  aid  I  come ; 
But  ere  1  can  receive  my  birth, 

I  many  shapes  assume. 
Passive  by  nature,  yet  I'm  made 

As  active  as  the  roe ; 
And  oftentimes,  with  equal  speed. 

Thro*  flowery  lawns  I  go. 

When  wicked  men  their  wealth  consomc. 

And  leave  their  children  poor. 
To  me  their  daughters  often  come. 

And  I  encrease  their  store. 
The  women  of  the  wiser  kind. 

Did  never  once  refuse  me ; 
But  yet  I  never  once  could  find 

That  maids  of  honour  use  mew 
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COTTON'S  POEMS. 


The  h\f  hand  and  brilliant  eye, . 

May  char<li  without  my  aid ; 
Beauty  may  strike  the  lover's  eye. 

And  love  inspire  the  maid. 
But  let  the  enchanting  nymph  be  told. 

Unless  I  grace  her  life, 
9)c  must  hare  wondrous  store  of  gold. 

Or  make  a  wretched  wife. 
Altho'  I  never  hope  to  rest, 

With  Christians  1  go  forth ; 
And  while  they  worship  to  the  east, 

I  prostrate  to  the  north. 
If  you  suspect  hypocrisy. 

Or  think  roe  insincere. 
Produce  the  zealot,  who,  like  me. 

Can  tremble  and  adhere. 


^tlDLI. 


ANOTHER. 

I  AM  by  nature  soft  as  silk, 
By  nature  too  as  white  as  milk  | 
1  am  a  constant  friend  to  man. 
And  serve  him  every  way  1  can. 
When  dipt  in  wax,  or  plung*d  in  oil, 
I  make  his  winter  evenings  smile  ^ 
By  India  taught  I  spread  his  bed, 
Or  deck  his  fevourite  Celia*8  head  ; 
Her  gayest  garbs  I  oft  compose, 
Aud  ah  !  sometimes,  1  wipe  her  nose. 


ANOTHER. 

I  AM  a  imall  ▼diime,  and  frequently  bound 

In  silk,  sattio,  siivt-r,  or  gold ; 
My  worth  and  my  praises  the  A^ales  resonnd. 

By  females  my  science  is  told. 
My  leaves  are  all  scarlet,  my  letters  are  steel. 

Each  letter  contains  a  great  treasure ; 
To  the  poor  they  spell  lodging,  fuel,  and  meal. 

To  the  rich,  entertainment  and  pleasure. 
The  sempstress  explores  me  by  day  and  by  night, 

Not  a  page  but  she  turns  o'er  and  o'er  ; . 
Tho*  sometimes  I  injure  the  millincr*s  sight, 

.Still  1  add  to  her  credit  and  stoi^. 
Tis  true  I  am  seldom  regarded  by  men. 

Yet  what  would  the  males  do  without  me  ? 
Let  them  boast  of  their  head,  or  boast  of  their  pen, 

Still  rain  is  their  boast  if  they  flout  me. 

MIBDLI   BOOK. 
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PSALM  xm. 

C)FFiWEn  Majesty  I  how  long 

Wilt  thou  concMd  thy  fiuse  ? 
How  long  refuse  my  fainting  soul 

The  succours  of  thy  grace  ? 
While  sorrow  wrings  my  bleeding  heart. 

And  black  despondence  reigns, 
Satan  exults  at  my  complaints. 

And  triumphs  o*er  my  pains. 
Let  thy  retumhig  sphit,  Laid, 

Dispel  the  shades  of  night ; 
Smile  on  my  poor  deserted  soul. 

My  God,  thy  smiles  are  light     , 


While  fccoffers  at  thy 

Deride  the  pangs  1  feel. 
Deem  my  religion  inaiocerep 

Or  call  it  useless  iscal. 
Yet  will  I  ne*er  repent  my  choice, 

1  Ul  ne*er  withdraw  my  trust ; 
I  know  thee.  Lord,  a  pow'rful  fnend. 

And  kind,  and  wise,  and  just 

Tu  doubt  thy  goodness  woo'd  be  base 

Ingratitude  in  me ; 
Past  favours  shall  renew  my  hopes. 

And  fix  my  finth  in  thee. 

Indulgent  God !  my  witling  tongue 
Thy  praises  shall  prolong  ; 

For  oh  !  thy  bounty  fires  my  breast. 
And  rapture  swells  my  song. 


PSjiLM    XLIL 


Wn-H  fierce  desire  the  bunted  hart 
Explores  the  cooling  stream  ; 

Mine  is  a  passion  stronger  fiir. 
And  mine  a  nobler  theme* 

Yes,  with  sup^or  fervours.  Lord, 

I  thirst  to  see  thy  fisu^ ; 
My  languid  soul  would  fiiin  approach. 

The  fountains  of  thy  grace. 
Oh  !  the  great  plenty  of  thy  house. 

The  rich  refreshments  there ! 
To  live  an  exil^  from  thy  courts 

O'erw  helms  me  with  despair. 
In  worship  when  ?  joined  thy  saints. 

How  sweetly  pass'd  my  da]rs ! 
Prayer  my  divroe  emplojrment  then. 

And  all  my  pleasure  praise. 
But  now  1  ^m  lost  to  every  joy. 

Because  detained  finom  thee ;     • 
'Qmsc  ct>lden  periods  ne'er  return. 

Or  ne'er  return  to  me^ 
Yet,  O  my  soul,  why  thns  deprest. 

And  whence  this  anxious  fbar? 
Let  foi  mer  fovours  fix  thy  trust. 

And  check  the  rising  tear. 
When  darkness  and  when  sorrows  rose. 

And  press'd  on  every  side. 
Did  not  the  Lord  sustain  thy  steps. 

And  was  not  God  thy  guide  } 
Affliction  is  a  stormy  deep. 

Where  wave  resounds  to  wave ; 
Tho'  o'er  my  head  the  billows  roll, 

I  know  the  Lord  can  save. 
Perhaps,  before  the  morning  dawns^ 

He'll  reinstate  my  peace ; 
For  he,  who  bede  the  tempest  roar. 

Can  bid  the  tempest  cease. 
In  the  dailt  watches  of  the  night 

I  '11  count  bis  mercies  o'er ; 
I  '11  praise  him  for  ten  thousand  past. 

And  hnmbly  sue  for  more. 
Then,  O  my  soul,  why  thus  deprest. 

And  whence  this  anxious  lear> 
Let  former  favonrs  fix  thy  trust. 

And  check  the  risuig  tear. 
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NIGHT  PIECE. 


rr 


Btfc  «31 1  ml,  and  build  my  hopes, 

Kor  Bonnur  at  hit  rod ; 
Be^  more  than  all  the  world  to  me. 

My  hcakh,  my  life,  my  God ! 


THE  SIGHT  PIECE. 

Haik  !  the  prophetic  raven  brings 

My  luainiocu  on  hi«  boding  winan ; 

Tt^  birds  of  night  my  fate  foretel, 

TVe  pceftjeot  death-watch  sounds  my  knell. 

A  Mlemo  daifaiets  spreads  the  tomb, 

BiA  temmia  haunt  the  midnight  gluom  ; 

M^hiiik«  a  browner  horraor  fiills, 

Abd  siieot  spectres  sweep  the  walls. 

T^  me,  my  soul,  (»h  tell  me  why 

Tke  fimlterh^  tDogue»  the  broken  sigh  ? 

Tby  manly  cheeks  bedew'd  with  t«»ars, 

Tea  aie,  my  soul,  from  whence  these  fears  ? 

Vben  oonscioos  guilt  arrests  the  miud, 

Ivvaghig  faries  Malk  behind, 

A«d  skkly  £incy  intenrenes. 

To  drev  the  visioaary  scenes. 

Jesa^  to  thee  Til  fly  for  aid, 

PrapicioQs  Sun,  dispel  the  shade  ; 

All  the  pale  fiunily  of  fear 

Wovld  Taatsb  were  my  Saviour  here. 

No  more  imagined  spectres  walk. 

No  more  the  doubtful  echoes  Ulk ; 

Sgft  aepfayrs  fen  the  neighbouring  trees, 

Aad  meditation  mounts  the  breeze. 

How  sweet  these  sacred  hours  of  rest, 

Ftir  portraits  of  the  virtuoas  breast, 

Wbere  lawless  lost,  and  passions  rude, 

Aad  folly  never  flare  intrude ! 

Be  other's  choice  the  sparklmg  bowl. 

And  aurth,  the  poison  of  the  soul ; 

Or  fludnight  dance,  and  public  shows, 

Psents  of  sickness,  pams,  and  woes. 

A  nobler  joy  my  thoughts  design  ? 

katrnctive  solitude,  be  mine ; 

Be  Btae  tbat  silent  calm  repast, 

A  dbearfel  conscience  to  the  lasL 

TW  tree  wfaidi  bears  immortal  fruit, 

Vkkoot  a  canker  at  the  root ; 

That  friend  wbicb  never  feils  the  just, 

^^en  other  friends  desert  their  tmst. 

Cbeiethen,  my  soul,  be  this  tby  guest, 

Aad  leave  to  knaves  and  feols  the  rest. 

Viii  tais  thou  ever  sbalt  be  gay, 

Aad  0^  shall  bnghten  into  day. 

With  this  companion  in  the  shade, 

Sinly  thon  couhlst  not  be  dismay'd  ; 

fiat  if  thy  Saviour  here  were  found, 

Al  FsndiBe  would  bloom  around. 


«  Bad  I  a  Arm  and  lasting  feith,** 
T»  endit  what  the  Almigl^  saitb, 
Icanld  defy  the  midnight  gloom, 
Aad  the  pale  monarch  of  the  torn 


l^oagh  tempests  drive  me  from  the  shoreL 
Aa4ioods descend,  and  billows  roar; 
Though  death  appears  in  every  form, 
Ify  fittla  bufk  ahoold  bravt  the  flofm. 


Then  if  my  God  requir'd  the  life 
Of  brother,  parent,  child,  or  wife. 
Lord,  I  should  bless  the  stem  decree. 
And  give  my  dearest  friend  to  thee. 
Amidst  the  various  scenes  of  ills, 
Each  stroke  some  kind  design  fulfils; 
And  shall  I  murmur  at  my  God, 
When  sovereign  love  directs  the  rod  t 
Peace,  rebel-thoughts— I'll  not  complain. 
My  Father's  smiles  suspend  my  pain  ; 
Smiles — ^that  a  thousand  joys  impart. 
And  pour  the  balm  that  heals  the  smart 
Though  Heaven  afflicts,  I'll  not  repine. 
Bach  heart-felt  comfort  still  is  mine ; 
Comforts  tbat  shall  o*er  death  prevail. 
And  journey  with  me  though  the  vale. 
Dear  Jesus,  smooth  that  rugged  way. 
And  lead  me  to  the  realms  of  day, 
To  milder  skies,  and  brighter  plains. 
Where  everlasting  sunshine  reigns. 


REV.  JAMES  HERVEY^ 

ON   HIS   MBOrTATIOHS. 

By  a  Pkyndofu 

To  form  the  taste,  and  raise  the  nobler  part. 
To  mend  the  morals,  and  to  warm  the  heart; 
To  trace  the  genial  source  we  Nature  call, 
And  prove  the  God  of  Nature  friend  of  all; 
Hervey  for  this  his  mental  landscape  drew. 
And  sketchM  the  whole  creation  out  to  view. 

Th'  enamelPd  bloom,  and  variegated  flowV, 
Whoae  crimson  changes  with  the  changing  hour ; 
The  humble  shrub,  whose  fragrance  scents  the  mom. 
With  buds  disclosing  to  the  early  dawn ; 
The  oaks  that  grace  Britannia's  mountains'  side. 
And  spicy  Lebanon's  superior  pride  ^  ? 
All  loudly  sovereign  excellence  proclaim, 
And  animated  worlds  confess  the  same. 

The  azure  fields  that  form  th'  extended  sky. 
The  planetary  globes  that  roll  on  high, 
And  solar  orbs,  of  proudest  blaze,  eombioe 
To  act  subservient  to  the  great  design. 
Men,  angels,  seraphs,  join  the  gen'rel  voice. 
And  in  the  Lord  of  Nature  all  rejoice. 

His  the  grey  winter's  venerable  guise, 
Its  shrouded  glories,  and  instructive  skies  t ; 
His  the  snow's  plumes,  that  brood  the  sick*ninc 

blade; 
His  the  bright  petodant  that  impearls  the  glade; 
The  waving  forest,  or  the  whispering  brake ; 
The  surging  bilbw,  or  the  sleeping  lake. 
The  same  who  pours  the  beauties  of  the  spring. 
Or  mounts  the  whirlwind's  desolating  wing. 
The  same  who  smiles  in  Nature's  peacefiil  form. 
Frowns  in  the  tempest,  and  direcU  the  storm. 

n^s  thine,  bright  teacher,  to  improve  the  age; 
'TIS  thine,  whose  life's  a  comment  on  thy  page. 
Thy  happy  page !  whoae  periods  sweetly  flow. 
Whose  figures  charm  us,  and  whoae  colours  giow : . 
Where  artless  piety  pervades  the  whole, 
Refines  the  genius,  and  exalts  the  aoul. 

1  The  cedar.      *  Referring  to  the  Wmter-PiQci^ 
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COTTOirS  K>ElfB. 


For  let  tbe  witling  argue  all  he  eaa, 

It  if  religioii  itill  that  makes  tte  awn. 

*Ti8  thii»  my  friend,  tiMt  ttreaktoar  aMrmig  bright ; 

nil  this  that  gilds  the  lionpoars  of  the  night 

When  wealth  fbrMkes  us,  and  wheo  friends  are  tern ; 

When  friends  are  fiuthleia,  or  when  foes  pumie; 

Tb  this  that  wards  the  blow,  or  stills  the  smart. 

Disarms  affliction,  or  repels  its  daft; 

Within  the  breast  bids  purest  raptnre  rise ; 

Bids  smiling  conscience  spread  her  cloudlen  skies. 

When  the  storm  thickens,  and  the  thunder  rolls, 
When  the  Earth  trembles  to  th*  affrighted  poles» 
The  Tirtuoift  mind  nor  doubts  nor  fiean  ass^ } 
For  itorms  are  eephyrs,  or  a  gentler  gale. 

And  when  disease  obstmcts  the  laboring  braath ; 
When  the  heart  sickens,  and  each  pulse  is  death ; 
E'en  then  religion  shall  sustahi  the  jnst, 
Grace  their  last  momeatSyner  deseitiheir  dint 

August  5, 1748. 


LINES  UH3BR  A  SUN-DIAL 

nr  THE  CHUaCB-TAlD  AT 

THORNBV. 

Mask  well  my  shade,  and  serioNsly  attend 
The  silent  lesson  of  a  common  friend — 
Since  time  and  life  speed  hastily  away. 
And  neither  con  reoal  the  fonuer  day. 
Improve  each  6eetuig  hoor  before  *tis  past. 
And  know,  each  Oeetiiv  hour  may  be  thy  last 


TO  THE   MBMOtY   OF 

Tfm  RBV.  MR.  SAMUEL  CLARK, 

WHO  niBD  OCOUIBEl  TM  26tH,    1769,  AGED  43. 

(Dmemmg  Minkttt  otBirmmglmm.) 

IN  all  the  intercourses  of  humanity 

He  was  upright,  prudent,  and  courteous. 

Compassionate,  kind,  and  benefiaent 

In  opinion 

Candid,  diffident,  and  judicious. 

In  argument 
Calm,  strong,  and  persuasive. 
Under  difficulties  and  sorrows 
Collected,  finn,and  resignU 
In  friendship 
Mthftil,  entertaining,  and  instiuctiveu 
In  his  ministerial  capacity 
He  posBessed  «very  Taluable  and  happy  talent 
To  rectify  the  judgment,  and  improve  the  lieart 
He  was  learned  without  pride. 
And  pious  without  ostentation; 
Zealous  and  inde&tigable  to  advance  the  interest 
OftruereUgioo, 
And  the  everlasting  welfiure  of  thoae  who  m^xt 


To  Ikis  pastoral  care. 

What!  tbo^  such  various  worth  is  seldom  kaosm, 

^  adnktion  rears  this  sacred  stone, 

Ne  partial  k»ve  this  •genuine  pklnre  drams. 

No  venal  peaeil  yn0jk%k%m  applanse: 

Justice  and  truth  in  artless  colours  paint 

file  nan,  the  friend,  Ibe  pieacher,  and  the  tanit 


riSiONB 

tw 

VERSE, 

roa 

THE  ENTERTAINMENT  AND  INSTRUCTION 

or 

YOUNGER   MINDS. 

Vllginibus  puerisque  canta       voa. 


CONTAINING, 

BPISTLB  TO  TRB  KBADBE.      YistOn      T.  VArrtHCeS. 

Vision    I.    sLAtcoea.  vi.  FRicnoaaip. 

II.      PLBASUtX.  ni.  MAHRIAOC^ 

III.      HBALTH.  VIII.  Lira. 

tv.    coirravT.  the  last,  miats. 


EPISTLE  TO  SWe  READER. 

AuTROit,  you  know,  of  greatest  fiMne, 

Thro*  modesty  suppress  their  name; 

And  would  you  wish  me  to  reveal 

What  these  superior  wits  conceal  ? 

Forego  the  search,  my  curious  friend. 

And  husband  time  to  better  end. 

Ail  my  ambition  is,  I  own, 

To  profit  and  to  please  unknown ; 

Like  streams  supply*d  from  springs  bekm, 

^liich  scatter  blessings  as  they  flow. 

Were  you  dissai^  or  pressed  with  pain. 
Straight  you*d  apply  to  Warwick<Lane  >  ; 
Tlie  thoughtful  dodtor  feels  your  pulse, 
(No  matter  whether  Mead  or  Hulse) 
Writes — Arabic  to  you  and  me,— 
Then  signs  his  hand,  and  takes  his  fee. 
Now,  should  the  sage  omit  his  name, 
Wou*d  not  the  cure  remain  the  same  ? 
Not  but  plijrsicians  aig^  their  bill. 
Or  when  they  cure,  or  when  they  klU. 

Tis  often  known  the  mental  race 
Their  fond  ambitious  sires  disgrace. 
Dar'd  I  avow  a  parent's  claim. 
Critics  might  sneer,  and  friends  might  blane. 
This  dang'rous  secret  let  me  hide 
I'll  tell  you  every  thing  beside. 
Not  that  it  bqato  4he  workl  a  tittle. 
Whether  the  author's  big  or  little  ; 
Or  whether  feir,  or  black,  or  brown  ^ 
No  writer's  hue  concerns  the  town. 

I  pass  tha  silent  rural  hour. 
No  slave  to  wealth,  no  tool  to  pow*r. 
My  mansion's  warm,  and  very  neat  | 
You'd  say,  a  pretty  snog  retreat 
My  rooms  no  costly  paiiitings  graee. 
The  humbler  print 'sappKes  th^  plaee* 
Behind  the  house  my  garden  lies. 
And  opens  to  the  souttwra  skies : 
The  distant  MHs  gay  .prospects  yieM, 
And  plenty  smiles  so  <evVy  iehL 

>  OoNegeof  PhysisiMis 
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TISIONS  IN  VERSE. 
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1W  icBtber'd  tribes  adera  Ay  yard  ; 
itine  Bqr  joy,  ny  tre«l  wfaeo  dead. 
Aid  their  aalt  i^MCt  ii|iiwe  ray  bed. 

My  caw  revaida  aa  all  Ae  e«D, 
fSralef  leawe  ingratHode  to  mairs) 
Sbe,dttly  timkfial  to  her  lord, 
CnomWith  afciiancHW  ivaets  ray  board. 
AiB  1  (iaraa'd  ? — cbc  cure  is  kocnro, 
Her  ffveeter  jaiora  flKod  oiy  u«rii. ' 

I  love  my  hoose,  and  seldoai  roam, 
Fea  nwt*  pieaae  me  laore  tbao  huMnr, 
I  pity  that  oahappy  etf 
Wbo  bvet  all  eompany  bat  8ei^ 
By  idle  piawum  borne  away 
Ta  op^ra,  maaqoerade,  or  play ; 
Kiad  of  tboaa  hives  wbeie  IbUy  ttftgtm. 
Ami  Britaip's  ^esfs  receire  her  chains  ; 
Wbae  the  pert  xirpn  slights  a  name, 
iad  soocna  ta  redden  iato  iharae. 
Bol  know,  my  frir,  (to  whom  belong 
The  poet  and  his  arUasi  song) 
When  female  cheAs  reftise  to  glow, 
nicwell  to  Tntoe  here  heluv. 
Oar  sex  is  lost  to  every  mtey 
Oar  sole  distmctioo,  kuare  or  iboL 
Ta  to  year  ionooeace  we  nm ; 
Sare  as,  ye  fiur,  or  we're  nndooe ; 
Maintain  foar  uiudesty  and  statioa; 
S»  women  shall  picaeifc  the  natioo. 

Motheis,  'tis  said,  in  days  of  old 
fiaeem'd  their  girls  ttore  choice  than  goU  : 
Too  well  a  daughtef^s  worth  they  knew. 
To  make  her  cheap  hy  paUic  riew : 
(Few,  who  their  diamonds'  valve  weigh, 
Expose  thoae  diamonds  av*ry  day) 
Tbea,  if  sir  Piome  drew  ixmr,  and  sniiPd, 
The  parent  trembled  for  her  child  : 
Tbe  ftfst  advance  alarm*d  her  breast; 
Aod  &ncy  pictnrM  all  the  rert. 
Bat  DOW  oo  mother  fears  a  foe, 
Mo  daagfater  shudders  at  a  bean. 

Pleasure  is  all  the  retgnmjr  theme, 
Or  aoon^lay  tfaooghl,  oor  mklnigbt  dreadL 
la  1%^  chace  our  youths  engage, 
Aad  tameless  crowA  of  toCfnng  age. 
The  die,  the  dance,  th'  intemperate  bowl 
W'A  variooa  charms  engross  the  soal. 
Are  goki,  fuDC,  health,  the  terras  of  vice  ? 
Tlie  frantic  tribes  shall  pay  the  price* 
kt  tho>  to  rain  post  they  run, 
TV;  11  think  it  hanl  to  be  nndooe. 

bo  not  arraign  my  want  of  taste. 
Or  1^  to  ken  where  joys  are  p1ac*d. 
They  widely  err,  whothink  me  blind, 
And  I  drrlaim  a  stoic's  miDd. 
like  yonrs  are  my  sensations  quite  ; 
I  ooly  strive  to  foel  aright. 
Ky  jofi,  like  streams,  glide  gvmtly  by, 
TW  sbhII  their  cbnnnef ,  never  dry ; 
Ketp  a  still,  even,  Iruitfhl  wave, 
Aad  Mess  the  aei^b^Hng  meads  they  hive. 

My  fill—  (far  ini  mention  all, 
Aad  iBore  than  ywn  darte  tell)  is  small ; 
Yet  ev'ry  frieod  partakes  my  store, 
Aad  vaat  goes  smiliog'from  my  door. 
^Jl  bttf  sWHiif s  aarm  the  hraast 
0(  worth  or  iodraftfT  dirtrem'd  ? 


This  sum  I  cbeerfiatly  impait : 
Tis  foorseore  pleasures  to  my  heat. 
And  you  may  make,  by  means  like  1 
Five  talents  ten,  whenever  you  please. 
Tis  true,  my  little  parse  grasrs  light; 
But  then  i  sleep  so  sweet  at  night ! 
This  grand  speci6c  will  prevail. 
When  all  the  doctor's  opiates  ihil. 

Yon  ask,  whai  party  i  pursue  ? 
Perhaps  you  mean,  *'  Whose  fool  art  yon  }^ 
The  names  of  party  I  detest. 
Badges  of  slavery  at  best? 
I've  too  much  grace  to  play  the  kuKfe, 
And  too  much  pride  to  tarn  a  slave. 

I  love  my  country  from  my  son). 
And  grieve  idien  kraves  or  foob  oootroL 
Pm  pleas'd,  when  vkse  and  folly  smart. 
Or  at  the  gibbet  or  the  cart : 
Yet  always  pity,  where  I  can. 
Abhor  the  guilt,  but  mourn  the  man. 

Now  the  religion  of  your  poet- 
Does  not  thu  little  prefoce  show  it } 
My  Visions  If  you  scan  with  care, 
Tis  ten  to  one  you'll  find  it  there. 
And  if  my  actions  suit  my  song. 
You  can't  in  conscience  thhik  ma  wrong. 


SLAm)ElL 
VISION    I. 

INSCIIBID  TO   MIU  ***#. 

My  lovely  giri,  I  write  for  you ; 
And  pray  believe  my  visions  true ; 
They'll  form  your  mind  to  every  graea ; 
They'll  add  new  beauties  to  3rour  face : 
And  when  old  dge  impairs  your  prime. 
You'll  triumph  o'er  the  spoils  of  time. 

Childhood  and  youth  engage  my  pen, 
Tis  labour  lost  to  talk  to  men. 
Youth  may,  perhaps,  reform,  when  witaig. 
Age  will  not  listen  to  my  song.  • 

He  who  at  fifty  is  a  fool, 
b  far  too  stubborn  grown  for  scliool. 

What  is  tiiat  vice  which  still  prevails, 
When  almost  every  passion  fails; 
Which  with  our  very  dawn  begun. 
Nor  ends,  but  with  our  setting  sun ; 
Which,  like  a  noxious  weed,  can  spoil 
ITie  fairest  flow'rs,  and  choke  the  soil  ? 
Tis  Slander, — and,  with  shame  1  own, 
llie  vice  of  human  kind  alone. 

Be  Slander  then  my  lesding  dream, 
Tho'  you  're  a  stranger  to  the  thetoe  j 
Thy  softer  breast,  and  honest  heart, 
Scorn  the  defamatory  art ; 
Thy  soul  asserts  her  native  skien. 
Nor  asks  detraction's  wings  to  rise ; 
In  foreign  spoils  <et  others  shine. 
Intrinsic  excellence  is  thhie. 
The  bird,  m  peacock's  plumes  who  shone. 
Could  plead  no  merit  of  her  own : 
Tbe  silly  theft  betrsyM  her  pride. 
And  spoke  her  poverty  beside. 

Th'  insidions  stand'ring  thief  is  worse 
Than  (he  poor  njgue  -who  steals  your  pane. 
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COTTON'S  POEMS. 


Say,  he  purioins  your  gltUMng  store ; 

"WIm  takvs  ymir  goM^  takes  '*  trash*' — no  more ; 

Perhaps  be  pilfers — to  be  fed — 

Ah  )  guiltless  wretch,  who  steals  for  broad ! 

But  the  dark  villain,  who  shall  aim 

To  blast,  my  fair,  thy  spotless  name, 

He*d  steal  a  precious  gem  away, 

Steal  what  both  Indies  canH  repay  1 

Here  the  strong  pleas  of  want  are  vain, 

Or  the  more  impious  pleas  of  gain. 

No  sinkiug  ihmily  to  rave ! 

No  gold  to  glut  th'  insatiate  knave ! 

Improve  the  hint  of  Shakespeare's  tongue, 
Twas  thus  immortal  Shakes-peare  >  sung. 
And  trust  the  bard's  unerring  rule, 
For  nature  was  that  poet's  school. 

As  1  was  nodding  in  my  chair, 
I  saw  a  rueful  wild  appear : 
No  verdure  met  my  aching  sight. 
But  hemloc,  aud  cold  aconite ; 
Two  very  pois'nous  plants,  *tis  true. 
But  not  so  bad  as  vice  to  you. 

The  dreary  prospect  spread  around  ! 
Beep  snow  had  wbiten'd  all  the  ground ! 
A  black  and  barren  mountain  nigh. 
Exposed  to  «v'ry  friendless  sky  I 
Here  ibuUmouth'd  Slander  lay  reclio'd. 
Her  snaky  tresses  hiss'd  behind : 
"  A  bloated  toad- stool  rais'd  hcfr  head. 
The  plumes  of  ravens  were  her  bed  ^  ;** 
She  fed  upon  the  viper's  brood, 
And  slak'd  tier  impious  thirst  with  bk>od. 

The  rising  Sun  and  western  ray 
Were  witness  to  her  distant  sway. 
The  tyrant  claim'd  a  mightier  host 
Than  the  proud  Persian  e'er  could  boMt. 
No  conquest  grac'd  Darius'  son  ^ ; 
By  his  own  numbers  half  undone  ! 
Success  attended  Slander's  pow'r. 
She  reap'd  fresh  laurels  ev'ry  hour. 
Her  troops  a  deeper  scarlet  wore 
Than  ever  armies  knew  before. 

No  plea  diverts  the  fury's  rage. 
The  fury  spares  nor  sex  nor  age. 
Ev'n  merit,  with  destructive  charms, 
Provokes  the  vengeance  of  her  arms. 

Whene'er  the  tyrant  sounds  to  war. 
Her  canker'd  trump  is  beard  afar. 
Pride,  with  a  heart  unknown  to  yield. 
Commands  in  chief,  and  guides  the  fiekL 
He  stalks  with  vast  gigantic  stride. 
And  scatters  fear  and  ruin  wide. 
So  th'  impetuous  torrents  sweep 
At  once  whole  nations  to  the  deep. 

Revenge,  that  base  Hesperian  <,  known 
A  chief  support  of  Slander's  throne. 
Amidst  the  bloody  crowd  is  seen. 
And  treach'ry  brooding  in  bis  mien ; 

1  Othello.  3  Garth's  Dispensary. 

s  Xerxes,  king  of  Persia,  and  son  of  Darius.  He 
invaded  Greece  with  an  army  consisting  of  more 
than  a  millioil  of  men  (some  say  more  than  two 
millions)  who,  together  with  their  cattle,  perished  in 
great  measure  through  the  inability  of  the  countries 
to  aapply  such  a  vast  host  with  provision. 

4  Hesperia  includes  Italy  as  well  as  Spain,  and 
the  inhibitanta  of  both  are  remarkable  for  their 
reveiig^  dispptition^ 


The  monster  often  cbang'd  his  gait. 
But  nuirch'd  resolv'd  and  fix'd  as  fate. 
Thus  the  fell  kite,  whom  hunger  stiugs. 
Now  slowly  moves  his  outstretch'd  wingt; 
Now  swift  as  lightning  bears  ^way. 
And  darts  npOn  his  trembling  prey. 

Envy  commands  a  secret  baJid, 
With  nword  and  poison  m  her  hand. 
Around  her  hagc^ard  eye-balls  roll  i 
A  thousand  fiends  possess  her  soul. 
The  artful,  unsuspected  sprite 
With  fatal  aim  attacks  by  night 
Her  troops  advance  with  silent  treat!. 
And  stab  the  hero  in  his  bed ; 
Or  shoot  the  widg'd  malignaut  lie. 
And  female  honours  pine  and  die. 
So  prowling  wolves,  when  darkness  reigna. 
Intent  on  murder  scour  the  plains ; 
Approach  the  folds,  where  lambs  repaae. 
Whose  guileless  breasts  suspect  no  fbes  ; 
The  savage  gluts  his  fierce  desires. 
And  bleating  innocence  expires. 

Slander  smii'd  horribly,  to  view 
How  wi<le  her  daily  conquests  grew  i 
Around  the  crowded  levees  wait. 
Like  oriental  slaves  of  state : 
Of  either  sex  whole  armies  press'd* 
But  chiefly  of  the  fair  and  best 

Is  it  a  breach  of  friendship's  law 
To  say  what  female  friends  I  saw  } 
Slander  assumes  the  idol's  part. 
And  claims  the  tribute  of  the*beart 
The  best,  in  some  unguarded  hour. 
Have  bowM  the  knee,  and  own'd  her  pow*r. 
Then  let  the  poet  not  revaal 
What  candour  wishes  to  conceal. 

If  I  beheld  some  faulty  fhir^ 
Much  worse  delinquents  crowded  there : 
Pre'ates  in  sacred  lawn  I  saw. 
Grave  physic,  and  loquacious  law  ; 
Onirtiers,  liko  summer  flies,  abound  ; 
And  hungry  poets  swarm  arooud. 
But  now  my  partial  story  ends. 
And  makes  my  females  full  amends. 
If  Albion's  isle  such  dreams  fulfils, 
Tis  Albion's  isle  which  cures  these  ills; 
Fertile  of  every  worth  and  grace. 
Which  warm  the  heart,  and  flush  the  &ce. 

Fancy  disclos'd  a  smiling  train 
Of  British  nymphs,  that  tripp'd  the  plain :  * 
Good-nature  first,  a  sylvan  queen, 
Attir'd  in  robes  of  cheerful  green  :  ' 
A  fair  and  smiling  virgin  she  I 
Witli  ev'ry  charm  that  shines  in  thee. 
Prudence  assum'd  the  chief  command. 
And  bore  a  mirror  in  her  hand ; 
Grey  was  the  matron's  head  by  age. 
Her  mind  by  long  experience  sage  ; 
Of  every  distant  ill  afraid. 
And  anxious  for  the  simp'ring  maid. 
The  Graces  danc'd  before  the  fair  ; 
And  white-rob'd  Innocence  was  there. 
The  trees  with  golden  fruits  were  crown*^ 
And  rising  ^ow'rs  adorn'd  the  ground : 
The  Sun  display'd  each  brighter  ray. 
And  shone  in  aU  the  pride  oiF  day. 

When  Slander  sicken'd  at  the  sigh^ 
And  tkulk'd  away  to  khuo  the  li|^ 
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VISION  11. 

HtJit,  ye  lair  molbers  of  uur  ble, 
Xor  mxjrn  ymiT  poet's  homely  style. 
Wkat  tho*  my  thoughts  be  quaint  or  new, 
rO  vsiTBBt  that  my  doctrine's  true : 
Or  a  my  «entiment8  be  okJ, 
Remember,  truth  h  sterKng  goltf . 

Too  jmlgt-  it  of  important  we  ght. 
To  keep  your  rti»naff  ofispriag  straight : 
For  th«  smcb  anxious  momt- ots  feel, 
Ind  ask  the  IrieBdly  aids  of  st^el ; 
For  this  import  the  distant  cane, 
Or  slay  the  nxMiareb  of  the  main. 
iad  sball  the  sool  be  varpM  asida 
fif  panioB,  pr^udice,  and  pride  ^ 
Mmnity  of  heart  J  call 
The  worst  deformity  of  all. 
Year  cares  to  body  are  confin'd, 
Fea  fear  oUiqaity  of  mind. 
Why  Bot  adorn  the  better  part? 
TVs  ia  a  nobler  theme  for  art 
For  vhat  is  form,  or  what  is  face, 
Bat  tbe  aoal's  index,,  or  its  case  ? 

Xov  take  a  simile  at  hand, 
Compare  tbe  mental  soil  to  land. 
Shall  6ekk  be  t'dld  with  annual  cart, 
iod  minds  lie  fellow  ev'ry  year  ? 
O  aaee  the  crop  depends  on  yon, 
Gnt  them  the  coiture  which  is  due : 
Hoe  every  weed,  and  dress  the  soil, 
S»  harvest  shall  repay  your  toil. 

If  homan  minds  resemble  trees, 
(is  every  moralist  agrees) 
Praae  all  the  straggl«^  of  yonr  vine, 
Tbea  shall  the  pnrple  clusters  shine. 
The  ganPner  knows,  that  fruitful  life 
U  iBiuiIi  his  salutary  knife : 
Fv  ev'ry  wild  luxuriant  shoot, 
Or  robs  the  bloom,  or  sUrves  the  fruit 

A  aatiTW  1  in  Koman  times, 
When  Rome,  like  Britaio,  groaned  with  crimes, 
Asnts  icfbr  a fcaei^  troth, 
Tbat  plea^res  are  tbe  bane  of  ironth : 
Tte  sorrows  such  pursuits  attend. 
Or  such  pursuits  in  sorrows  end : 
That  an  tbe  wild  ad  venturer  gains 
Are  prrils,  penitence,  and  pains. 

ippim«,  ye  fair,  the  Roman  page, 
Aad  bid  yoor  sons  revere  the  sa^ ; 
hi  ««ndy  ipend  their  midnight  oil, 
Aad  sbiag  tlieir  oerres  by  manly  toil. 
Thai  shall  they  grow  like  Temple  w\^, 
Tbas fetsre  lockes  and  Newtons  rise; 
O  haidy  chiefe  to  wield  the  lance, 
Ab4  flme  OS  from  the  chains  of  France. 
To,  bid  yoor  sons  betimes  fbrego 
Tbise  ticMli'roos  paths  where  pleamret  grow } 
TS^hiie  the  young  mind  is  folly's  »Uve, 
Wkere  etery  virtue  finds  a  grave. 

let  each  brigtit  character  be  nam'd, 
fo  aiadom  or  fur  valour  fam'd : 
Are  the  dear  youths  to  scicivce  prone  ? 
Tell,  how  th*  immortal  Bacon  shone ! 
Wha,  leariog  meaner  joys  to  kings, 
AM'd  high  op  coq^eoplation's  wings  ; 

1  ParuQi. 


Ranged  the  feir  fields  of  Nature  o*er, 
Where  ntver  mortal  trod  before : 
Bacon  !  whose  vast  capacious  plan 
Bespoke  him  angel  more  than  man  ! 
Does  love  of  martial  fame  inspire  i 
Cherish,  ye  feir,  the  gen*rous  fire ; 
Teach  them  to  spurn  inglorious  rest. 
And  rouse  the  hero  m  their  breast ; 
Paint  Cressy's vanquished  field  antw. 
Their  souls  shall  kindle  at  the  view  j 
Resolv'd  to  conquer  or  to  fall. 
When  Liberty  and  Britain  call. 
Thus  shall  they  rule  the  crimson  plain. 
Or  hurl  thttir  thunders  thro'  the  main  ; 
Gain  with  their  blood,  nor  grudge  the  cost^ 
What  their  degenerate  sires  have  lost : 
The  laurel  thus  shall  grace  their  brow, ' 
As  ChurcbilPs  once,  or  Warren's  now. 

One  summer's  evening  as  I  stray'd 
Along  the  silent  moon-light  glade. 
With  these  reflections  in  my  breasti^ 
Beneath  an  oak  I  sunk  to  rest ; 
A  gentle  slumber  intervenes. 
And  fency  dress'd  instructive  scenes. 

Methought  a  spacirms  road  1  spy'd^ 
And  stately  trees  adom'd  its  side ; 
Frequented  by  a  gi<!dy  crowd 
Of  thoughtless  mortals,  vain  and  loud  ; 
Who  tripp'd  with  jocund  heel  along. 
And  bade  me  join  their  smiling  throng* 
I  straight  obey'd — Persuasion  hung 
Like  honey  on  the  speaker's  tongue. 
A  cloudless  sun  improv'd  the  day, 
And  pinks  and  roses  strew'd  our  way« 

Now  as  our  journey  we  pursue, 
A  beauteous  fabrc  rose  to  view, 
A  stately  dome,  and  sweetly  grac'd 
With  every  ornament  nf  taste. 
This  structure  was  a  female's  claim, 
And  Pleasure  wan  the  monarch's  name. 

The  bail  we  enter'd  nncontrol'd. 
And  saw  the  queen  enthron'd  on  gold ; 
Arabian  sweets  pcrfum'd  the  ground. 
And  laughing  Cupids  fluttered  round ; 
A  flowing  vest  adoru'd  the  fair, 
And  flow^'ry  chaplets  wreath'd  her  hair  t 
F^nd  taught  tbe  queen  a  thousand  wile% 
A  thousand  soft  insidious  smiles  ; 
Love  taught  her  lisping  tonjjue  to  speak. 
And  form'd  the  dimple  in  her  cheek; 
The  lily  and  the  damask  rose. 
The  tincture  of  her  fece  compose ; 
Nor  did  the  god  of  wit  disdain 
To  mingle  with  the  shining  train. 

Her  vot'ries  flock  from  various  parts, " 
And  chiefly  youth  resign'd  their  hearts  j 
The  old  in  sparing  numbers  press'd. 
But  awkward  devotees  at  best. 

"  Now  let  us  range  at  Urge,"  we  cry*d, 
*'  Through  all  the  garden's  boasted  pride.** 
Here  jasmines  spread  the  silver  flow'r. 
To  deck  the  wall,  or  weave  the  bow'r; 
The  woodbines  mix  In  am'rous  play. 
And  breath  their  fragrant  lives  away. 
Here  rishng  myrtles  form  a  shade, 
Thare  roses  blush,  and  scent  the  glade. 
The  orange,  with  a  vernal  fisce, 
Weaiv  «Y'ry  rich  autumnal  grace  j 
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While  the  yooof  blonomrherB  uafeld. 
There  shines  the  fruit  like  pendant  gold. 
Citrons  their  balmy  sweets  exhale. 
And  triumph  in  the  distant  gale. 
Now  fountains,  monn'ring  to  the  song. 
Roll  their  translucent  streams  along. 
Thro*  all  the  aromatic  groves. 
The  foithful  turtles  coo  their  loves. 
The  lark  ascending  poors  his  notes, 
And  linneto  swell  their  rant'roos'throsls; 

Pleasure,  imperial  fiur !  bow  gay 
Thy  empire,  and  how  wide  thy  sway  ! 
Enchanting  queen !  how  soft  tby  rcijro  I 
How  man,  food  man  I  implores  thy  chain  I 
Yet  thine  each  meretricious  art. 
That  weakens,  and  corrupts  the  heart. 
The  childish  toys  and  wanton  page 
Which  sink  and  prostitute  the  sUge  ! 
The  masquerade,  that  just  ofience 
To  virtue,  and  leproach  to  sense  I 
The  midnight  dance,  the  mantling  bowl^ 
And  all  that  dissipate  the  soul ; 
All  that  to  ruin  man  combine. 
Yes,  spacions  hariot,  all  are  thine ! 

Whence  sprang  th*  accursed  lust  of  pUy» 
Which  beggars  thousands  in  a  day  ? 
Speak,  sorc>ress,  speak  (for  thou  canst  tell) 
Who  call'd  the  treacherous  card  from  Hell  ? 
Now  man  profones  his  reasoning  pow*rs, 
Profones  sweet  friendship's  sacred  hours  ; 
AbandonM  to  inglorioos  ends, 
And  fhithless  to  himself  and  fneods; 
A  dupe  to  evhry  artful  knave. 
To  ev^  abject  wish  a  slave; 
But  who  against  himself  combines. 
Abets  his  enemy*s  designs. 
When  rapine  nieditates  a  blow. 
He  shares  the  guilt  who  aids  the  foe. 
Is  mm  a  thief  who  steals  my  pelf  ? 
How  great  his  theft,  who  robs  himself  1 
Is  man,  who  gulls  his  friend,  a  cheat  ? 
How  heinous  then  b  self-deceit ! 
Is  murder  justly  deem*d  a  crime  ? 
How  black  his  guilt,  who  murders  time ! 
SbouM  custom  plead,  as  custom  will. 
Grand  precedents  to  palliate  ill, 
j^ball  modes  and  forms  avail  with  we,  . 
When  reason  disavows  the  plea  ? 
Who  games,  is  felon  of  his  wealtli. 
His  time,  his  liberty,  his  heahh. 
Viitue  forsakes  his  sordid  mind. 
And  Honour  scorns  to  stay  behind. 
From  man  when  these  bright  chenibs  part. 
Ah  !  what's  the  poor  deserted  beart ; 
A  savage  wild  that  shocks  the  sight. 
Or  chaos,  and  impervious  night ! 
Vach  gen'rous  principle  destroyed. 
And  demons  crowd  the  frightful  void  ! 

Shall  Siam's  elephant  supply 
The  baneful  desolating  die  ? 
Against  the  honest  sy Ivan's  will. 
You  taught  his  iv'ry  tusk  to  kill. 
HeaT*n ,  fond  its  fisvouis  to  dispense. 
Gave  htm  that  weapon  for  defence. 
That  weapon,  for  bis  guard  designed. 
You  renderMiatal  to  mankind. 
He  plann'd  no  death  for  thoughtless  youlh» 
Yon  gave  the  Ttoopi  to  his  touth. 


Blush,  tyrant,  blosb,  fvr  oh !  >tis  tfoe 
Tbat  no  foil  serpent  bites  like  you. 

The  guests  were  ordered  to  depait. 
Reluctance  sat  on  ev^ry  heart : 
A  porter  showM  a  difieirent  door, 
Not  the  foir  portal  known  before? 
The  gates,  methooght  were  open'd  wide, 
Tbe  crowds  descended  in  a  tide. 
But  oh  !  ye  Heav>ns,  what  vast  surprise 
Struck  the  adventurers*  frighted  eyes  I 
A  barren  heath  before  us  lay, 
And  gathVing  clouds  obscured  the  day  ; 
The  diarkness  rose  in  smoky  spires ; 
The  lightuinp  flashed  their  livid  fires : 
Loud  peals  of  thunder  rent  tbe  air. 
While  vengeance  chill'd  our  hearts  with  f^r. 

Five  ruthless  tyrants  swayM  tbe  plain. 
And  triumphed  o'er  the  mangled  slain. 
Here  sat  Distaste,  with  sickly  mien. 
And  more  than  half  devour'd  with  spleen : 
There  stood  Remorse,  with  thought  opprest| 
And  Tipers  feeding  on  bis  breast  : 
Then  Want,  dejected,  pale,  and  thin. 
With  bones  just  starting  thro'  hb  skin  ; 
A  ghastly  fiend  ;— and  close  behind 
Disease,  his  aching  head  reclin'd  1 
His  everkstii^  thirst  oonfois'd 
Ihe  fires,  which  lag'd  within  bis  breast : 
Death  clos*d  the  train !  the  hideous  fixm 
Smil'd  onrelentinff  in  the  storm : 
When  straight  a  dkileful  shriek  was  heard  ; 
I  'woke— The  vision  dlsappear'd. 

Let  not  the  unexperienc'd  boy 
Deny  tbat  pleasures  will  destroy ; 
Or  saj  that  dreams  are  vain  and  wild. 
Like  fairy  tales,  to  please  a  child. 
Important  hints  the  wise  may  reap 
From  sallies  of  the  soul  in  sleep. 
And  since  there's  meaning  in  my  dream^ 
Tbe  moral  merits  yoor  esteem. 


UEALTIL, 


VISION  UL 
Attend  my  visions,  tboogfaUess  youths* 
Kre  long  you'll  think  them  weighty  truths  | 
Prudent  it  were  to  think  so  now  ^ 
Ere  age  has  silver'd  o'er  your  brwr : 
For  he,  who  at  his  early  years 
Has  sown  m  vice,  shall  reap  in  tears. 
If  folly  has  possess'd  his  prime. 
Disease  shall  gather  strength  in  time; 
Poison  shall  rage  in  ev'ry  vein, — 
Nor  pen^ce  dilute  the  stain  : 
And  whOT  each  hour  shall  urge  bis  fate. 
Thought,  like  the  doctor,  comes  too  late. 
The  subject  of  my  song  is  Health, 
A  good  superior  far  to  wealth. 
Can  the  young  mind  distrust  its  worth  } 
Consult  the  monarchs  of  the  Earth  : 
Imperial  czars,  and  sultaus,  own 
No  gem  so  brjght,  tbat  decks  their  throne :. 
F-ach  for  this  p«iri  bis  crown  would  quit, 
And  turn  a  rustic,  or  a  ciU 

Mark,  tho»  the  blessing  »s  lost  with  eas^, 
'TIS  nut  recovcr*d  when  yuu  please. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


VISIONS  IN  VERSE. 


33 


Sty  Ml  that  gniels  diall  stftU^ 
For  alutary  graels  fiuL 
Sty  not,  info's  wns  tnoeeed* 
Apollo't  BOQ  is  £g3rpt*i  ^  reed. 
Hov  fraitkss  the  pbjrncboi'i  ikiU, 
Hov  vam  the  peniteiitml  pill. 
The  marble  moaaments  proclaim. 
The  humbler  tmf  confirms  the  same  ! 
Prerentjon  is  the  better  core. 
So  says  the  proverb,  and  *tis  sure. 

Would  you  extend  your  narrow  span. 
And  make  the  moat  of  life  you  can  ; 
Would  you,  when  med'cines  cannot  save. 
Descend  with  ease  iato  the  grave ; 
Cilmly  retire,  like  evening  light. 
And  cheerful  bid  the  world  good-night  ? 
IH  temp'rance  coostantiy  preside 
Our  best  physician,  fheiKl,  and  guide  ( 
Would  you  to  wisdom  make  pretence. 
Proud  to  be  thought  a  man  c^  sense  ? 
Let  temp*fance  (always  friend  to  fiiune) 
WKb  steady  hand  direct  yx>ur  aim  $ 
Or,  like  an  archer  in  the  dark. 
Your  random  shaft  will  miss  the  mark  : 
For  they  who  slight  her  golden  rules, 
1b  wisdom's  volume  stand  for  fools. 

Bot  morals,  unadom*d  by  art. 
Are  seldom'  known  to  reach  the  heart. 
Til  therefore  strive  to  raise  my  theme 
With  all  the  scenery  of  dream. 

Soft  were  my  slumbers,  sweet  my  rest. 
Such  as  the  infant's  on  the  breast ; 
Vrhen  Fancy,  ever  on  the  wing. 
And  fruitful  as  the  genial  spring. 
Presented,  in  a  blaze  of  light, 
A  new  creation  to  my  sight. 

A  rural  landscape  I  desoyd, 
Drest  in  the  robes  of  summer  pride ; 
The  beids  adom'd  the  sloping  hills. 
That  glittered  with  their  tinkling  rills ; 
Bek}w  the  fleecy  mothers  stray'd. 
And  round  their  sportive  lambkins  play'd. 

Nigh  to  a  murmuring  brook  I  saw 
An  bumble  cottage  thatch'd  with  straw ; 
fiefaind,  a  garden  that  supply'd 
All  things  for  use,  and  none  for  pride: 
Beauty  prevail'd  thro*  ev'ry  part. 
Bat  more  of  nature  than  of  art 

"  Hail,  thou  sweet,  calm,  unenvied  seat  I" 
I  did,  and  bless'd  the  fair  retreat; 
"  Here  would  I  pass  my  remnant  days, 
Uoknowa  to  censure,  or  to  praise; 
Forget  the  world,  and  be  forgot, 
As  Pope  describes  his  vestal's  lot." 

While  thus  I  mus'd,  a  beauteous  maid 
Slept  fropi  a  thicket's  neighb'ring  shade ; 
Not  Hanipton^s  gallery  can  boast. 
Nor  Hudson  paint  so  fair  a  toast : 
She  daim'd  the  cottage  for  her  own. 
To  Health  a  cottage  is  a  throne. 

The  annals  say  (to  prove  her  worth) 
The  Graces  solemniz'd  her  birth. 
Garlands  of  various  flow'rs  they  wrought, 
Tbe  orchard's  blushing  pride  they  brought : 
Hence  in  her  fMce  the  lily  speaks, 
And  bence  the  rose  which  paints  her  cheeks; 
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The  cherry  gave  her  lips  to  glow, 
Her  eyes  were  debtors  to  the  sloe ; 
And,  to  compleat  the  lovely  fair, 
Tis  said,  the  cbcsnul  staio'd  her  liair. 

The  virgin  was  averse  to  courts 
But  often  seen  in  rural  sports : 
When  in  her  rosy  vest  the  mom 
Walks  o'erlhe  dew-bespangled  lawn, 
Tbe  nymph  is  first  to  form  the  rase. 
Or  wind  the  horn,  and  lead  the  chace. 

Sudden  I  heard  a  shouting  train. 
Glad  acclamations  fiU'd  the  plain : 
Unbounded  joy  improv'd  the  scene. 
For  Health  was  loud  proclaim'd  a  queen. 

Two  smiling'cherdb.s  grac'd  her  throne, 
(To  modem  courts,  I  fear,  unknowD  ;) 
One  was  the  nymph,  that  loves  the  light, 
Fair  Innocence,  array'd  in  white ; 
With  sister  Peace  in  close  embrace. 
And  heav'n  all  opening  in  her  face. 

The  reign  was  long,  the  empire  great. 
And  Virtue,  minister  of  state. 
In  other  kingdoms,  ev'ry  hour, 
You  hear  of  Vice  preferr'd  to  powV : 
Vice  was  a  perfect  stranger  here : 
No  knaves  engross  d  the  royal  ear  : 
No  fools  obtaiu'd  this  monarcirs  grace; 
Virtue  dispos'd  of  ev'ry  place. 

What  sickly  appetites  arc  ours, 
Still  varying  with  the  varying  boui"s  ! 
And  tho'  from  good  to  bad  we  range, 
"  No  matter,"  says  Uie  fool,  **  'tis  change." 

Her  subjects  now  expr«»'d  apaee    ^ 
Dissatisfaction  in  their  face : 
Some  view  the  state  with  envy's  eye,    . 
Some  were  displeas'd,  they  knew  not  why- ; 
When  Faction,  ever  bold  and  vain, 
With  rigour  tax'd  their  monarch's  reign. 
Thus,  should  an  angel  from  above. 
Fraught  with  benevolence  and  love. 
Descend  to  Earth,  ^nd  here  impart 
Important  truths  to  mend  the  heart ; 
Would  not  th'  instmctive  guest  dispense 
With  passion,  appetite,  and  sense, 
We  should  his  heav'niy  lore  despise. 
And  send  him  to  his  former  skies. 

A  dang'rous  hostile  power  arose 
To  Health,  whose  houshold  were  her.  foes : 
A  harlot's  loose  attire  she  wore. 
And  Luxury  the  liame  she  bore. 
This  princess  of  unbounded  sway, 
Whom  Asia's  sofler  sons  obey, 
Made  war  against  the  queen  of  Health, 
Assisted  by  tbe  troops  of  Wealth. 

The  queen  was  first  to  take  the  field, 
Arm'd  witli  her  helmet  and  her  shield ; 
Temi)er'd  with  such  superior  art. 
That  both  were  proof  to  ev'ry  dart. 
Two  wat  like  chiefs  approach'd  the  green , 
And  wondrous  fav'rites  with  the  queen  ; 
Both  were  of  Amazonian  race, 
Both  high  in  merit,  and  in  place. 
Hero,  Resolution  marcb'd,  whose  soul 
No  fear  could  shake,  no  pow'r  control; 
The  heroine  wore  a  Roman  Vest, 
A  lion's  heart  inform'd  her  breast. 
Thci-e  Prudence  shone,  whose  bosom  wrought 
With  all  the  varioui  pi  ms  of  thought; 
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Twas  her's  to  bid  thelroopt  eAgage, 

Awl  teach  the  battle  where  to  rage.  « 

And  now  the  siren's  armies  press. 

Their  van  was  headed  by  Excess : 

The  mighty  wings  that  fbrm'd  the  side, 

Commainded  by  that  giant  Pride : 

While  Sickness,  and  her  sisters  Pain 

And  Poverty,  the  centre  gain : 

Repentance,  with  a  brow  serere, 

And  Death,  were  station*d  in  the  rear. 

Health  rang'd  her  troops  with  raatchleii  art. 

And  acted  the  defensive  part : 

Her  army  posted  on  a  hill, 

Plainly  bespoke  superior  skill : 

Hence  were  discovered  thro*  the  ptain. 

The  motions  of  the  hostile  train : 

Tlliile  Pmdence,  to  prevent  surprise 

Oft  sally^d  with  her  tsusty  spies ; 

Explored  each  ambuscade  below. 

And  reconnoitred  well  the  foe. 
A&r  when  Luxury  descry*d 

Inferior  force  by  art  supply'd. 
The  siren  spake-^Let  fraud  prevail, 
i>ince  all  my  numerous  hosts  must  fiul; 

Hencdfbrth  hostilities  shall  cease, 

Vl\  send  to  Health  and  offer  peace. 

Straight  she  dispatchM,  with  pow'rs  compleftt. 

Pleasure,  her  minister,  to  treat 

This  wicked  strumpet  topp^  ber  part. 

And  sow'd  sedition  in  the  heart  f 

Thro*  ev'ry  troop  the  poison  ran^ 

All  were  infected  to  a  man. 

The  wary  generals  were  won 

By  Pleasure's  wiles,  and  both  undone. 

Jove  .held  the  troops  in  high  disgrace. 
And  bade  diseases  blast  their  raee ; 
Lo6k*d  on  the  queen  with  melting  eyes, 
And  snatch'd  his  darling  to  the  dties : 
Who  still  regards  those  wiser  few. 
That  dare  lier  dictates  to  pursue. 
For  where  her  stricter  law  prevails, 
Tho*  passion  prompts,  or  vice  assails; 
Long  shall  the  cloudless  skies  behold. 
And  their  cahn  son-set  beam  with  gold. 


CONTENT. 


■f  VISION    IV. 

Mav  is  deceiv*d  by  outward  show-* 
Tis  a  plain  homespun  truth,  I  knotr. 
The  fraud  prevails  at  ev*ry  age. 
So  says  the  school-boy  and  the  sage^ 
"  Yet  still  we  hug  the  dear  deceit. 
And  still  exclaim  against  the  cheat 
But  whence  this  inconsistent  part } 
Say,  moralists,  who  know  the  heart: 
If  you'll. this  labyrinth  pursue, 
Vll  go  before,  and  find  the  cine. 

1  dreamt  ('twas  on  a  birth-day  night) 
A  sumptuous  palace  rose  to  nghl; 
The  bu'Uder  had,  thro*  ev'ry  part, 
Observ'd  the  chastest  rules  of  ait ; 
Raphael  and  Titian  had  displayed 
AH  the  full  force  of  Ught  and  shades 
^Around  the  livery'd  servants  wait^ 
An  aged  porter  kept  the  gute. 


As  I  was  traverring  the  hall. 
Where  Brussels*  looms  adom*d  the  wall^ 
(Whose  tap'stry  shows,  without  my  aid, 
A  nun  is  no  such  useless  maid) 
A  graceAil  person  came  in  view 
(His  form,  it  seems,  is  known  to  few) ; 
His  dress  was  unadom*d  with  lace. 
But  charms  f  a  thousand  in  his  face. 

"  This,  sir,  your  property  ?"  I  cry'd-* 
"  Master  and  mansioii  coincide : 
Where  all,  indeed,  is  truly  great. 
And  proves,  that  bliss  may  dwell  with  stste. 
Pray,  sir,  indulge  a  strai^ier's  claim. 
And  grant  the  fevonr  of  your  name." 

"  Content,"  the  lovely  form  reply'd; 
But  think  not  here  that  I  reside : 
Here  lives  a  courtier,  base  and  sly  ; 
An  open,  honest  rustic,  I. 
Our  taste  and  manners  disagree. 
His  levee  boasts  no  charms  for  me : 
For  titles,  and  the  smiles  of  kings. 
To  me  are  cheap  unheeded  things. 
(Tu  virtue  can  alone  impact 
The  patent  of  a  ducal  heart : 
Unlem  this  herald  speaks  him  great. 
What  shall  avail  the  glare  of  state  ?) 
Those  secret  charms  are  my  delight. 
Which  shine,  remote  fhnn  public  sight : 
Passions  subdu'd,  desires  at  rest — 
And  hence  his  chaplain  shares  my  breast 
"  There  wasa  time  (his  grace  can  tell) 
I  knew  the  duke  exceeding  well ; 
Knew  ev'ry  secret  of  his  heart; 
In  truth,  we  never  were  apart : 
But  when  the  court  became  his  end. 
He  tum'd  his  back  upon  his  friend. 

**  One  day  I  calPd  upon  his  grace. 
Just  as  the  duke  had  got  a  place : 
I  thought  (but  thought  amiss,  *tts  dear) 
I  shou'd  be  welcome  to  the  peer. 
Yes,  welcome  to*a  man  in  pow'r  ;    * 
And  so  I  was    for  half  an  hour. 
But  he  grew  weary  of  his  guest. 
And  soon  discarded  me  his  breast; 
Upbrakied  me  with  want  of  merit. 
But  most  for  poverty  of  spirit 

"  You  relish  not  the  great  man's  lot } 
Come,  hasten  to  my  humbler  cot 
Think  me  not  partial  to  the  great, 
i'm  a  sworn  &«  to  prkie  and  state  ; 
No  monarch  share  my  kind  embrace. 
There's  scarce  a  monarch  knows  my  foce ; 
Content  shuns  courts,  and  oft*ner  dwells 
With  modest  worth  in  rural  cella; 
There's  no  complaint,  tho*  brown  the  bi«ad. 
Or  the  mde  turf  sustain  the  head  ; 
Tho*  hard  the  couch,  and  coarse  the  meat« 
Still  the  brown  loaf  and  sleep  are  sweet 

*'  Far  from  the  city  I  reside. 
And  a  thatch'd  cottage  all  my  pride. 
True  to  my  heart,  I  seldom  roam. 
Because  1  find  my  joys  at  home : 
For  foreign  visits  then  begin, 
When  the  man  feels  a  void  within. 

**  But  tho*  from  towns  and  crowda  I  Hf, 
Ko  humorist,  nor  qynic^  J. 
Amidst  sequester'd  shades  I  prise 
The  friendsbipi  of  the  good  and  y 
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B«!  Vhtne  and  ber  boos  attend. 

Virtue  will  tell  tbce,  I'm  a  fnend  : 

THI  tbee,  Vm  faithful,  constant,  kind. 

And  metk,  and  lowly,  and  resignM  ; 

Will  aay,  tbere^a  no  distinction  known 

£ctvixt  ber  boashold  and  my  own." 
Adtboi.     If  these  the  friendshipt  yon  pursue. 

Your  friends,  i  fear,  are  rery  few. 

So  Ijttle  company,  you  fay. 

Yet  fond  of  home  firum  day  to  day  ? 

How  do  you  shun  detraction's  rod  ? 

1  doubt  your  neighbours  think  you  odd  ! 
Comsr,    I  commune  with  myself  at  night, 

Aod  ssk  my  heart  if  all  be  right : 

If,  **  right,*'  replies  my  feithfal  breast, 

I  smile,  and  doee  my  eyes  to  rest 
Ar-moa.     You  seem  regardless  of  the  town  : 

Pny,  sir,  bow  stand  3ron  with  the  gown  ? 
CosrajiT.    The  clergy  say  they  love  me  well. 

Whether  tbey  do,  they  best  can  tell : 

They  paint  me  ooiode^  friendly,  wise. 

And  slways  praise  me  to  the  skies  ; 

Bot  if  conrictiott's  at  the  heart. 

Why  not  a  correspondent  part  ? 

For  shall  tbe  learned  tongue  prevail. 

If  actions  preach  a  different  tale  ? 

Wbo*ll  seek  my  door  or  grace  my  walls. 

When  neither  dean  nor  prelate  calls  ? 
Hlth  those  my  friendships  most  obtain, 

Wbo  prize  their  duty  more  than  gain  ; 

Kjft  flow  the  hours  whene'er  we  meet, 

Aod  conscious  virtue  is  our  treat ; 

Our  harmless  breasts  no  envy  know. 

And  hence  we  fear  no  secret  foe ; 

Our  walks  ambition  ne'er  attends, 

Jod  hence  we  ask  no  powerful  friends ; 

We  wish  tbe  best  to  chnnrh  and  state. 

But  leave  the  steerage  to  tlie  great ; 
Carekas,  wbo  rises,  or  who  falls, 
And  never  dream  of  vacant  stalls ; 
Much  less,  by  pride  or  int'rcst  drawn. 
Sigh  for  tbe  mitre,  and  the  lawn. 
Observe  tbe  secrets  of  my  art, 
m  fundamental  truths  impart : 
If  you'll  my  kind  advice  pursue, 
ril  quit  my  hut,  and  dwell  with  yon. 
Tbe  passions  are  a  numerous  crowd, 
Imperiotts,  poisitive,  and  loud  : 
Curb  these  licentious  sons  of  strife ; 
Hence  chiefly  rise  the  storms  of  life : 
If  tbey  grow  mutinous,  and  rave, 
Tbey  are  thy  masters,  thou  their  slafV. 
R^aid  tbe  world  with  cautious  eye. 
Nor  raise  your  expectation  high. 
See  that  the  balanced  scales  be  such. 
You  neither  fear  nor  hope  too  much. 
For  doappotDtroent's  not  tha  thing, 
Ts  pride  and  passion  point  the  sting. 
Life  b  a  sea  where  storms  mu»t  rise, 
Ta  folly  talks  of  cloudleas  skies : 
Be  vfao  cotitracts  his  swelling  sail, 
Bwks  tbe  fury  of  the  gale. 

Be  still,  nor  anxious  thoughts  employ,    ^ 
l>*tTo*  embftters  present  joy : 
Oa  God  for  all  events  depend  ; 
YoQ  cannot  wank  when  God's  jrour  friend. 
W«th  well  your  part,  and  do  your  bestj 
lofc  to  your  Haker  all  tbe  resU 


The  hand  which  fbrm*d  thee  in  the  womb. 
Guides  from  the  cradle  to  the  tomb. 
Can  the  fond  mother  slight  her  boy  ;. 
Can  she  forge^  her  prattling  joy  ? 
Say  then,  shall  Sov'reign  Love  desert 
The  humble,  and  the  honest  heart } 
Heav'n  may  not  grant  thee  all  thy  mind  j 
Yet  say  not  thou  that  Heav'n's  unkind. 
God  is  alike,  both  good  and  wise,    • 
In  what  he  grants,  and  what  denies : 
Perhaps,  what  goodness  gives  to  day. 
To  morrow  goodness  takes  away. 

You  say,  that  troubles  intervene. 
That  sorrows  darken  half  the  scene. 
True— and  this  consequence  you  see. 
The  world  was  ne'er  design'd  for  thee : 
You're  like  a  passenger  below, 
That  stays  perhaps  a  n'ght  or  so; 
Bot  still  his  native  country  lies 
Beyond  the  bound'ries  of  the  skies. 

Of  Heav'n  ask  virtue,  wisdom,  health. 
But  never  let  thy  pray*r  be  wealth. 
If  food  be  thine,  (tho*  little  gold) 
And  raiment  to  repel  the  cold  ; 
Such  as  may  nature's  wauts  suffice. 
Not  what  from  pride  and  folly  rise  ; 
If  soft  the  motions  of  thy  soul. 
And  a  calm  conscience  crowns  the  whole ; 
Add  but  a  friend  to  all  this  store. 
You  can't  m  reason  wish  for  more  : 
And  if  kind  Heav'n  this  comfort  brings, 
Tis  more  than  Heav*n  bestows  on  kings. 

He  spake — the  airy  sp*H-tre  flies. 
And  straight  the  sweet  illusion  dies. 
'\he  vision,  at  the  early  dawn. 
Consigned  me  to  the  thoughtful  mom  ; 
To  all  the  cares  of  waking  day, 
And  inconsistent  dreams  of  day. 


HAPPINESS. 

VISION    V. 

Yb  ductile  youths,  whose  rising  sun 
Hath  many  circles  still  to  run  ; 
Who  wisely  wish  the  pilot's  chart. 
To  steer  thro'  life  th'  unsteady  heart  j 
And  all  the  thoughtful  voyage  past. 
To  gaiu  a  happy  port  at  last : 
Attend  a  seer's  instructive  song, 
For  moral  troths  to  dreams  belong. 

I  saw  this  wondrous  vision  soon. 
Long  ere  uiy  sun  had  reach'd  its  noon; 
Just  when  the  rising  beard  b»"gan 
To  grace  my  chin,  and  call  mc  man. 

One  night,  when  balniy  slumbers  shed 
Their  peacefiyj  poppies  o'er  my  head. 
My  fancy  led  nic  to  explore 
A  thousand  scenes  unknown  before. 
I  saw  a  plain  exteiKlt^i  wide, 
And  crowils  pour'd  in  from  ev'ry  side  : 
All  seem'd  to  start  a  dilPrent  jcanfie. 
Yet  all  declpr'd  their  views  the  same : 
The  chace  was  Happiness,  I  found. 
But  all,  alas  !  enchanted  ground. 

Indeed  I  judg'd  it  wondrous  Strrnge, 
To  fee  the  giddy  uumbtrs  range 
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Tbro'  roads,  which  promisM  nought,  at1>e8ty 
But  sorrow  to  the  human  breast. 
Methongh^,  if  bljss  was  all  their  view. 
Why  did  they  difTrent  paths  pursue  } 
The  waking  world  has  long  agreed, 
That  Bagshot'K  not  the  road  to  Tweed : 
And  he  who  Berwick  seeks  thro*  Staines, 
Shall  have  his  labour  fbr  his  pains. 

As  Pamel  *  says,  my  bosom  wrought 
With  travail  of  nncertain  thought : 
And,  as  an  ang<?l  belpM  the  dean. 
My  augel  chose  to  intervene ; 
The  dress  of  each  was  much  the  same, 
And  Virtue  was  my  seraph *s  name. 
When  thus  the  angel  silence  broke, 
(Her  voice  was  music  as  she  spoke.) 

"  Attend,  O  man,  nor  leave  my  side. 
And  saft-ty  shall  thy  footsteps  guide; 
Such  tmths  I'll  teach,  such  secrets  show. 
As  none  but  favoured  mortals  know." 

She  said — and  straight  we  nwrch'd  along 
To  join  Ambition*s  activethrong : 
Crowds  nrg'd  on  crowds  with  eager  pace. 
And  happy  he  who  led  the  race. 
Axes  and  daggers  lay  unseen 
In  ambuscade  along  the  green  ; 
While  vapours  shed  dcfusive  light, 
Afld  bubbles  mock'd  the  distant  sight. 

We  saw  a  shining  mountain  rise, 
Whoce  towVing  summit  reached  the  skies : 
The  slopes  were  steep,  and  fonn*d  of  glass. 
Painful  and  hazardous  to  pa^ : 
Courtiers  and  statesmen  Jed  the  way. 
The  faithless  paths  their  steps  betray : 
This  moment  seen  aloft  to  soar, 
The  next  to  fall  and  rise  no  more. 

*Twas  here  Ambition  kept  her  court, 
A  phantom  of  gigantic  port ; 
The  favorite  that  sustain^  her  throne, 
Was  Falsehood,  by  her  vizard  known ; 
Kcxt  stood  Mistrust,  with  frequent  sigh. 
Disordered  look,  and  squinting  eye ; 
While  meagre  Envy  claimed  a  place, 
And  Jealousy  with  jaundicM  face. 

*'  But  where  is  Happiness  ?"  I  cry'd. 
My  guardian  turned,  and  thus  reply'd. 

"  Mortal,  by  folly  still  beguil'd. 
Thou  hast  not  yet  outstripp'd  the  child ; 
Thou,  who  hast  twenty  winters  seen, 
(I  hardly  think  thee  past  fifteen) 
To  ask  if  Happiness  can  dwell 
With  every  dirty  imp  of  Hell !    ' 
Go  to  the  school-boy,  he  shall  preach. 
What  twenty  winters  cannot  teach ; 
He'll  tell  thee  from  his  weekly  theme. 
That  thy  pursuit  is  all  a  dream : 
That  Bliss  ambitious  views  disowns, 
And  self-dependent,  iauglis  at  thrones; 
Prefers  the  shades  and  lowly  seats. 
Whither  fair  Innocence  retreats: 
So  the  coy  lily  of  the  valt*, 
Shuns  eminence,  and  loves  the  dale.** 

I  bliish'd  J  and  now  we  crossM  the  plain. 
To  find  the  money -getting  train  ; 
Those  siU'ilt,  snug,  commenrial  l^auds, 
With  busy  looks,  and  dirty  bauds. 

» The  Hermit 


a 


Amidst  these  thoughtful  crowds  the  old 

Plac'd  all  their  happiness  in  gold. 

And  surely,  if  there's  bliss  below. 

These  hoary  heads  the  secret  know. 
We  journey  *d  with  the  plodding  crew. 

When  soon  a  temple  rote  to  view : 

A  gothic  pile,  with  moss  overgrown ; 

Strong  were  the  walls,  and  built  with  itone. 

Without  8  thousand  mastiflb  wait : 

A  thousand  bolts  secure  the  gate. 

We  sought  admission  long  in  vain  ; 

For  here  all  favours  sell  for  gain :  ,. 

The  greedy  porter  yields  to  gold. 

His  fee  receivM,  the  gates  unfold. 

Assembled  nations  here  we  found. 

And  view'd  the  cringing  herds  around. 

Who  daily  sacrificed  to  Wealth, 

Their  honour,  conscience,  peace,  and  health. 

I  saw  no  charms  that  could  engage  ; 

The  god  appeared  like  sordid  age. 

With  hooked  nose,  and  famish'd  jaws. 

But  serpents'  eyes  and  harpies'  claws : 

Behind  stood  Fear,  that  restless  sprigbt. 

Which  haunts  the  watches  of  the  night ; 

And  Viper-Care,  that  stings  so  deep. 

Whose  deadly  v^nom  murders  sleep. 
We  hasten  now  to  Pleasure's  bow'rs ; 

Where  the  gay  tribes  jat  crown'd  with  flow'ri : 

Here  beauty  every  charm  display'd. 

And  love  infiam'd  the  jrielding  maid : 

Delicious  wine  our  taste  employs. 
His  crimson  howl  exalts  our  joys : 
1  felt  ite  gen'rous  powV,  and  thought 
The  pearl  was  found,  that  long  I  sought. 
Determined  here  to  fix  my  home, 
I  bless'd  the  change,  nor  wish'd  to  roam : 
The  seraph  disapproved  my  stay. 
Spread  her  fair  plumes,  and  wing'd  away. 

Alas !  whene'er  we  talk  of  bliss. 
How  prone  is  man  to  judge  amiss !    ' 
See,  a  long  train  of  ilU  conspires 
To  scourge  our  uncontrol'd  desires. 
Like  summer  swarms  diseases  crowd. 
Each  bears  a  crutcli,  or  each  a  shroud : 
Fever !  that  thirsty  fiiry,  came. 
With  inextinguishable  flame ; 
Consumption,  sworn  ally  of  Death ! 
Crept  slowly  on  with  panting  breath ; 
Gout  roared,  and  showed  his  throbbing  feet ; 
And  Dropsy  took  the  drunkard's  seat : 
Stone  brought  his  tort'ring  racks ;  and  i 
Sat  Palsy  shaking  in  her  chair ! 

A  mangled  youth,  beneath  a  shade, 
A  melancholy  scene  disitlay'd :  ^ 

His  noseless  face,  and  loathsome  stains. 
Proclaimed  the  poison  in  his  veins ; 
He  rais'd  his  eyes,  he  smote  his  breast. 
He  wept  aloud,  and  thus  address'd : 

**  Forbear  the  harlotes  false  embrace, 
Tho'  Lewdness  wear  an  angel's  face. 
Be  wise,  by  my  experience  taught, 
I  die,  alas !  for  want  of  thought.ee 

As  he,  who  travels  Lybiaeg  pji^'ms^ 
Where  the  fierce  lion  lawless  reigns. 
Is  seiz'd  with  fear  and  wild  dismay. 
When  the  grim  foe  obstructs  his  way . 
My  soul  was  pierc'd  with  (^nal  fright. 
My  tott'hng  limbs  oppos'd  my  flight; 
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1  caDM  oo  Viftnf ,  but  hi  vain. 
Her  abseooe  qaickcii*d  ercry  pain  : 
At  length  the  slighted  angel  beard, 
The  dear  refolgent  form  appeared. 

"  Presomptucms  yooth  !"  she  said,  and  frown'd  j 
(My  heart  strings  flutteed  at  the  sound) 
••  Who  turns  to  me  reluctant  ears, 
Shall  shed  repeated  floods  of  teai^. 
These  rivers  shall  for  ever  last. 
There's  no  retracting  what  is  past : 
Nor  think  aTeoging  ills  to  shun  ; 
PUy  a  false  ca^,  and  you're  undone. 
"  Of  Pleasure's  gilded  baits  beware, 
Nor  tempt  the  siren's  foul  snare : 
Porego  this  curs'd,  detested  place, 
Abhor  the  strumpet,  and  her  race : 
Had  yon  those  softer  paths  pursued, 
Petditkm,  stripling,  had  ensu'd : 
Yes,  fly — you  itand  upon  its  brink ; 
To  morrow  is  too  late  to  think. 

**  Indeed  unwelcome  truths  I  tell, 
Pat  mark  my  sacred  lesson  well : 
With  me  whoever  lives  at  strife, 
Loses  his  better  friend  for  life ; 
With  me  who  lives  in  friendship's  tics. 
Finds  all  that's  sought  for  by  the  wise. 
Folly  exclaims,  and  well  she  may. 
Because  I  Uke  her  mask  away ; 
If  once  I  bring  her  to  the  Sun, 
The  painted  harlot  is  undone. 
Bat  prize,  my  child,  oh  !  prize  my  rules, 
Aod  leave  deceptioo  to  her  fools. 

*'  Ambitioa  deals  in  tinsel  toys, 
Hct  traffic  gew-gaws,  fleeting  joys ! 
Ad  arrant  juggler  in  disguise. 
Who  holds  false  optics  to  your  eyes. 
Bat  ah  !  how  quick  the  shadows  pass  ; 
Tho'  the  bright  visions  thro'  her  glass 
Charm  at  a  distance ;  yet,  when  near. 
The  baseless  fabrics  disappear. 

*•  Nor  riches  boast  intrinsic  worth, 
•Hicir  charms  at  best,  superior  earth  : 
These  oft  the  Heav'n-bom  mind  enslave, 
Aod  make  an  honest  man  a  knave. 
*  Wealth  cures  my  wants,'  the  miser  cries  ; 
Be  not  deceiv'd — the  miser  lies  : 
One  want  he  has,  with  all  his  store. 
That  wont  of  wants!  the  want  of  more. 

"  'Take  Pleasure,  Wealth,  and  Pomp  away, 
Aod  where  is  Happiness?'  you  say. 

"  Tb  here — uild  may  be  yours — for,  know 
I'm  sU  that's  Happiness  below. 

"  To  Vice  I  leave  tumultuous  joys, 
Mbje  is  the  still  and  softer  voice ; 
That  whispers  peace,  when  storms  invade, 
Aad  masic  thro*  the  midnight  shade. 

"  Come  then,  be  m'mc  in  ev'ry  part. 
Net  rive  me  less,  than  all  your  heart ; 
VThta  troubles  discompose  your  breast, 
I'll  enter  there  a  cheerful  guest : 
My  (TMiverse  shall  your  cares  beginle, 
frr  little  worid  within  shall  smtle  j 
\a\  then  it  scarce  imports  a  jot, 
VNTwthcr  the  great  world  frowns  or  not. 

"  And  when  the  closing  scenes  prevail, 
\\Tif^  wealth,  state,  pleasure,  all  shall  fail  j 
AU  that  a  foolish  world  admires, 
in  passion  craves,  or  pride  insj^ircs ; 


I  At  that  important  hour  of  need, 
Virtue  shall  prove  a  friend  indeed  ! 

I  My  hands  shall  smooth  thv  dying  l>ed, 
My  arms  sustain  thy  dnH»ping  head  : 

,  And  when  the  painful  stru-slc  's  o'er, 

1  And  that  vain  thing,  the  world,  uo  more  ; 

I  III  bear  my  fav'rite  son  away 
To  rapture,  and  eternal  day." 


FRIENDSHIP. 
VISION  VI. 

Friendship  !  thou  soft,  propitious  pow'r! 
[  Sweet  recent  of  the  social  hour  ! 
I  Sublime  thy  pys,  nor  unde^^tood 
But  by  the  virtuous  and  the  good ! 
Cabal  and  Riot  Uke  thy  name, 
But  'tis  a  fale  affected  claim. 
In  Heaven  if  Love  and  Friendship  dwell. 
Can  rhey  a<«i0ciate  e'er  with  Hell } 

Thou  art  the  same  thro'  change  of  times, 
Tluo'  frozen  zones,  and  burning  climes : 
From  the  equator  to  the  pole. 
The  sa.ne  kind  angel  thro'  the  whole. 
And,  since  thy  choice  is  always  free, 
I  bless  thee  for  thy  smiles  on  me. 

When  sorrows  swell  the  tempest  high. 
Thou,  a  kind  port,  art  always  nigh  ; 
For  aching  hearts  a  sov'reign  cure, 
Not  soft  Nepenthe  ^  half  so  sure  ! 
.  And  when  returning  comforts  rise. 
Thou  the  bright  Sun  that  gilds  our  skies. 
While  these  ideas  warm'd  my  breast, 
My  weary  e>'e-H'ls  stole  to  rest ; 
When  Fancy  re-assmn'd  the  theme. 
And  fumish'd  this  instructive  dream. 

I  sail'd  ujKJn  a  stormy  sea, 
(lliousands  embark'd  alike  with  me) 
My  skiff  was  small,  and  weak  beside. 
Not  built,  methought,  to  stem  the  tide. 
The  winds  along  the  surges  sweep. 
The  wrecks  lie  scatter'd  thro'  the  deep  ; 
Aloud  the  foaming  billows  roar, 
Unfriendly  rocks  forbid  the  shore. 

While  all  our  various  course  pursue, 
A  spacious  i^le  salutes  our  view. 
Two  queens,  with  tempers  ditPring  wide, 
This  new-discover'd  world  divide. 
A  river  parts  their  proper  claim. 
And  Truth  its  cclebratwl  name.  / 

One  side  a  beauteous  tract  of  ground 
I  Prtscnts  with  living  \crdure  crown'd. 
Jilt-  seasons  tenip'rate,  soft,  and  mild, 
I  Au«l  a  kind  Sun  that  always  smil'd. 
I       Few  storms  molest  the  natives  here  j 
I  Coid  is  the  only  ill  they  fear. 
j  'I'liis  liapy>y  c.hmo,  nml  trrateful  soil, 
With  picuty  eiuwiis  the  lab'rers  toil. 

Here  Fritiid>^^liip's  happy  kingdom  grew, 
I  Her  r<  iltns  were  small,  her  subject*  few. 
j  A  thousand  charms  llu:  palac4.'  grace, 
1  A  rock  of  atianiant  its  base. 

!  »  Nepenthe  is  an  herb,  wliich  being  infused  'n 
'  wine,  (li^peN  grief.  It  is  unknown  to  the  nio<lerns ; 
I  but  some  believe  it  a  kind  of  opium,  and  others  take 
it  tor  a  'picicsof  bugloss.     Plin.  '21.  '2 If  &.  23.  '2. 
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Tbo*  thunders  roll,  and  li^tnings  6y, 
This  structure  braves  th*  inclement  sky. 
£T*n  Time,  which  other  piles  devonrs. 
And  mocks  the  pride  of  human  powers. 
Partial  to  llriendship'ft  pile  alone. 
Cements  the  joints,  and  binds  the  stone  ; 
Ripens  the  beauties  of  the  place ; 
Ajod  calls  to  life  each  latent  grace. 

Around  the  throne,  in  order  stand 
Four  Amazons,  a  trusty  band  ; 
Friends  ever  faithful  to  advise. 
Or  to  defend  when  dangers  rise. 
Here  Fortitude  ill  coat  of  mail ! 
There  Justice  lifts  her  golden  scale  ! 
Two  hardy  ciiiefs !  who  persevere. 
With  form  erect,  and  brow  severe ; 
Who  smile  at  perils,  pains,  and  death. 
And  triumph  with  their  latest  breath. 

Temperance,  that  comely  matron's  near. 
Guardian  of  all  the  virtues  here ; 
AdomM  with  ev'ry  blooming  grace, 
Withofit  one  wrinkle  in  her  face. 

But  Prudence  most  attracts  the  sight. 
And  shines  pre-eminently  bright. 
To  view  her  various  thoughts  that  rise. 
The  holds  a  mirror  to  her  eyes; 
The  mirror,  feithful  to  its  charge. 
Reflects  the  vir:gin's  soul  in  large  / 

A  virtue  with  a  softer  air. 
Was  handmaid  to  the  regal  fSsir. 
This  nymph,  indulgent,  constant,  kind. 
Derives  from  Heav'n  her  spotless  mind; 
When  actions  wear  a  dubious  face. 
Puts  the  best  meaning  on  the  case ; 
She  spreads  her  arms,  and  bares  her  breast. 
Takes  in  the  naked  and  distressed  0 
Prefers  the  hungry  orphan's  cries, 
^nd  from  her  qoeen  obtains  supplies. 
The  maid,  who  acts  this. lovely  part, 
GraspM  in  her  hand  a  bleeding  heart 
Fair  Charity  I  be  thou  my  gnest. 
And  be  thy  constant  couch  my  breast 

But  virtues  of  inferior  name. 
Crowd  round  the  throne  with  equal  claim; 
la  loyalty  by  none  surpassed. 
They  hold  allegiance  to  the  last 
Not  ancient  recoil  e'er  can  show 
That  one  deserted  to  tlie  foe. 

The  river's  other  side  displayed 
Alternate  plots  of  flow'rs  and  shade, 
Where  poppies  shone  with  various  hue, 
Where  yielding  willows  plenteous  grew; 
And  humble-plants,  *  by  travellers  thought 
With  slow  but  certain  poison  frvugbt 
Beyond  these  scenes,  the  eye  descry^d 
A  powerful  realm  extended  wide, 
Whose  boundaries  from  north-east  begun. 
And  stretch'd  to  meet  the  south-west  Sun. 
Here  Flatt'ry  boasts  despotic  sway. 
And  basks  in  all  the  warmth  of  day. 

Long  practised  in  Deception's  school. 
The  tyrant  knew  the  arts  to  rule ; 
Klated  with  th'  imperial  robe, 
She  plans  the  conquest  of  the  globe; . 

'  3  The  humble-plant  bends  down  before  the  touch 
(as  the  sensitive  plant  shrinks  from  the  touch)  and 
h  laid  by  some  to  be  tht:  slow  paiaon  of  the  lodiant. 


And  aided  by  her  servile  trains. 

Leads  kings,  and  soi»  of  kings,  in  ehaim. 

Her  dariing  minister  is  Pride. 

(Who  ne*er  was  known  tb  change  his  sid^ 

A  friend  to  all  her  interests  just, 

And  active  to  discharge  his  trust ; 

Careas'd  alike  by  high  and  low. 

The  idol  of  the  belle  and  beau : 

In  ev'ry  shape,  be  shoirs  his  skill. 

And  forms  her  subjects  to  his  will ; 

Enters  their  houses  and  their  hearts. 

And  gains  his  point  before  be  parts. 

Sure  never  minister  was  known 

So  zealous  for  his  sovereign's  tbrooe  I 

Three  sisters,  similar  m  mien. 
Were  maids  of  honour  to  the  queen : 
Who  farther  favours  shared  beside. 
As  daughters  of  her  statesman  Pride, 
The  first,  Conceit,  with  tow'ring  crest. 
Who  looked  with  scorn  upon  the  rest  i 
Fond  of  herself,  nor  less,  I  deem. 
Than  dutchess  in  her  own  esteem. 

Next  Afiectation,  foir  and  young. 
With  half-form'd  accents  on  her  tongue. 
Whose  antic  shapes,  and  various  foce. 
Distorted  every  native  gra^ 

Then  Vanity,  a  wanton  maid, 
Flaunting  in  Brussels  and  brocade  ; 
Fantastic,  fro^csome,  and  wild. 
With  all  the  trinkets  of  a  child. 

The  people,  loyal  to  the  queen. 
Wore  their  attachment  in  their  mien : 
With  cheerful  heart  they  homage  paid. 
And  happiest  he,  who  most  obey*d. 
While  they,  who  sought  their  own  applause. 
Promoted  most  their  sovereign's  cause. 
The  minds  of  all  were  fraught  with  guile. 
Their  manners  dissolute  and  vile ; 
And  every  tribe,  like  Pagans,  run 
To  kneel  before  the  rising  Sun. 

But  now  some  cIam*rous  sounds  arise. 
And  all  the  pleasing  vision  flies. 

Once  more  I  clos'd  my  eyes  to  ale^ 
And  gain'd  th'  imaginary  deep  ; 
Fancy  presided  at  the  helm. 
And  steered  me  back  to  Friendship's  realm. 
But  oh  1  with  honour  I  relate 
The  retolutions  of  her  state. 
The  Tnjan  chief  cou'd  hardly  more 
His  Asiatic  tow'rs  deplore. 
For  Flatt'ry  view'd  those  fairer  plains. 
With  longing  eyes,  where  Friendship  reigns. 
With  envy  heard  her  neigbour's  fame, 
And  often  sigb'd  to  gam  the  same. 
At  length,  by  pride  and  int'rest  fir*d. 
To  Friendship's  kingdom  she  aspiHd. 

And  now  oonunencing  open  foe, 
She  plans  in  thought  some  mighty  blcfw  ; 
Draws  out  hfer  forces  on  the  green. 
And  marches  to  invade  the  queen. 

The  river  Truth  the  hosU  withstood. 
And  rdl'd  her  formidable  flood : 
Her  current  strong,  and  deep,  and  clear. 
No  fords  were  found,  no  femes  near : 
But  as  the  troops  approach'd  the  waves, 
Their  fears  suggest  a  thousand  graves  ; 
They  all  retir'd  with  haste  extreme. 
And  sbudder'd  it  the  dangVous  stream* 
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Vypocrisy  tbe  ginlpli  esploffC ; 
ake  ferms  a  bridge,  and  joms  the  sbont. 
Tbu  often  mrt  or  firaod  prerails, 
Whn  mifiUry  pcoves  £ult. 
TW  troops  sn  easy  passage  find, 
Aad  Vict'ry  foHows  dose  behind 

ftieadship  with  aidonr  chargM  her  foes^ 
Aad  auv  the  fight  promisciious grows^ 
Bat  fhtt^  threw  a  poison'd  dart, 
Aad  plerc'd  the  empress  to  the  heart 
IW  Tktnci  all  anwoid  were  seen 
Ib&ll  in  heaps  aboat  the  queen. 
The  tyrant  stiipt  the  mangled  £ur, 
She  wore  her  t^hj  assnm'd  her  air ; 
Aad  moonting  next  the  snflPrer*s  throne, 
Ckkn'd  the  queen's  titles  as  her  own. 

"  Ah !  injor'd  maid,''  alond  1  cry'd, 
"  JUi !  injnrM  maid,"  the  rocks  reply'd : 
Bat  jndge  my  griefii,  and  share  them  too. 
For  the  ad  tale  pertsins  to  yon ; 
Jadge,  reader,  how  severe  the  wound, 
Whea  Friendship's  foes  were  mine,  I  found  ; 
When  the  sad  scene  of  pride  and  guile 
Was  Britain's  poor  degen'rate  ble^ 

The  AoMons,  who  propped  the  state, 
Biply  surriVd  the  gen'ral  fiite. 
jMlke  to  Powis-house  is  Bed, 
Aad  Yorlce  sustains  her  radiant  head. 
The  Tiitae  Fortitude  appears 
hi  open  day  at  Ligoiuer*s  ; 
DhalnoQs  heroine  of  the  sky. 
Who  leads  to  Tanquish  or  to  die  1 
nVns  she  our  Tefrans'  tareasU  innir'd. 
When  Jk^*%  fiuthless  sons  retired : 
fbrToomay's  tieach'rous  tow^  can  tell 
Britannia's  children  greatly  fell. 
Mo  partial  virtue  of  the  plainl 
She  nmAd  the  lions  of  the  mam : 
Hcsoe  Vernon's  little  aeet  3  sncceeds, 
Aad  hence  the  cen'roos  Cornwall  <  bleeds ! 
flcaee  GieenTiUe  ^  glorious ! — for  she  smil'd 
Oa  ^  ynnng  hero  from  a  child. 

TW  in  high  life  such  virtues  dwell, 
Thejni  suit  plebeian  breasto  as  welL 
Ssy,  that  the  mighty  and  the  great 
Bhse  hke  meridian  suns  of  state  ^ 
Efidgent  exodlence  di^ay, 
Uke  HaBifiut,  in  floods  of  day ; 
Oar  kaser  orba  may  pour  their  light, 
Ifte  the  auld  crescent  of  the  night. 
TW  pale  our  beams,  and  small  our  sphere, 
9hi  «a  may  diine  aerene  and  clear. 

<Sfe  to  the  judge  the  scarlet  gown,' 
To  BMrtial  souls  the  civic  crown: 
Wkat  dien  ?  b  merit  their's  alone  ? 
Have  we  no  worth  to  call  our  own? 
Infl  «e  not  vindkate  our  part, 
hthe  finn  breast,  and  upright  hearth 
leader,  these  virtues  may  be  thme, 
TW  a  superior  light  they  shme. 
I  caat  discbarge  great  Hardwick's  trust— 
Tiae— but  my  soul  may  still  be  just, 
iai  tfao' I  cant  the  state  defond, 
n  draw  the  sword  to  serve  my  friend. 


'AtPOfioBello. 

*  Against  the  oomhined  fleets  of  France  and  Spain. 

*  Died  in  a  later  engagement  with  the  French  fleet 


Two  golden  virtties  are  behind. 
Of  equal  import  to  the  mind; 
Prudence,  to  point  out  Wisdom's  way. 
Or  to  reclaim  us  when  we  stray ; 
Temp'rance,  to  guard  the  youthful  heart. 
When  Vice  and  Folly  throw  tlie  dart ; 
Pach  virtue,  let  the  world  agree. 
Daily  resides  with  you  and  me. 
And  when  our  souls  in  friendship  .join. 
We'll  deem  the  social  bond  divine ; 
Thro*  ev'ry  scene  maintain  our  trust. 
Nor  e'er  be  timid  or  unjust 
That  breast,  which  Virtue  calls  her  own. 
That  breast,  where  Honour  builds  his  throne. 
Nor  int'rest  warps,  nor  fear  appalls, 
When  danger  frowns,  or  lucre  calls. 
No!  the  true  friend  collected  stands. 
Fearless  his  heart,  and  pure  hi«  hands. 
Let  int'rest  plead,  let  storms  arise. 
He  dates  be  honest,  tbough  ho  dice. 


MARRIAGE. 
VISION    VII. 

iVSCmtBtD  TO   MISS  *♦*♦» 

Faisist,  this  vision  is  thy  due, 
I  fbrm'd  th'  instructive  plan  for  you. 
Slight  not  the  rules  of  thoof^tful  age. 
Your  welfisre  actuates  every  page ; 
But  ponder  well  my  sacred  theme. 
And  tremble,  while  you  read  my  dream. 

Those  awful  words,  «<  Till  death  do  pait," 
May  well  alarm  the  youthful  heart : 
No  after-thought  when  once  a  wife  j 
The  die  is  cast,  and  cast  for  life; 
Yet  thousands  venture  ev'ry  day. 
As  some  base  passion  leads  the  way. 
Pert  Silvia  talks  of  wedloek-scenes, 
Tho'  hardly  eater'd  on  her  teens ; 
Smiles  on  her  whining  sparii,  aud  bears 
The  sugar'4  speech  with  raptur'd  ears  ; 
Impatient  of  a  parent's  rule. 
She  leaves  her  sire  and  weds  a  fool. 
Want  enters  at  the  guardless  door. 
And  Love  is  fled,  to  come  no  nuMe. 

Some  few  there  are  of  sordid  mould. 
Who  barter  youth  and  bloom  for  gold ; 
Careless  with  what,  or  whom  they  mate. 
Their  rujing  passion's  all  for  stater 
But  Hjrmen,  gen'rous,  just,  and  kind. 
Abhors,  the  mercenary  mind : 
Such  retiels  groan  beneath  his  rod. 
For  Hymen's  a  vhidictive  god ; 
"  Be  joyless  ev'ry  night,"  be  said, 
*<  And  barren  be  their  nuptial  bed." 

Attend,  my  fair,  to  Wisdom's  voice, 
A  better  hte  shall  crown  thy  choice. 
A  married  life,  to  speak  the  best. 
Is  all  a  lottery  conrest : 
Yet  if  my  fSsir  one  will  be  wise, 
I  will  insure  my  girl  a  prizr> ; 
Tho'  not  a  prize  to  match  thy  worth. 
Perhaps  thy  equal's  not  on  Earth. 

Tis  an  important  point  to  know, 
Th€^s  no  perfection  here  below. 
Man's  an  odd  compound,  after  all, 
And  ever  has  been  smce  the  fall. 
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Say,  that  he  loves  you  from  his  soul. 
Still  man  is  proud,  nor  brooks  oontrouU 
And  tho*  a  slave  in  Lovers  soft  school, 
In  wedlock  claims  bis  right  to  rule. 
The  best,  in  short,  has  fenlts  about  him. 
If  tow  those  faults,  you  must  not  flout  him. 
With  some,  indeed,  yon  can't  dispense. 
As  want  of  temper,  and  of  sense. 
For  when  the  Sun  deserts  the  skies. 
And  the  dull  winter  evenings  rise, 
Then  fur  a  husband's  social  pow'r, 
To  form  the  calm,  conversive  hf»ur; 
The  treasures  of  thy  breast  explore. 
From  that  rich  mine  to  draw  the  ore  J 
Fondly  each  geu'rous  thought  refine, 
And  give  thy  iiaiive  gold  to  &hioe ; 
Show  thee,  as  really  thou  art, 
Iho*  feir,  y«it  fairer  still  at  heart 

Say,  when  lifers  purple  blossoms  fede, 
-As  soon  they  must,  thou  charming  maid  j 
When  iu  thy  cheeks  the  roses  die. 
And  sickness  clouds  that  brilliant  eye ; 
Say,  ^hen  or  ac^e  or  pains  hivade. 
And  those  dear  limbs  shall  call  for  aid ; 
If  thou  ait  fettcr'd  to  a  fool, 
Shall  not  his  transient  passion  cool  ? 
And  when  thy  health  and  beauty  end, 
Shall  thy  weak  mate  persist  a  friend  ? 
But  to  a  man  of  sense,  my  dear, 
Ev*n  then  thou  lovely  shalt  appear; 
He  Ml  share  the  griefs  that  wound  thy  heart, 
And  weeping  claim  the  larger  part ; 
Tho'  age  impairs  that  beauteous  face, 
Jle'll  prize  the  pearl  beyond  its  case. 

In  wedlock  when  the  sexes  meet. 
Friend?  hip  is  only  then  complete. 
'*  lilest  state  !  where  souls  each  other  draw, 
Where  love  is  liberty  and  law  !" 
The  choicest  blessing  found  below. 
That  man  cau  wish,  or  Heaven  bestow  I 
Trust  mc,  these  raptures  are  divine. 
For  lovely  Chloe  once  was  mine  I 
Nor  fear  the  varnish  of  my  style, 
Tlio*  poet,  Pm  estrang'd  to  guile. 
Ah  me  !  my  faithful  lips  impart 
ITie  tcrnuine  lanpiage  of  my  heart ! 

When  bards  extol  their  patrons  high. 
Perhaps  'tis  gold  extorts  the  lie ; 
Perhaps  the  poor  reward  of  bread — 
But  who  bums  incense  to  the  dead  ? 
He,  whom  a  fond  affbction  draws. 
Careless  of  censure,  or  applause ; 
Whose  soul  is  upright  and  sincere. 
With  nought  to  wish,  and  nought  to  fear. 

Now  to  my  visionary  scheme 
Attend,  nnd  profit  by  my  dream. 

Amidst  the  slumbers  of  the  night, 
A  stately  temple  'rose  to  sight ;  . 
And  iincient  As  the  human  race. 
If  Nature's  purposes  you  trace. 
Iliis  fane,  by  all  the  wise  revered, 
To  wedlock's  powerful  god  was  rear'd,. 
Tlard  by  I  saw  a  graceful  sage. 
His  hicks  were  frosted  o'er  by  age  ; 
His  g:»rb  was  plain,  his  mind  serene, 
And  wisdom  tlignificd  his  mien. 
With  curious  search  his  name  I  sought. 
And  found  'twos  Hymen's  (kv'rite — Thought 
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Apace  the  giddy  crowds  •Amoctf 
And  a  lewd  ntyr  led  the  dance : 
1  griev'd  to  see  whole  thousands  rmi. 
For  oh  !  what  thousands  were  midofie ! 
The  sage,  when  thsee  mad  troops  b6  spy'd. 
In  pity  flew  to  join  their  side : 
The  disconcerted  pairs  began 
To  rail  against  him,  to  a  man; 
Vow'd  they  were  strangers  to  his  name. 
Nor  knew  from  whence  the  dotard  came. 

But  mark  the  sequel— for  this  truth 
Highly  ooncenis  impetuoos  youth : 
Long  ere  the  honey-moon  coold  wane. 
Perdition  leiz'd  on  ev'ry  swain ; 
At  ev'ry  house,  and  all  day  long. 
Repentance  ply'd  her  scorpion  throng; 
Disgust  was  there  with  frowning  mien. 
And  every  wayward  child  of  Splemi. 
Hymen  approach'd  his  awful  fisne, 
Attended  by  a  num'rous  train : 
Love  with  each  soft  and  nameless  grsoe. 
Was  first  m  fkvour  and  in  place  ; 
Then  came  the  god  with  solemn  gait. 
Whose  ev'ry  word  was  big  with  fate  ; 
His  hand  a  flamrog  taper  bore. 
That  sacred  symbol,  famM  of  yore : 
Virtue,  adom'd  with  ev'ry  charm, 
Sustain'd  the  god's  incumbent  arm ; 
Beauty  improv'd  tbe  glowing  scene 
With  all  the  roses  of  eighteen : 
Youth  led  the  gayly-smiling  (air. 
His  purple  pinions  wav'd  in  air  : 
Wealth,  a  close  hunks,  walked  hobbling  nigh. 
With  vulture-claw,  and  eagle-eye. 
Who  threescore  years  had  seen,  or  more, 
(Tis  said  his  coat  had  seen  a  score ;) 
Proud  was  tbe  wretch,  tho*  clad  m  rags, 
Presummg  much  upon  his  bags, 

A  female  ne&t  her  arts  dtspby'd. 
Poets  alone  can  paint  the  maid : 
Trust  me,  Hogaitb,  (tho*  ffteat  thy  &me) 
'Twould  pose  thy  skill  to  draw  the  same  ; 
And  yet  thy  mimic  pow'r  is  more 
Than  ever  painter's  was  before  : 
Now  she  was  fair  as  cygnet's  down. 
Now  as  Mat  Prior's  Emma,  brown ; 
And  I  changing  as  the  changing  fiow'r. 
Her  dress  she  vaiy'd  ev'ry  hour : 
'Twas  Fancy,  child  ! — You  know  the  fair. 
Who  pins  your  gown,  and  sets  your  hair. 

Lo  !  the  god  mounts  his  throne  of  state. 
And  sits  the  arbiter  of  fate : 
His  head  with  radiant  glories  drest. 
Gently  rcclin'd  on  Virtue's  breast : 
i/)vo  took  bis  station  on  tbe  right. 
His  quiver  beam'd  with  golden  light 
Beauty  usurp'd  tbe  second  place. 
Ambitious  of  distinguish'd  grace  ; 
She  claim'd  this  ceremonial  joy, 
Bccatne  rebted  to  the  boy  ; 
(Said  It  was  her's  to  point  his  dart, 
And  speed  its  passage  to  the  heart ;) 
While  on  the  god's  inferior  hand 
Fancy  and  Wealth  obtain'd  their  stand. 

And  now  the  hallow'd  rites  proceed. 
And  now  a  thousand  heart-strings  bleed. 
I  saw  a  bloomrag  trembling  bride, 
A  toothleas  lover  jom'd  her  aide  ; 
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kmtB  ifae  toro'd  her  weq>iiig  fiM», 
Aad  diadder'd  at  thexsold  eiobrace. 

BoBt  Tuioas  baits  their  force  impart : 
Tbos  t^ki  lie  at  Gelia*ft  heart : 
A  yarsioB  mnch  too  foul  to  Dame,' 
Oats  tapad&oas  prudes  their  fuD»  i 
Prades  wed  to  publicans  and  simien  ; 
T%t  hungry  poet  weds  for  dinners. 

The  god  with  frown  indignant  Tiew'd 
The  nbble  covetous  or  lewd  ; 
By  er'ry  vice  his  altars  stahi'd. 
By  ev'ry  fool  his  rites  proCan'd : 
When  Lore  ooaiplain*d  of  WealA  akrod, 
ifinnin^y  Wealtii  debanch'd  the  erowd  ; 
Drew  op  hi  form  his  heavy  charge, 
Desiriog  to  be  heard  at  large. 

The  god  consents,  the  throng  divide. 
The  yomig  espousM  the  plaintiff's  side : 
The  old  declar'd  for  the  defendant. 
Bar  Age  is  Mooey's  sworn  attendant* 

Love  said,  that  wedlock  was  design*d 
By  gradous  Heav'n  to  match  the  mind ; 
To  pair  the  tender  and  the  just, 
And  his  the  delegated  trust : 
1^  Wealth  had  play'd  a  knavish  part, 
iad  taogbt  the  tongue  to  wrong  the  h^rt ; 
Bat  what  avails  the  faithless  voice  ? 
The  rejur'd  heart  disdains  the  choice.— 

Wealth  straight  reply'd,  that  Love  was  blind, 
Ari  talk*d  at  random  of  the  mind : 
That  killing  eyes,  and  bleedmg  hearts, 
And  an  th*  arttUeiy  of  darts. 
Were  k»g  ago  exploded  fancies, 
I     And  laosh*d  at  even  in  romances* 

Poets  indeed  style  love  a  treat, 
'     Perhaps  for  want  of  better  meat : 
Aad  k!fe  m%fat  be  delicioas  fare, 
CWd  we,  fike  poets  live  on  ur. 
Bat  grant  that  angels  foast  on  love, 
(Thne  purer  essences  above) 
T«C  Albion's  SODS,  be  understood, 
Preferr'd  a  more  substantial  food. 
Thai  while  witb  gibes  he  dress'd  his  came, 
Ss  grey  admirers  bemm'd  applause. 

With  <ftff»y>»g  conquest  pert  and  proud, 
Wcslft  shook  hb  sides,  and  chuckled  loud; 
When  Fortune,  to  restrain  his  pride, 
iad  food  to  fiivooT  Love  beside, 
Cyng  the  miser's  tape-ty'd  vest, 
BncWd  the  cares  which  stung  his  breast : 
Wokh  stood  abasfaM  at  his  disgrace, 
tts  a  deep  crimson  flnsh'd  his  face. 

Love  sweetly  simper'd  at  the  sight 
Ks  gay  adherents  langh'd  outright 
Ihe  god,  tho*  grave  his  temper,  smil'd, 
^  Hymen  d^rly  priz'd  the  child. 
^  he  who  triumpbi  o'er  his  brother, 
la  tarn  is  famgfa'd  at  by  another* 
9ieh  cmel  scores  ire  often  find 
■^■mI  ibft  criminal  in  kind. 
f *  Pofcrty,  that  fiftnish'd  fiend  ! 
AflfaiCaoQS  of  a  wealthy  firiend, 
^df^ed  into  the  maser's  place, 
^ftar*d  the  stripling  in  the  face ; 
^'^^  Kps  grew  pale,  and  cold  as  clay  ; 
^  tkNi|bt  the  chit  would  swoun  away. 

Ihe  god  was  studious  to  employ 
Hacvei  to  aid  the  vaoquishM  boy ; 


And  therefore  issn'd  his  d«cree. 
That  the  two  parties  straight  agree. 
When  both  obey'd  the  god's  commands. 
And  Love  alid  Riches  join'd  their  hands. 

What  wond'rous  change  in  each  was  wrought. 
Believe  me,  fair,  surpasses  thought 
If  Love  had  many  charms  before. 
He  now  had  charms,  ten  thousand  more. 
If  Wealth  had  serpents  in  his  breast. 
They  now  were  dead,  or  lull'd  to  rest 

Bieauty,  that  vain  affected  thing. 
Who  join'd  the  hymeneal  ring, 
Approach'd  with  round  unthinking  fhce, 
Aixl  thus  the  trifler  states  her  case. 

She  said,  that  Love's  complaints,  'twas  knofWB, 
Exactly  tally'd  with  her  own  ; 
That  Wealth  had  leam'd  the  felon's  arts. 
And  robb'd  her  of  a  thousand  hearts ; 
Desiring  judgment  agahut  Wealth, 
For  falsehood,  peijury,  and  stealth : 
All  which  she  cou'd  on  oath  depose. 
And  hop'd  the  court  would  slit  his  nose. 

But  Hymen,  when  he  heard  her  name, 
Call'd  her  ai^  interloping  dame ; 
Look'd  thro*  the  crowd  with  angry  state. 
And  blam'd  the  porter  at  the  gate. 
For  giving  entrance  to  the  foir. 
When  she  was  no  essential  there. 

To  sink  this  haughty  tjrrant's  pride, 
He  ofder'd  Fancy  to  preside. 
Hence,  when  debates  on  beauty  rise, 
And  each  bright  fair  disputes  the  prize. 
To  Fancy's  court  we  straight  apply. 
And  wait  the  sentence  of  her  eye ; 
In  Beauty's  realms  she  holds  the  seals, 
And  her  awards  preclude  appeals* 


LIFE. 

VISION  VIU. 


Lit  not  the  young  my  precepts  shun  ; 

Who  slight  good  counsels,  are  undone* 

Your  poet  sung  of  love's  delights. 

Of  halcyon  days  and  joyous  nights; 

To  the  gay  fency  lovely  themes  $ 

And  fam  I'd  hope  they're  more  than  dreams. 

But,  if  you  please,  before  we  part, 

I'd  speak  a  language  to  your  heart 

We'll  talk  ef  Life,  tho'  much,  I  fear, 

Th'  ungrateful  tale  will  wound  your  ear. 

You  raise  your  sanguine  thoughts  too  high. 

And  hardly  know  the  reason  why : 

But  say  life's  tree  bears  golden  fruit, 

Some  canker  shall  corrode  the  root ; 

Some  unexpected  storm  shall  rise ; 

Or  scorching  suns,  or  chilling  skies  ; 

And  (if  experienc'd  truths  avail) 

All  your  autumnal  hopes  shall  4il. 

"  But,  poet,  whence  such  wide  extremes  ? 
Well  may  you  style  your  laboprs  dreams. 
A  son  of  sorrow  thou,  I  ween, 
Whose  visions  are  the  brats  of  Spleen. 
Is  bliss  a  vague  unmeaning  name— 
Speak  then  the  passions'  use  or  aim ; 
Why  rage  desires  without  control. 
And  rou3e  such  whirlwinds  m  the  so«l; 
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Why  itope  erects  her  tow*iiii|t  ^"^^ 
And  langhSy  aod  riots  m  the  breast? 
Think  not,  my  weaker  bnun  tons  round, 
Think  not,  I  tread  on  fiury  ground. 
Think  not,  your  pulse  akme  beats  true-* 
lifine  makes  as  li^thiul  music  too. 
Our  joys,  when  life's  soft  qpring  we  trace. 
Put  forth  their  early  buds  apace. 
See  the  bloom  loads  the  tender  shoot. 
The  blodm  conceals  the  future  fruit.    - 
Yes,  manhood's  warm  meridian  iun 
Shall  ripen  what  in  spring  begun. 
Thus  raiant  roses,  ere  th^  blour, 
la  germinating  clusters  grow  ; 
And  only  wait  the  summer's  ray. 
To  burst  and  blossom  to  the  day." 

What  said  the  gay  unthinking  boy  ?<— 
Methougfat  Hilario  talk'd  of  joy  ! 
TeU,  if  thou  canst,  whence  joys  arise. 
Or  what  those  mighty  jojrs  you  prize. 
You'll  find  (and  trust  superior  yean) 
The  vale  of  life  a  vale  of  tears. 
Could  wisdom  teach,  where  joys  abound. 
Or  riches  purchase  l^em,  when  found, 
Woukl  scepter'd  Solomon  complain, 
That  all  was  fleeUng,  felse,  azid  rafai  } 
Yet  scepter'd  Solomon  cou'd  say 
Returning  clouds  obscur'd  his  day. 
Those  maxims,  which  the  preacher  drew, 
The  royal  sage  experienc'd  true. 
He  knew  the  Tarious  ills  that  wait 
Our  infiint  and  meridian  state ; 
That  tovs  our  eariiest  thoughts  engage^ 
And  di£rrent  toys  maturer  age ; 
That  grief  at  er'ry  stage  appears. 
But  different  griefs  at  different  yean  ; 
That  vanity  is  seen,  hi  part, 
Inscribed  on  cfv'ry  human  heart ; 
In  the  child's  breast  the  spark  began, 
Grows  with  his  growth,  and  glares  in  maik 
But  when  in  life  we  joulney  late^     . 
If  follies  die,  do  gri^  abate  ? 
Ah  !  what  is  life  at  fourscore  yean  >— 
One  darit,  rpugh  road  of  sighs,  groanp, 

Perhaps  you'll  thhik  I' act  the  same. 
As  a  sly  sharper  plays  his  game: 
You  trimpph  er'ry  deal  that's  past. 
He's  sure  to  triumph  at  the  last ; 
Who  often  wins  some  thousands  mora 
Than  twice  the  sum  you  won  before. 
But  I'm  a  loser  with  the  rest 
For  life  is  all  a  deal  at  best ; 
Where  not  the  prize  of  wealth  or  feme. 
Repays  the  trouble  of  the  game  ; 
(A  truth  no  winner  e'er  dcny'd. 
An  hour  before  that  winner  dy'd). 
Not  that  with  me  these  prizes  shine. 
For  neither  feme  nor  wealth  are  mine. 
My  cards  ! — a  weak  plebeian  band. 
With  scarce  an  honour  in  my  hand. 
And,  smce  my  trumps  are  very  few, 
What  have  I  more  to  boast  than  you ! 
Nor  am  I  gainer  by  your  fell  ! 
That  harlot  Fortune  bubbles  all. 

Tis  truth  (receive  it  ill  or  well) 
*T»  melancholy  truth  I  telt 
Why  should  the  preacher  take  your  peooe, 

id  smother  truth  to  flatter  sense } 


[teani 
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I'm  sure,  ph3r8icians  have  no  neif£ 
Who  kill,  thro'  lenity  of  spmL 

That  life's  a  game,  divines  confess. 
This  says  at  cards,  and  that  at  chess : 
But  if  our  views  be  center'd  here, 
Tis  all  a  losing  game,  I  fear. 

Sailors,  you  know,  when  wan  obtain. 
And  hostile  vessels  crowd  the  main, 
If  they  Aisoover  from  afer 
A  bark,  as  distant  as  a  star. 
Hold  the  perspective  to  thdr  eyes. 
To  learn  its  cokmn,  strength,  and  size  $ 
And  when  this  secret  once  they  know. 
Make  ready  to  reeeive  the  foe. 
Let  you  and  I  from  sailors  learn 
Important  truths  of  like  concern. 

I  clos'd  the  day  as  custom  led. 
With  reading,  tiU  the  tame  of  bed ; 
Where  Fancy,  at  the  midnight  hour, 
Agam  display'd  her  magic  pow'r, 
(For  know,  that  Fancy,  like  a  sprigfat, 
Prefen  the  silent  scenes  of  night) 
She  lodg'd  me  in  a  neighb'ring  wood. 
No  matter  where  the  thicket  stood  ; 
The  genius  of  the  place  was  nigh. 
And  held  two  pictures  to  my  eye. 
The  curious  painter  had  pourtray'd 
Life  in  each  just  and  genuine  shade. 
They,  wbQ  have  only  known  its  dawn. 
May  think  these  lines  too  deeply  drawn  | 
But  riper  years,  I  fear,  will  shew. 
The  wiser  artist  paints  too  true. 

One  piece  presents  a  rueful  wild. 
Where  not  a  summer's  sun  had  smil'd : 
The  road  with  (horns  is  oover'd  wide, 
And.Orief  sits  weeping  by  the  side; 
Her  tean  with  coitttant  tenour  How^ 
And  form  a  moumfril  lake  below  ; 
Whose  silent  waters,  dark  and  deep. 
Thro'  all  the  gloomy  valley  creep. 

Passions  that  flatter,  w  that  slay. 
Are  beasts  that  fewn,  or  birds  that  prey. 
Here  Vice  assumes  the  serpent's  shape; 
There  Folly  personates  the  ape  ; 
Here  Av'rice  gripes  with  harpies'  claws  ; 
There  JtEslice  grins  with  tigen'  jaws  ; 
Whil^  SO0B  of  mischief,  Art  and  Guile, 
Are  ailigaton  of  the  Kile. 

£v'n  Pleasure  acts  a  treach'rous  part. 
She  charms  the  sense,  but  stings  the  heart; 
And  when  she  gulls  us  of  our  wealth. 
Or  that  superior  pearl,  our  health. 
Restores  us  nought  but  pains  and  woe. 
And  drowns  us  in  the  lake  below. 

There  a  commission'd  angels  stands. 
With  desolation  in  his  hands ! 
He  sends  the  all-devouring  flame. 
And  cities  hardly  boast  a  name : 
Or  wings  the  pestilential  blast. 
And  to !  ten  thousands  breathe  their  las^ : 
He  qpeak»— obedient  tempests  roar. 
And  guilty  nations  are  no  more : 
He  speaks — the  fury  Discord  raves, 
And^ sweeps  whole  armies  to  their  graves: 
Or  Famine  lifts  her  mildew'd  hand. 
And  Hunger  howls  thro*  all  the  land. 

'*  Oh !  what  a  wretch  is  man,"  I  cry*d, 
"  Expos'd  to  death  on  ev'ry  side ! 
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Aad  Mife  as  bom,  to  be  undone 
Bf  erik  whidi  he  caimot  shun ! 
Besides  a  thoMaipd  baks  to  sin, 
A  tboaamds  traitors  iudg'd  within  I 
For  soon  as  Vioe  astsanlts  the  heart, 
Ibe  rebels  take  the  demon's  part." 

I  s^  my  9dauDg  bosom  bleeds  ;* 
Wben  straight  the  milder  phm  sooceeds. 
the  lake  of  tears,  the  dreary  shore. 
The  ame  as  in  the  piece  bdR>re. 
But  gleams  of  light  are  here  displayM, 
Toefaeer  the  eye  and  gild  the  shade, 
AfBietion  spesks  a  softer  style, 
iad  Disappointment  wears  a  InMew 
A  groop  of  Tirtnes  blossom  near, 
IVeir  roots  improve  by  evVy  tear. 

Hete  Patience,  gentle  maid  i  is  nigh. 
To  esim  the  storm,  and  wipe  the  eye  ; 
Hope  acti  the  kind  physician's  part. 
And  warms  the  solitary  heart ; 
Beligion  nobler  comfort  brings, 
Dissnns  oar  griefi,  or  blunts  jtbeir  stmgs  ; 
Foiats  ont  the  balance  on  the  whole, 
iad  Heaven  rewards  the  struggling  seal. 

Bat  while  these  raptures  1  pursue, 
Ihe  genius  suddenly  withdrew. 


DEATH. 


VISION  THE  LAST. 

Tq  tiieugbt  my  Visions  are  too  grave  >  ; 
A  proof  Fm  no  designing  knave. ' 
Pttbaps  if  Int'reat  held  the  scales, 
I  had  devis'd  quite  diiTrent  tales; 
Hsd  jam* A  the  latighing  low  bufibon, 
Aad  ssribbled  satire  and  lampoon ; 
C^stifT*d  eadi  source  of  soft  desire, 
iad  CranM  the  coals  of  wanton  fire; 
IVoi  bad  my  paltry  Visions  soM, 
Yes,  all  my  dreams  had  tum'd  to  gold  ; 
Had  prov'd  the  darlings  of  the  town, 
Aad  I— «  poet  of  renown  ! 

Let  not  my  awful  theme  sniprite, 
lA  no  namsnly  feaia  arise. 
1  vesr  no  meiaiDcbdy  hue, 
Mo  wreaths  of  cypress  or  of  yew. 
1W  shrond,  tiie  coffin,  pall,  or  herse, 
ShaO  ne'er  defbnn  my  softer  verse : 
It  me  consign  the  fbn'ral  plume, 
The  herald's  paint,  the  scuiptur'd  tomb, 
Aad  an  the  soleom  farce  of  graves, 
Toaadeftakcrs  and  their  slaves. 

Yoa  know,  that  moral  writers  say 
The  workPs  a  stage,  and  life  a  play  ; 
Ibst  ia  this  drama  to  succeed, 
K«|oii«s  BBuch  thought,  and  toil  indeed  ! 
Tboe  Mill  reraatos  one  labour  more, 
V^Bihapi  a  greater  than  "before.  ^ 

leUge  the  search,  and  you  shall  find 
Tltt  harder  task  is  still  behind ; 
Tbst  hardertask,  to  quit  the  stoga 
b  early  ymth,  or  riper  age ; 
'•leave the  ooinnany  and  place, 
^A  fimraess,  dignity,  and  grace. 

Came,  then,  the  closmg  scenes  survey, 
Tb  the  last  act  which  crowns  the  play. 

^  iSee  the  Monthly  Review  of  Ifew  Books,  for 
^^wuj  1751. 


Do  weH  this  grand  decisive  pait. 
And  gain  the  plaudit  of  your  heart. 
Few  greatly  live  in  Wisdom's  eye- 
But  oh!  how  few  who  greatly  die ! 
Who,  when  their  days  approach  an  end. 
Can  meet  the  foe,  as  friend  meets  friend. 

Instructive  heroes  !  tell  us  whence 
Your  noble  scorn  of  flesh  and  sense  I 
You  part  from  all  we  prize  so  dear 
Nor  drop  one  soft  reluctant  tear : 
Part  from  those  ^tender  joys  of  life, 
Ihe  friend,  the  parent,  child,  and  wife^ 
Death's  black  and  stormy  gulph  you  bimve^ 
And  ride  exulting  on  the  wave; 
Deem  thrones  but  trifles  all ! — no  more-* 
Nor  send  one  wishful  look  to  shore. 

For  foreign  ports  and  lands  unknown. 
Thus  the  firm  sailor  leaves  his  own  ; 
Obedient  to  the  rising  gale, 
Unmoors  his  bark,  and  spreads  his  sail ; 
Defies  the  ocean,  and  the  wind, 
Nor  mourns  the  joys  he  leaves  behind*. 

Is  Death  a  powerful  monarch }  True— • 
Perhaps  you  dread  the  tyrant  too  I 
Fear,  like  a  fog,  precludes  the  light. 
Or  swells  the  object  to  the  sight. 
Attend  my  visionary  page. 
And  ril  disarm  the  tyrant's  rage. 
Come,  let  this  ghastly  form  appear^ 
He's  not  so  terrible  when  near. 
Distance  deludes  th*  unwary  eye. 
So  clouds  seem  monsters  in  the  sky  t 
Hold  frequent  converse  with  him  nonf 
He'll  daily  wear  a  milder  brow. 
Why  is  my  theme  with  terrour  fraught  \ 
Because  you  shun  the  frequent  thought. 
Say,  when  the  captive  pard  is  nigh,     / 
Whence  thy  pale  cheek  and^frighted  eye  > 
Say,  why  dismayed  thy  manly  breast. 
When  the  grim  lion  shakes  his  crest  ? 
Because  these  savage  fighU  are  nei^^ 
No  keeper  shudders  at  the  view. 
Keepers,  accnstom'd  to  the  scene. 
Approach  the  dens  with  look  serene. 
Fearless  thehr  grisly  charge  eaplore. 
And  smile  to  hear  the  tyrants  roar. 
«<  Ay—but  to  die  I  to  bid  adieu  ! 
An  everlasting  farewell  tooT 
Farewell  to  ev'ry  joy  around ! 
Oh!  the  heart  sickens  at  the  sound!** 

Stay,  stripling — thou  art  poorly  taught-«- 
Joy  didst  thou  say  ?•— discard  the  thoi^lbt 
Joys  are  a  rich  celestial  fruit. 
And  scorn  a  sublunary  root 
What  wears  the  foce  of  joy  below, 
Is  often  fbund  but  splendid  woe. 
Joys  here,  like  unsubstantial  fome. 
Are  nothings  with  a  pompous  name; 
Or  else,  like  comets  in  the  sphere. 
Shine  with  destruction  in  their  rear. 

Passions,  like  clouds,  obscure  the  sight^ 
Hence  mortals  seldom  judge  aright 
The  world's  a  harsh  unfruitful  soil. 
Yet  still  we  hope,  and  still  we  toU  ; 
Deceive  ourselves  with  wond'rous  art. 
And  disappointment  wrings  the  heart 
Thus  when  a  mist  collects  around. 
And  hovers  o'er  a  barren  ground. 
The  poor  deluded  trav'ler  spies 
bnagin'd  trees  and  stmcturet  rfutt 
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But  when  the  shrooded  Sun  is  clear. 
The  desert  and  the  rocks  appear. 

"  Ah — ^but  when  youthfol  blood  nms  high. 
Sure  'tis  a  dreadful  tiling  to  die  ! 
To  die!  and  what  exalts  the  gloom, 
I'm  told  that  man  survives  the  tomh ! 
O !  can  the  learned  prelate  find 
What  future  scenes  await  the  mind  ? 
Where  wings  the  soul,  dislodg'd  from  clay  ? 
Some  courteous  angel  pomt  the  way  ! 
That  unknown  somewhere  in  the  skies! 
Say,  where  that  unknown  somewhere  lies  ; 
Anid  kindly  prove,  when  life  is  o'er, 
That  pains  and  sorrows  are  no  more. 
« For  doubtless  dying  is  a  curse, 
If  present  ills  be  cbang'd  for  worse." 

Hush,  my  young  friend,  forego  the  theme. 
And  listen  to  your  poet's  dream. 

£re-while  I  took  an  evening  walk, 
Honorio  join'd  in  social  talk. 
Along  the  lawns  the  zephjrrs  sweep. 
Each  ruder  wind  was  lull'd  asleep. 
The  sky,  all  beauteous  to  behold, 
Was  st|eak*d  with  azure,  green,  and  gold ; 
But,  tho'  serenely  soft  and  fair. 
Fever  hung  brooding  in  the  air ; 
Tlien  settled  on  Honorio's  breast,      * 
Which  shudde^d  at  the  fatal  guest 
Ko  drugs  the  kindly  wish  fulfil, 
Disease  eludes  the  doctor's  skill. 
The  poison  spreads  through  all  the  frame. 
Ferments,  and  kindles  into  flame. 
From  side  to  side  Honorio  turns. 
And  now  with  thirst  insatiate  burns. 
His  eyes  resign  their  wonted  grace. 
Those  friendly  lamps  escpire  apace ! 
The  brain's  an  useless  organ  grown. 
And  Reason  tumbled  from  his  tbrone.— • 

But  while  the  purple  surges  glow. 
The  currents  thicken  as  they  flow ; 
The  blood  in  ev'ry  distant  part 
Stagnates  and  disappomts  Uie  heart ; 
Befranded  of  its  crimson  store, 
The  vital  engine  plays  no  more. 

Honorio  dead,  the  fun'nil  bell 
CalPd  ev'ry  friend  to  bid  farewell. 
I  join'd  the  melancholy  bier. 
And  dropp'd  the  unavailing  tear. 

The  clock  struck  twelve— when  nature  sought 
Repose  from  all  the  pangs  of  thought ; 
And  while  my  limbs  were  sank  to  rest, 
A  vision  sooth'd  my  troubled  breast 

I  dream'd  the  spectre  Death  appear'd, 
r  dream'd  his  hollow  voice  I  heard  ! 
Methought  th'  imperial  tyrant  wore 
A  state  no  prince  assum'd  before. 
All  natui«  fetch'd  a  gen'ral  groan, 
And  lay  expiring  round  his  throne. 

I  gaz'd — when  straight  arose  to  sight 
The  most  detested  fiend  of  night. 
He  shufiHed  with  unequal  pace, 
And  conscious  shame  deform'd  his  face. 
With  jealous  leer  he  squinted  round, 
Or  fix'd  his  eyes  upon  the  ground. 
From  Hell  this  frightful  monster  came, 
Sm  was  his  sire,  and'Qailt  his  name. 

This  fury,  with  ofRclous  care, 

'aited  around  the  sov*reiBrn's  chair^ 

robes  of  terrours  drest  the  king, 

i arm'd  him  with  a  baneliil  stingy 


Gave  fierceness  to  the  tyrant's  eye. 
And  hung  the  sword  upon  his  thigh. 
Diseases  next,  a  hideous  crowd  ! 
Proclaimi'd  their  master's  empire  bud  ; 
And,  all  obedient  to  hb  will. 
Flew  in  commission'd  troops  to  kill. 

A  rising  whirlwind  shakes  the  poles. 
And  lightning  glares,  and  thunder  wol\$^ 
The  monarch  and  his  train  prepare 
To  range  thQ  foul  tempestuous  air. 
Straight  to  his  shoulders  he  applies 
Two  pinions  of  enormous  size ! 
Methought  I  saw  the  ghastly  form 
Stretch  his  black  wtngs,  and  mount  the  storm. 
When  Fancy's  airy  horse  I  strode. 
And  join'd  the  army  on  the  road. 
As  the  grim  conqu'ror  urg'd  hb  way, 
He  scatter'd  terrour  and  dismay. 
Thousands  a  pensive  aspect  wore, 
Thousands  who  sneer'd  at  Death  befbie. 
life's  records  rise  on  ev'ry  side^ 
And  Conscience  spreads  those  volumes  wide; 
Mluch  faithful  registers  were  brought 
By  pale-ey'd  Fear  and  busy  Thought 
Tliose  faults  which  artful  men  conceal. 
Stand  here  engrav'd  with  pen  of  steel, 
By  Conscience,  that  impartial  scribe ! 
\Vho8e  honest  palm  disdains  a  bribe. 
Their  actions  all  like  critics  view. 
And  all  like  faithful  critics  too. 
As  guilt  had  stain'd  life's  various  stage. 
What  teari  of  Mood  bedew'd  the  page! 
All  shudder'd  at  the  black  account. 
And  scarce  believ'd  their  vast  amount ! 
All  vpw'd  a  sudden  change  of  heart. 
Would  Death  relent,,  and  sheathe  hb  dart 
But,  when  the  awful  foe  withdrew. 
All  to  their  follies  fled  anew. 

So  when  a  wolf,  who  scours  at  large. 
Springs  on  the  shepherd^s  fleecy  chai^e^ 
The  flock  in  wild  disorder  fly. 
And  cast  behind  a  frequent  eye; 
But,  when  the  victim's  home  away. 
They  rush  to  pasture  and  to  play.     . 

Indulge  my  dream,  and  let  my  pen 
Paint  those  unmeaning  creatures,  men. 

Carus,  with  pains  and  sickness  worn. 
Chides  the  slow  night,  and  sighs  for  mom  ; 
Soon  as  he  views  the  eastern  ray. 
He  mourns  the  quick  return  of  day ; 
Hourly  laments  protracted  breath. 
And  courts  the  healing  hand  of  Death. 

Verres,  oppressed  with  guilt  and  shume, 
Shipwreck'd  in  fortune,  health,  and  fame. 
Pines  for  hb  dark  sepulchral  bed. 
To  mingle  with  th'  unheeded  dead. 

With  fourscore  jrears  grey  Natho  bends, 
A  burden  to  himself  and  friends ; 
And  with  impatience  seems  A)  wait 
The  friendly  hand  of  ling'ring  fate. 
So  hirelings  wish  their  labour  done. 
And  often  eye  the  we:*tem  Sun. 

The  monarch  hears  tlieir  various  grief, 
t)escends,  and  brings  the  wbh'd  relief. 
On  DeatJi  witli  wild  surprise  they  jitar'd ; 
All  seem'd  averse  !  all  unprepared  ! 

As  torrents  sweep  with  rapid  force, 
Tlic  grave's  pale  chief  pursu'd  his  course. 
•  No  human  pow'r  can  or  withstand, 
Or  shun  the  conquests  of  hi»  l'''*"4<v^-^^T^ 
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Ob!  coqU the pfinee of  npriglit mindy 

And,  as  a  guardian  angel,  kind. 

With  er'ry  heart-feH  worth  bedide. 

Tun  the  keen  shaft  of  vDeath  aside. 

When  voold  the  bmTe  Aagnstus  johi 

The  ashes  of  his  sacred  line  j 

Bat  Death  maintains  no  partial  wgr. 

He  mocks  a  saltan  or  a  czar. 

He  bys  his  iron  hand  on  all — 

Yes,  kings,  and  sons  of  kinfs,  most  &Uf 

A  tnith  Brftannin  lately  felt. 

And  trembled  to  her  centre  *■ ! — 

Coo*d  ablest  statesoien  ward  the  blow, 
Woo'd  GranTille  own  this  common  foe  ? 
For  greater  talents  ne'er  were  known 
To  grace  the  fiiv'rite  of  a  throae. 

Con»d  genios  save— wit,  learning,  fire — 
Tdl  me,  woakl  Chesterfield  expire  ? 
Say,  voa'd  his  glork)^  Sun  decline. 
And  set  like  your  pale  star  or  mine  ? 

Qm'd  ev^  vhrtue  of  the  sky — 
Woo'd  Herring  «,  Butler  \  Seeker^  die  > 

Why  this  address  to  peerage  all — 
rntitled  Allen*s  virtues  call ! 
If  Allen's  worth  demands  a  place, 
Liifds,  with  your  leave,  *iis  no  disgrace. 
Tho^  hig^  your  ranks  in  heralds*  rolls^ 
Know  Virtue  too  ennobles  souls. 
By  her  that  private  man's  renownM, 
Who  pours  a  thousand  bttesiags  round. 
While  Allen  takes  Affliction's  part. 
And  draws  out  all  his  g«!n*rous  heart ; 
Andous  to  seize  the  fluting  day, 
JLfst  onimprov'd  it  steal  away ; 
"WhSie  thus  be  walks  with  jealous  strife 
Thro'  goodness,  as  be  walks  thro*  life^ 
Shall  not  I  mark  his  radiant  path  ? 
Rise,  Muse,  and  sing  the  Man  of  Bath  ! 
Pnb^  abroad,  cou'd  goodness  save, 
Allen  wou'd  disappoint  the  grave ; 
Traaflated  to  the  heavenly  shore. 
Like  Enoch,  when  his  walk  was  o*er. 

Not  Beauty's  powerful  pleas  restrain*- 
Her  pleas  are  trifling,  woik,  and  vain  ; 
For  women  pierce  with  shrieks  the  air. 
Smite  their  bare  breasts,  and  rend  their  hair. 
All  have  a  doleful  Ule  to  tell. 
How  friends,  sons,  daaghteit,  husbands  fell ! 

Alas !  is  life  our  fiiv'rite  theme ! 
Tm  all  a  vain,  or  painful  dream. 
A  dicam  which  Ibob  or  cowards  prize, 
Bot  slighted  by  the  brave  or  wise. 
Who  lives,  lor  others'  ills  must  groan, 
t>r  bleed  for  sorrows  of  his  own  ; 
*Mast  journey  on  with  weeping  eye, 
Then  pant,  sink,  agonize,  and  die. 

^  And  shall  a  man  arraign  the  skies, 
Because  man  lives,  and  mourns,  and  die*  ? 
Impatient  resile !"  Reason  cry'd ; 
**  Arraign  thy  passion  and  thy  pride. 
Itetzie,  and  commune  with  thy  heart, 
Aik,  whence  thou  cam'st,  and  what  thou  art 
Explore  thy  b6dy  and  thy  mmd, 
Thy  station  too,  why  here  assignHl. 

*  Referring  to  the  death  of  his  late  royal  highness 
Frederick  prince  of  Wales. 

^  Arrhbcshop  of  Canterbury. 

*  Late  bishop  of  Durham. 
^BisiupofOzfonL 


The  search  shall  teach  tiiee  life  to  prize^ 
And  make  thee  gratefiil,  good,  and  wise. 
Wliy  do  ]rou  roam  to  foreign  dimes, 
To  study  nations,  modes,  and  times  ; 
A  science  often  dearly  bought. 
And  often  what  avails  yon  nought } 
Go,  man,  and  act  a  wiser  part. 
Study  the  science  of  jrour  heart, 
lliis  home  philosophy,  you  know. 
Was  priz'd  some  Uiousand  years  ago  '• 
Then  why  abroad  a  frequent  guest  ? 
Why  such  a  stranger  to  3roor  breast  ? 
Why  turn  so  many  volumes  o'er. 
Till  Dodsley  can  supply  no  more  } 
Not  all  the  volumes  on  thy  shelf. 
Are  worth  that  single  volume,  self. 
For  who  this  sacred  book  declines, 
Howe'er  in  other  arts  he  shines ; 
Tho'  smit  with  Pindar's  noble  rage. 
Or  vers'd  in  Tully's  noanly  page ; 
Tbo'  deeply  read  in  Plato's  school  ; 
With  all  his  knowledge  is  a  fool. 

**  Proclaim  the  truth— ^say,  what  is  man  ? 
His  body  from  the  dust  began ; 
And  when  a  few  short  jrears  are  o^er. 
The  crumbling  fabric  is  no  more. 

*'  But  whence  ihe  soul  ?  From  Heav'a  it  camel 
Oh  !  prize  this  intellectual  flame. 
This  nobler  self  with  rapture  scan, 
^Tis  mind  alone  which  makes  the  man. 
Trust  me,  there's  not  a  joy  on  Earth, 
But  from  the  soul  derives  its  birth. 
Ask  the  young  rake  (he'll  answer  right)  * 
Who  treats  by  day,  and  drinks  by  night, 
Wliat  makes  his  entertainments  shine. 
What  gives  the  relish  to  his  wine ; 
He  *i\  tell  thee,  (if  he  scorns  the  beast) 
That  social  pleasures  form  the  feast. 
The  charms  of  beauty  too  shall  ploy. 
Unless  the  soul  exalts  the  joy. 
The  mind  must  animate  the  fece. 
Or  cold  and  tasteless  ev'ry  grace. 

«*  What !  must  the  soul  her  pow»rs  dispense 
To  raise  and  swell  the  joys  of  sense  ?— 
Know  too,  the  joys  of  sense  control. 
And  clog  the  motions  of  the  sonl ; 
Forbid  her  pinions  to  aspire, 
Damp  and  impair  her  native  fire  : 
And  sore  as  Sense  (that  tyrant !)  reigns. 
She  holds  the  empress,  Soul,  in  chains. 
Inglorious  bondage  to  the  mind, 
Heaven-bom,  sublime,  and  unconfin'd ! 
She's  independent,  feir  and  great. 
And  justly  claims  a  large  estate  ; 
She  asks  no  borrow'd  aids  to  shine. 
She  boasts  within  a  golden  mine  ; 
But,  like  the  treasures  of  Peru, 
Her  wealth  lies  deep,  and  fiir  fh>m  view,        " 
Say,  shall  the  man  who  knows  her  worth, 
DelMse  her  dignity  and  birth  ;  •  ^ 

Or  e'er  repine  at  Heaven's  decree, 
Who  kindly  gave  her  leave  to  be ; 
Caird  her  from  nothing  inta  day. 
And  built  her  tenement  of  clay; 
Hear  and  accept  me  for  your  guide, 
(Reasijn  shall  ne'er  desert  your  side.) 

*  KNOW  THTseiP — a  celebrated  sayrag  of  Chilly 
one  of  the  seven  wise  men  of  Greece. 
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Who  liftent  to  my  wiser  voice, 

Gui*t  but  applaud  his  maker's  choice ; 

Pleas'd  with  that  first  and  soy'reign  cause, 

Plcas'd  with  unerring  Wisdom's  laws } 

Secure,  since  Sor'reign  Goodness  reigns, 

Secure,  since  Sov'retgn  Pow'r  obtains. 
*«  With  curious  eyes  review  thy  frame, 

This  science  shall  direct  thy  claim. 

IX>st  thou  indulge  a  double  view, 

A  long,  long  life,  and  happy  too  ? 

Perhaps  a  fiurther  boon  you  crave — 

To  lie  down  easy  in  the  grave  ? 

^low  then  my  dictates  must  prevail, 

Or  surely  each  fond  wish  shall  fail. — 
«  Com^  then,  is  happiness  thy  aim  ? 

Let  mental  joys  be  all  thy  game* 

Repeat  the  search,  and  mend  your  pace. 

The  capture  shall  reward  the  chase. 

Let  ev'ry  minute,  as  it  springs. 

Convey  fresh  knowledge  on  its  wings  ; 

het  ev'ry  minute,  as  it  flies. 

Record  thee  good  fis  well  as  wise. 

While  such  pursuits  your  thoughts  enga^. 

In  a  few  years  you'll  live  an  age. 

Who  measures  life  by  rolling  years  ? 

Fools  measure  by  revolvmg  spheres. 

Go  thou  and  fetch  th'  unerring  rule 

From  Virtue's,  and  from  Wisdom's  schooL 

Who  well  improves  life's  shortest  day, 

Will  scarce  regret  its  setUng  ray ; 

Contented  with  his  share  of  light, 

Nor  fear  nor  wish  th'  approach  of  night. 

And  when  Disease  assaults  the  heart. 

When  Sickness  triumphs  over  Art , 

ReflectioDS  on  a  life  well  past. 

Shall  prove  a  cordial  to  the  last ; 

This  med'cme  shall  the  soul  sustain. 

And  soften  or  suspend  her  pain  ; 

Shall  break  Death's  fell  tyrannic  pow'r. 

And  calm  the  troubled  dying  hour. " 
Blest  rules  of  cod  prudential  agp ! 

I  listen'd,  and  rever'd  the  sage.  ^ 

When  lo  !  a  form  divinely  bright 

Descends  ^nd  bursts  upon  my  sight, 

A  seraph  of  illustrious  birth ! 

(Religion  was  her  name  on  Earth) 
Supremely  sweet  her  radiant  feoe. 

And  bloommg  with  celestial  grace ! 

Three  shining  cherubs  form'd  her  train, 

Wav'd  their  light  wings,  and  reach'd  the  plain  ; 
Filth,  with  sublime  and  pieroing  eye. 
And  pinioas  flutt'ring  for  the  sky ; 
Here  Hope,  that  smiling  angel,  stands. 
And  golden  anchors  grace  her  hands  ; 
There  Charity,  in  robes  of  white. 
Fairest  and  fev'rite  maid  of  light  I 

The  seraph  spake — "  Tis  Reason's  pait, 
To  govern,  and  to  guard  the  heart ; 
To  lull  the  wayward  soul  to  rcst^ 
When  hopes  and  fears  distract  the  breast. 
Reason  may  calm  this  doubtful  strife. 
And  steer  thy  bark  thro'  various  life : 
But  when  the  storms  of  death  are  nigh. 
And  midnight  darkness  veils  the  sky. 
Shall  Reason  then  direct  thy  sail, 
Disperse  the  clouds,  or  sink  the  gale  ? 
Granger,  this  skill  alone  is  mine, 
U !  that  tramcendi  his  scanty  lin«. 


"  That  hoary  sage  has  coonsd'd  rights 
Be  wise,  nor  scorn  his  friendly  light. 
Revere  thyself-— thou*rt  near  ally'd 
To  angehi  on  thy  better  side. 
How  various  e'er  their  ranks  or  kinds. 
Angels  are  but  unbodied  minds ; 
When  the  partition-walls  decay. 
Men  emerge  angels  from  their  clay. 
"  Yes,  when  the  firailer  body  dies. 
The  soul  asserts  her  kindred  skies. 
But  minds,  tho'  q>rung  from  heav'nly  race. 
Must  first  be  tutor'd  for  the  place.    . 
(The  joys  above  aro  understood^ 
And  relish'd  only  by  the  good) 
Who  shall  assume  this  guardian  care  ? 
Who  shall  secure  their  birthright  there? 
Soote  are  my  charge — to  me  'tis  giv'n 
To  train  them  for  their  native  Heav-n, 

'^  Know  then— Who  bow  the  early  knee. 
And  give  the  willmg  heart  to  me ; 
Who  wisely,  when  Temptation  waits. 
Elude  her  frauds,  and  spurn  her  baits  ; 
Who  dare  to  own  my  injur'd  cause, 
(Tho'  fools  deride  my  sacred  laws;) 
Or  scorn  to  deviate  to  the  wrong, 
Tho'  Persecution  lifts  her  thong ; 
Tho'  all  the  sons  of  Hell  conspire 
To  raise  the  stake,  and  light  the  fire  ; 
Know,  that  for  such  superior  souls. 
There  lies  a  bliss  beyond  the  poles ; 
Where  spirits  shine  with  purer  ray. 
And  brighten  to  meridian  day ; 
Whero  love,  where  boundless  friendship  rules, 
(No  friends  tiiat  change,  no  love  that  cools ! ) 
Where  rising  floods  of  knowledge  roll. 
And  pour  and  pour  upon  the  soul ! 

**  But  Where's  the  passage  to  the  skies  !— 
The  road  thro*  Death's  black  valley  lies. 
Nay,  do  not  shudder  at  my  tale — 
Tho*  dark  the  shades,  yet  safe  the  vale. 
This  path  the  best  of  men  have  trod  ; 
And  who'd  decline  the  road  to  God  ? 
Oh !  tis  a  glorious  boon  to  die  ! 
This  fevour  can't  be  priz'd  too  high." 

While  thus  she  spake,  my  looks  expressed 
The  raptures  kindling  in  my  breast : 
My  soul  a  fix'd  attention  gave ; 
When  the  stem  monaroh  of  the  grave 
With  haughty  strides  approach'd — ^Amaz'd 
I  stood,  and  trembled  as  I  gaz'd. 
The  seraph  calm'd  each  anxious  fear. 
And  kindly  wip'd  the  felling  tear ; 
Then  hasten'd  with  es^oded  wing 
To  meet  the  pale  terrific  king. 
But  now  what  milder  scenes  arise ! 
The  tyrant  drops  his  hostile  guise. 
He  seems  a  youth  divmely  fair. 
In  graceful  ringlets  waves  his  hair. 
His  wings  their  whitening  plumes  display. 
His  bumish'd  plumes  reflect  the  day. 
Liglit  flows  his  shining  azuro  vest. 
And  all  the  angel  stands  coofest 

I  view'd  ^he  change  with  sweet  surprise, 
AikI  oh  I  I  panted  for  be  skies ; 
Thank'd  Heav'n,  that  e'er  I  drew  my  breathy 
And  triumph'd  in  the  thoughts  of  DeaUi. 
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LIFE  OF  JOHN  LOGAN. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


John  LOGAN  was  bom  about  the  biegimiinsf  of  the  year  1747-fi,  at  Soutra,  in  the 
psmfe  ofFitla,  on  the  southern  extremity  of  Mid-Lothian,  where  his  futlier  reiitod  a 
smatt  ferm.  He  appears  to  htive  been  taught  the  first  rutiinieiits  of  learning  at  the  scljool 
of  Musselburgh,  near  EcKntmrgii ;  and  here,  as  well  as  at  home,  was  zealously  in- 
itmcterf  in  the  principles  of  the  Calvinislic  system  of  religion,  as  professed  by  the  Se- 
ceders,  a  species  of  dissenters  from  the  established  church  of  Scotland. 

ht  176*2,  he  entered  on  the  usuat  courses  of  study  at  the  university  of  Edinburgh, 
wberc  he  made  uncommon  proficiency  in  the  leaVned  languages,  but  discovered  no 
great  mrlinarion  for  mathematics  or  metaphysics,  although  he  look  care  not  to  be  so 
rfefkrient  in  those  branches  as  to  incur  any  censure,  or  create  any  hindrance  to  his  aca^ 
(femicat^  progress.  His  iverii  being  originully  to  works  of  inm:^inalion,  he  found  much 
tkit  was  congeniaf,  in  a  course  of  lectures  then  read  by  professor  John  Stevenson,  on 
Aristbtle's  Art  of  Poetry,  and  00  Longinus ;  and  while  these  directed  his  taste,  he  em- 
ptoyed  his  leisure  hours  in  acquiring  a  more  perfect  knowledge  of  Homer,  whos^ 
beauties  he  reKshed  witit  poetical  enthusiasm.  The  writings  of  Milton,  and  other 
emiiient  poets  of  the  English  series,  became  likewise  his  favourite  studies,  and  the  dis- 
cotery  of  Ossiao^s  poems,  which  took  place  when  he  was  at  college,  opened  new 
ftmrees  of  admiratidn  and  improvement. 

At  what  time  he  began  to  imitate  his  favourite  models,  is  doubtfid,  but  as  an  incli- 
nation  to-  write  poetry  is  generally  precipitate,  it  is  probable  that  he  had  |>roduced 
ftttjy  of  bis  lesser  pieces^  while  at  the  university:  and  he  had  the  advice  and  en- 
couiageuient  of  Dt.  John  Main,  of  Athfelstoneford,  a  clergyman  of  classical  taste,  in 
pursuing'  a  Iracfc  winch  genius  seemed  to  have  pointed  out.  He  had  also  acf|uired  the 
fKendship  and  patronage  of  lord  Elibank,  and  of  the  celebrated  Dr.  Blair,  who  re- 
{udbd  liira  as  a* youth  of  promfsrng  talents,  and  unusual  acumen  in  matters  of  criti- 
dtai.  By  retommendtttioil  of  Dr.  Blair,  he  was,  in  17^8,  received  into  the  family  of 
SbdAk*,  j»  privatb  tutor  t<y  the  present  baronet  of  Ulbster,  the  editor  of  those  statis- 
fteal*  re(^ort9,  whidibaye  done  so*  much  honour  to  the  clerical  character  of  Scotland. 

Voi.  XTIIL  S 
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Here,  however,  Logan  did  not  remain  long,  but  returned  to  Edinburgh  to  attend  the 
divinity  lectures  with  a  view  of  entering  into  the  church.   Either  by  reading,  or  by  the 
company  he  kept,  he  had  already  overcome  the  scruples  which  inclined  bis  parents  to 
dissent,  and  determined  to  take  orders  in  the  establishment. 

In  1770,  he  published  a  volume  under  the  title  of  Poems  on  several  Occasions,  by 
Michael  Bruce,  a  youth  who  died  at  the  age  of  twenty-one,  after  exhibiting  consider- 
able talents  for  poetry.  In  this  volume,  however,  Logan  chose  to  insert  several  pieces 
of  his  own,  without  specifying  them  ;  a  circumstance  which  has  since  given  rise  to  a 
controversy  between  the  respective  friends  of  Bruce  and  Logan.  Bruce's  poems  have 
been  very  recently  published,  for  the  benefit  of  his  aged  mother ;  but  as  hb  share 
seems  yet  undecided,  it  has  not  been  thought  proper  to  admit  them  into  the  present 
collection.  Those,  however,  which  have  been  attributed  to  Logan  by  his  friend  and 
executor  ^r.  Robertson,  of  Dalmany,  are  now  added  to  his  avowed  productions. 

In  1770,  after  going  through  the  usual  probationary  periods,  Logan  was  admitted  a 
preacher,  and  in  1773  was  invited  to  the  pastoral  charge  at  $outh  Leith,  which  be. ac- 
cepted. His  poems,  which  had  been  hitherto  circulated  only  in  private,  or  perhaps 
occasionally  inserted  m  the  literary  journals,  poiqted  him  out  as  a  proper  person  to 
assist  in  a  scheme  for  revising  the  psalmody  of  the  church.  For  this  purpose,  he  was 
in  1775,  appointed  one  of  the  committee  ordered  by  the  general  assembly  (the  highest 
ecclesiastical  authority  in  Scotland)  and  took  a  very  active  part  in  their  proceedings,  not 
only  revising  and  impro\ing  some  of  the  old  versions,  but  adding  others  of  his  own 
composition.  Thb  collection  of  Translations  and  Paraphrases,  was  published  in  1781» 
under  the  sanction  of  the  general  assembly. 

About  two  years  before  thb  publication  appeared,  he  had  prepared  a  course  of 
lectures  on  the  Philosophy  of  Hbtoiy,  and  had  on  thb  occasion  consulted  Drs.  Robert- 
son, Blair,  Carlble,  and  other  eminent  men  connected  with  the  university  of  Edinburgh, 
who  seemed  liberally  inclined  to  promote  his  success.  The  first  request,  however, 
which  he  had  to  make  happened  not  to  be  within  their  power.  He  desbed  the  use 
of  a  room  in  the  college  for  the  delivery  of  his  lectures,  but  by  the  statutes  no  indul- 
gence of  that  kind  can  be  granted  to  persons  teaching  or  lecturing  on  subjects  for 
which  regular  professors  are  already  appointed.  He  then  hbed  a  chapel,  in  which 
he  delivered  his  first  course  of  lectures  in  1779-80,  and  his  auditors,  if  not  very  nume- 
rous, were  of  Uiat  kind  whose  report  was  of  great  consequence  to  hb  fame.  In  hb 
second  course,  he  had  a  larger  auditory,  and  attracted  so  much  notipe,  that  he  enter- 
tained very  sanguine  hopes  of  being  promoted  to  the  professorship  of  history,  which 
became  vacant  about  this  time. 

He,rc,  however,  an  obstacle  presented  itself  which  he  had  not  foreseen,  and  which 
his  friends  could  not  remove.  It  had  been  the  invariable  practice  of  the  patrons  to 
present  to  this  ofiice  a  member  of  the  faculty  of  advocates,  and  in  the  present  instance 
their  choice  fell  upon  Mr.  Frazer  Tytler,  since  lord  Woodhouselee,  a  gentleman  whose 
talents,  had  talents  been  the  criterion,  must  liave  excluded  all  competition. — Whether 
owing  to  tlib  appointment,  or  to  the  decay  of  publick  curiosity.  Lean's  lectures-  were 
no  longer  encouraged ;  but  in  1 7S1,  he  publbhed  an  analysb  of  them,  entitled.  Ele- 
ments of  the  Philosophy  of  libtory,  and  soon  af^er  one  entire  lecture  m  the  form  of 
an  Essay  on  the  Manners  of  Asia.     Both  were  favourably  received,  yet  without  those 
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(kdm  prodEi  of  encouragement  which  could  justify  his  publishing  the  whole  course, 
as  be  probably  intended. 

Ui  the  same  year  appeared  his  volume  of  Poems,  which  were  so  eagerly  bought  up, 
that  a  second  edition  became  necessary  within  a  few  months.  Such  popularity  induced 
kill  to  oomplele  a  tragedy  which  he  had  been  for  some  time  preparing,  entitled  Ru- 
Bunede,  and  founded  upon  the  history  of  the  great  charter.  This  tragedy  was  ac« 
cepted  by  the  manager  of  Covent  Garden  tlieatre,  but  was  interdicted  by  the  licenser 
of  the  stage,  as  contaming  political  allusions  that  were  improper.  It  was  printed,  how- 
cfer,  io  1783,  and  aftet wards  acted  on  the  Edinburgh  theatre,  but  met  with  no  extra- 
odinarj  applause  either  in  the  closet  or  on  the  stage.  In  this  attempt,  mdeed,  the 
author  seeikis  to  have  mistaken  his  talents.  In  Scotland,  his  biographer  informs  us,  he 
had  to  encounter  the  general  prejudices  of  that  country  against  the  interference  of  the 
dergy  m  theatrical  concems. 

Tbeae  disappointments,  we  are  toM,  **  preydd  with  pungent  keenness  upon  a  mind 
oBcommoaly  susceptible."  ''  Hb  temper,**  it  is  added  "  was  still  further  fretted  by 
the  mnbrage  which  some  of  his  parish  had  unjustly  taken  at  his  engaging  in  studies 
i^rdign  to  hb  profession,  and  which  others,  with  more  reason,  had  conceived  on  ac- 
count of  certain  deviations  from  the  propriety  and  decorum  of  hb  clerical  character, 
tboiigh  not  a  few  of  them  were  sufficiently  liberal  in  their  allowances  for  irregularities 
which  could  only  be  attributed  to  inequality  of  spirits  aad  irritability  of  nefves." 

Thb  vindication  b  specious,  but  will  not  bear  examinatioa.  There  could  surely  be 
•0  great  injustice  in  complaimng  of  studies  which  diverted  him  from  hb  profession,  a 
profesaion  which  he  had  voluntarily  chosen,  and  in  which  be  was  liberally  settled ;  or 
«f  irregulaiities  which  unfitted  him  to  perform  its  duties,  and  obliged  him  at  last  to 
coapoond  for  hb  inability  or  neglect  by  retking  upon  a  small  annuity.  Yet  such  was 
the  case,  and  with  thb  annuity,  or  with  the  promise  of  it,  he  came  to  London  in  ]  7Sd, 
aad  for  some  time  subsisted  by  furnishing  articles  for  the  Englbh  Review,  and  perhaps 
other  periodical  pubhcations..  He  wrote  also  a  pamphlet,  entitled  A  Review  of  the 
priac^nl  Charges  against  Mr.  Hastings,  which  was  a  very  able  and  eloquent  vimli- 
catioB  of  that  gentleman ;  and  probably  appeared  in  that  light  to  the  publick  at  large, 
fer  the  publisher  against  whom  the  friends  of  the  impeachment  directed  a  prosecution, 
was  acquitted  by  the  verdict  of  a  jury.  This  last  consequence,  Logan  did  not  live  to 
vitoeas.  His  health  had  been  for  some  time  broken,  and  he  died  at  his  apartments 
Id  Marlboroogh-street,  Dec.  28,  1788,  in  the  fortieth  year  of  his  age. 

Notwithstanding  hb  faihngs,  it  is  with  pleasure  we  copy  the  following  passage  from 
the  lift  prefixed  to  the  late  edition  of  his  poems. 

"  The  end  of  Logan^  was  truly  Christian.  When  he  became  too  weak  to  hold  a 
hook,  he  employed  hb  time  in  hearing  such  young  persons  as  vbited  him  read  the 
Scriptures.  Hb  conversation  turned  chiefly  on  serious  subjects,  and  was  most  affect- 
Bg  and  instructive.  He  foresaw  and  prepared  for  the  approach  of  death,  gave  direc- 
I  about  fab  funeral  with  the  utmost  composure,  and  dictated  a  distinct  and  judi- 
I  will,  appointing  Dr.  Donald  Grant,  and  hb  ancient  and  steady  friend  Dr.  Hobert« 
•OS,  hb  executors,  and  bequeathing  to  them  hb  property,  books,  and  MSS.  to  be  con- 
vetted  mto  money,  for  the  payment  of  legacies  to  those  relations  and  friends,  who  had 
^  strcN^est  claims  upon  hb  affectionate  remembrance  in  hb  dving  moments.*' 
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Dr.  Roberhoii  accordi:ig!y  prepared  a  Tohime  of  his  Sermons,  which  was  puMisbed 
in  1 7ix>,  and  a  second  in  the  following  year.  Tbey  are  in  general  elegant  and  per- 
spicuous, bet  occasionally  burst  into  passages  of  the  declamatory  kiod,  which>  bow* 
ever,  are  perhaps  not  unsuitable,  to  the  warmth  of  pulpit  oratory.  They  have  beca 
uncommonly  successful,  the  fiAh  edition  havinji^  made  its  appearance  in  18()7«  He 
left  several  other  manQscrtpts  which  were  once  intended  forj>ub!ication»  AniODgtb€*se 
are  his  Lectures  on  History,  and  three  or  four  tragedies. 

In  ]  805,  a  new  edition  of  his  poems  was  published  at  Edinburgh  and  London*  lo 
which  a  Life  is  prefixed  by  an  anouymous  writer.  From  this  the  facts  contained  ia 
the  present  more  succinct  sketch  have  been  borrowed. 

Logan  deserves  a  very,  high  rank  among  our  minor  poets.  The  chief  character  o€ 
his  poetry  is  the  patlietic,  and  it  will  not  perhaps  be  easy  to  produce  any  pieces  from 
the  whole  range  of  English  poetry  more  exquisitely  tender  and  patlietic  than  The 
Braes  of  Yarrow — ^The  Ode  on  the  death  of  a  young  Lady,  or  A  Visit  to  the  CoHntry 
in  Autumn— The  Lovers,  seems  to  assume  a  higher  character;  the  opening  lines, 
spoken  by  Harriet,  rise  to  sublimity  by  noble  gradations  of  terrour,  and  ao  aecimula- 
tion  of  images  which  are,  with  peculiar  felicity,  made  to  vanish  on  the  appearance  of 
her  lover.  In  the  whole  of  Logan's  poems,  are  passages  of  true  poetic  spirit  and  seiw 
sibility.  With  a  fancy  so  various  and  regulated  it  is  to  be  regretted,  he  did  not  more 
frequently  cultivate  his  talents.  The  episode  of  Levina,  among  the  pieces  attrflnited 
to  him,  kidicates  powers  that  might  have  appeared  to  advantage  in  a  regukir  poem 
of  narration  and  description.  His  sacred  pieces  are  allowed  to  be  ^  the  iaferior 
kind,  but  diey  are  infenor  only  as  they  are  not  original ;  he  strives  to  throw  an  air  of 
modem  elegance  over  the  simple  language  of  the  East,  consecrated  by  use  and  devo- 
tional spirit;  and  be  fails  where  Watts  and  others  have  failed  belbre  hini»  an4  where 
Cowper  only  has  escaped  without  mjury  to  his  general  character. 
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ODE 

TO  THE  CUCKOO. 

TTAIL,  beauteou*  ^traii.;;er  of  the  grove  ! 
j^*  Thou  mcsseneer  of  iipring  ! 
Now  Heaven  repai.>  thy  rurai  feeat. 

And  woods  iliy  wtlcofnc  sing. 
What  time  the  daisy  decks  the  green, 

Thy  certain  voice  we  hear  j 
Hast  thou  a  btar  to  guide  thy  path. 

Or  mark  tJie  roUiqg  ye^r  ? 
Dfh^htful  visitant !  with  thee 

I  hail  the  time  of  flowcrt, 
And  hear  the  sound  o*  music  sweet 

From  birdii  among  the  bowers. 
The  schooJ-boy,  wanderiner  thro'  the  wood 

To  pull  the  priraruse  pay. 
Starts,  the  new  voice  tif  Mprmg  to  hear. 

And  imitates  thy  lay. 
What  time  the  pea  puts  on  the  bloom 

Thou  nie^t  thy  vocal  vale. 
An  annual  sruest  in  other  lauds, 

Aijotlier  Spring  to  hail. 
S»e^  biri  !  thy  bower  is  ever  green. 

Thy  sky  is  ever  clear; 
Thou  bast  no  sorrow  in  thy  song. 

No  winter  in  thy  year ! 

We'd  make,  with  joyful  wing, 
Unr  annual  visit  o'er  the  globe, 
Companions  of  the  Spring. 


SONG. 


THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW. 
Tinr  braes  were  bonny,  Yarrow  stream  ! 
When  first  on  them  I  met  my  lover  j 
Thy  braes  bow  dreary.  Yarrow  str^m  ! 
When  now  thy  wares  his  body  cover  I 


For  ever  now,  O  Yarrow  stream  ! 
Thou  art  to  me  a  stream  of  sorrow; 

For  never  on  thy  banks  shall  I 

licliold  my  love,  the  flower  of  Yarrow. 
**  He  promised  me  a  milk-white  steed. 

To  bear  me  to  his  f<ither's  bowe«  ; 
He  prjuii  0.1  nie  a  llttlf  |v^c, 

To  Vjuirc  mo  to  hi^  fatJ.er's  towers  ; 

He  proaiisfvl  uie  a  werldj  »K-ring, 

The  wc(lfiiti2r-day  was  .i\M  to  morrow:— 
Xow  he  is  w."{,?c(l  to  his  -rave, 
Alaj;,  his  watery  grave,  in  Yarrow  ! 
Srttct  wcio  his  words  when  last  we  met: 
My  pabNJoii  I  as  frerly  told  him  ! 
Chisp'd  in  his  arms,  1  little  thought 
^   That  I  should  never  more  behold  him  • 
Scarce  was  iie  gone,  I  saw  hi^  ghost ; 

It  vanishM  with  a  shriok  of  sorrow  ; 
Thrice  did  the  water-wr^irh  a«(^end, 

And  gave  a  doleful  grtmn  thro'  Yarrow  ! 
His  mother  from  the  window  look'd, 
VVith  nil  the  Urvvr)r;  ot  a  mother; 
His  little  sister  \v»Mpin£:  walk'd 

The  green-wood  y»r»th  to  meet  her  brother  : 
They  sou-ht  him  east,  they  soncjht  him  west] 

They  soiis^ht  him  all  the  forest  thorough  ; 
They  only  saw  the  cloud  of  iii^^ht, 

Thej'  on!y  heard  the  roar  ot  Yarrow  ! 
"  No  loneer  from  thy  window  look, 

Thou  bast  no  son,  thou  tender  mother ! 
No  longer  walk,  thou  lovely  maid ; 

Alas,  thou  hast  no  more  a  brother  ! 
No  longer  seek  him  east  or  west. 

And  search  no  more  the  forest  thorough; 
For,  wandering  in  the  night  so  dark. 
He  fell  a  lifeless  corse  in  Yarrow, 
•'  The  tear  shall  never  leave  my  cheek, 

No  other  youth  shall  be  my  marrow  i  ; 
I'll  seek  thy  body  in  the  stream. 
And  then  with  thee  I'll  sleep  in  Yarrow." 

Ulate. 
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The  tear  did  never  leavfl  her  cheek, 
No  other  youth  became  her  marrow ; 

She  found  his  body  in  the  stream. 

And  now  with  him  she  sleeps  in  Yarrow. 


ODE 
ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  YOUNG  LADY. 

The  peace  of  Heaven  attend  thy  shade. 

My  early  friend,  my  favourite  maid  ! 

When  life  was  new,  companions  gay. 

We  haird  the  morning  of  our  day. 

Ah,  wit^  what  joy  did  I  behold 

The  flower  of  beauty  fair  unfold  ! 

And  fear'd  no  storm  to  blast  thy  bloom. 

Or  bring  thee  to  an  early  tomb  I 

Untimely  gone  !  for  ever  fled 

The  roses  of  the  cheek  so  red  ; 

Th*  affection  warm,  the  temper  mild. 

The  sweetness  that  in  sorrovf  smil'd. 

Alas  !  the  cheek  where  beauty  glow»d. 

The  heart  where  goodness  overflowed, 

A  clod  amid  the  valley  lies. 

And  **  dust  to  dust''  the  mourner  cries. 

O  from'  thy  kindred  early  torn,     ^ 
And  to  thy  grave  untimely  borne  ! 
Vanish'd  for  ever  from  my  view, 
Thou  sister  of  my  soul,  adieu  ! 
Fair,  with  my  first  ideas  twin'd, 
Thine  image  oft  will  meet  my  mind  ; 
And,  while  remembrance  brings  thee  near, 
Afibction  sad  will  drop  a  tear. 
How  oft  does  sorrow  bend  the  head, 
Befor©  we  dwell  among  the  dead  I 
Scarce  in  the  years  of  manly  prime,  ' 
I've  often  wept  the  wrecks  of  time. 
What  tragic  tears  bedew  the  eye  ! 
What  deaths  we  suffer  ere  we  die  I 
Our  broken  friendships  we  deplore. 
And  loves  of  youth  that  are  no  more ! 

No  after^firiendship  e'er  can  raise 
Th*  endearments  of  our  early  days  j 
And  ne'er  the  heart  such  fondness  prove. 
As  when  it  first  began  to  love. 
Affection  dies,  a  vernal  flower; 
And  love,  the  blossom  of  an  hour; 
The  spring  of  fancy  cares  control. 
And  mat  the  beauty  of  the  soul. 
Ver^'d  in  tlje  commerce  of  deceit. 
How  soon  the  heart  forgets  to  beat ! 
The  blood  runs  cold  at  mt'rest's  call  :— 
They  look  with  equal  eyes  on  all. 
Then  lovely  Nature  is  expeli'd. 
And  Friendship  is  romantic  held  ; 
Then  Prudence  comes  with  hundred  eyes : 
The  veil  is  rent — the  vision  flics. 
The  dear  illusions  will  not  last ; 
The  era  of  enchantment 's  past ; 
The  wild  romance  of  life  is  done  ; 
The  real  history  is  begun. 
The  sallies  of  the  soul  are  o'er. 
The  fe^ist  of  fancy  is  no  more  ; 
Ami  ill  the  banquet  is  supply'd 
By  fonn,  by  gravity,  by  pride. 


Ye  gods!  whatever  ye  witbhoM, 
Let  my  affections  ne'er  grow  old  ; 
Ne'er  may  the  human  glow  depart. 
Nor  Nature  yield  to  fii^rid  Art  ! 
Still  may  the  generous  bosom  bum, 
Tho'  doom'd  to  bleed  o'er  beauty's  urn  ; 
And  still  the  friendly  food  appear, 
Tho'  moistcn'd  with  a  tender  tear  ! 


ODE 

TO  WOMEN. 

Ye  virgins  !  fond  to  be  admtr'd, 
With  mighty  rage  of  conquest  fir'd. 

And  universal  sway ; 
Who  heave  th'  uncover'd  bosom  high. 
And  roll  a  fond,  inviting  eye, 

Uu  a)l  the  circle  gay  ! 

You  miss  the  fine  and  secret  art 
To  win  the  castle  of  the  heart. 

For  which  you  all  contend  ; 
The  coxcomb  tribe  may  crowd  your  tnuR, 
But  you  will  never,  never  gain 

A  lover,  or  a  friend. 
If  this  your  passion,  this  your  praise. 
To  shine,  to  dazzle,  and  to  blaze. 

You  may  be  call'd  divine : 
But  not  a  youth  beneath  the  sky 
Will  say  in  secret,  with  a  sigh, 

*'  O  were  that  maiden  mine  !** 
You  marshal,  brilliant,  from  the  box, 
Fans,  featliers,  diamonds,  castled  locks. 

Your  magazine  of  arms ; 
But  'tis  the  sweet  sequester'd  walk, 
The  whispering  hour,  the  tender  talk. 

That  gives  yoor  genuine  channs. 
The  nymph-like  robe,  the  natoral  gFM^e, 
The  smile,  the  native  of  the  fiice^ 

Refinement  without  art ; 
The  eye  where  pure  affection  beams. 
The  tear  from  tenderness  that  streains, 

The  accents  of  the  heart ; 
The  trembling  frame,  the  living  cheek. 
Where,  like  the  morning,  blushes  break 

To  crimson  o'er  the  breast; 
The  look  where  sentiment  is  seen. 
Fine  passions  moving  o'er  the  mien. 

And  all  the  soul  exprftst : 

Your  beauties  these :  with  these  you  shine. 
And  reign  on  high  by  right  divine, 

llie  sovereigns  of  the  world ; 
Then  to  your  court  the  nations  flow ; 
The  Muse  with  flowers  the  path  will  strew. 

Where  Venus*  caf  is  hurl'd. 
From  dazxling  deluges  of  snow. 
From  summer  noon's  meridian  glow. 

We  turn  our  aching  eye. 
To  Nature's  robe  of  vernal  green. 
To  the  blue  curtain  all  serene. 

Of  an  autumnal  sky. 
The  favourite  tree  of  beauty's  queen. 
Behold  the  myrtle's  modest  green. 

The  virgm  of  the  groTe^!  , 
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Soft  firaoi  the  circlet  of  her  stir, 
7W  tender  turtles  draw  the  car 

Of  Veous  and  of  Love. 
The  puvkag  charm  invites  the  eye ; 
See  Boroing  sradua)  paint  the  sky 

With  purple  and  with  gold  .' 
%e  Spring  approach  with  sweet  delay ! 
^  raaeirada  open  to  the  ray, 

And  leaf  by  leaf  oufold! 
We  lore  th'  alloring  line  of  grace, 
Tte  leads  the  eye  a  wanton  chase. 

And  lets  the  fimcy  rove ; 
The  ws&  of  Beauty  ever  bends, 
Aad  still  begins,  bat  never  ends 

Tike  labyrinth  of  Love. 
At  times,  to  veil  is  to  reveal. 
And  to  display  is  to  amoeal ; 

MysteriuQs  are  yoor  laws  ! 
The  visMi  finer  than  the  view ; 
Her  landscape  Nature  never  drew 

So  lur  as  Fancy  draws. 
A  beauty,  carelessly  betray*d, 
Fs— oars  more,  than  if  displayed 

All  woaian*s  charms  were  given  ; 
And,  o*er  the  bosocn's  \-cstal  white. 
The  gauze  appears  a  robe  of  light. 

That  veils,  yet  opeos.  Heaven. 
Set  vngiB  Eve,  with  graces  bland 
ftesh  blooming  from  her  Maker*s  hand, 

la  orient  beauty  beam ! 
1^  on  the  river-margin  laid, 
Sk  knew  not  that  her  image  made 

The  angel  in  the  stream. 
MB  aneient  £deo  blooms  yoor  own  ; 
te  artleas  innooence  alone 

Secures  the  heavenly  post ; 
For  a,  beoeath  an  angel's  mien, 
TW  serpent's  tortuous  train  is  seen. 

Our  Paradise  is  lost 
O  Katore,  Nature,  thine  the  charm  ! 
Tfaycolonrs  woo,  thy  features  warm, 

Tby  accents  win  the  heart  1 
Ionian  paint  of  every  kind 
That  stains  the  body  or  the  mind. 

Proclaims  the  harlot's  art. 

1W  miduigbt  minstrd  of  the  grove. 
Who  still  renewa  the  hymn  of  love. 

And  wooa the  Wood  to  hear; 
Kasvs  not  the  sweetness  of  his  strain, 
Ssr  that,  above  the  tuneful  train. 

He  charms  the  lover's  ear. 


The  aooe  of  Veous,  heavenly-fine. 
Is  Nalare^  handy-work  divine. 

And  not  the  web  of  Art; 
Mai  they  who  wear  it  never  know 
To  what  eochaating  charm  they  owe 

TV  empire  of  the  heart 


OSSIAN^S 

HYMN  TO  THE  SUN. 

0  noQ  wtea  beams  the  sea-girt  Earth  array, 
Ciag  of  thefty,  and  father  of  the  day  ! 
OSaa!  what  fountain,  hkJ  from  human  eyeiy 
Sspffiei  thj  drda  igqod  the  nMliaot  akiMy 


F(»r  ever  burning,  and  for  ever  bright. 
With  Heaven's  pure  fife,  and  everlasting  light? 
What  awful  beauty  in  thy  face  appears! 
Immortal  youth,  beyond  the  power  of  years ! 

When  ploonny  darkness  to  thy  reign  resigns. 
And  from  the  gates  of  mom  tby  glory  shines, 
The  conscious  stars  are  put  to  sadden  flight. 
And  all  the  planets  hide  their  heads  in  night; 
The  queen  of  Heaven  forsakes  th'  ethereal  plain, 
To  sink  inglorious  in  Die  western  main. 
The  clouds  refulfreuv  deck  thy  golden  throne. 
High  in  the  Heavens,  imroortAl  and  alone  ! 
Who  can  abide  the  brightness  of  thy  face ! 
Or  who  attend  thee  in  thy  rapid  race  ! 
The  mountain  oaks,  like  their  own  leaves  decay  ; 
I'hemseh^es  the  mountains  wear  with  age  away ; 
Tlie  boundless  main  that  rolls  from  land  to  land, 
Lessens  at  times,  and  leaves  a  waste  of  sand ; 
The  silver  Moon,  refulgent  lamp  of  night, 
Is  lost  in  Heaven,  and  eniptied  of  her  light ^ 
But  thou  for  ever  shalt  endure  the  same. 
Thy  light  eternal,  and  unspent  thy  flame. 

When  tempests  with  their  train  impend  on  higln^ 
Darken  the  day,  and  load  the  labouring  sky ;  [dire. 
When  Heaven's  wide  convex  glows  with  lightnings 
All  ether  flaming,  and  all  Earth  on  tire  :        [rolls. 
When  lOud  and  long  the  deep-mouth'd  thumlcr 
And  peals  on  peals  redoubled  rend  the  poles ; 
If  from  the  opening  clouds  thy  form  appears. 
Her  wonted  charm  the  face  of  Nature  wears ; 
Thy  beauteous  orb  restores  departed  day. 
Looks  fram  the  sky,  and  laughs  the  storm  away. 


ODE 


WRITTEN  IN  SPRINa 

No  longer  hoary  Wititer  reigns. 

No  longer  binds  the  streams  in  chains, 

Or  heaps  with  snow  the  meads  i 
Array 'd  with  robe  of  rainbow-dye. 
At  last  the  Spring  appears  on  high. 
And  smiling  over  earth  and  sky. 

Her  new  creation  leads. 
The  snows  confess  a  warmer  ray. 
The  looseu'd  streamlet  loves  to  stray, 

And  echo  down  the  dale  ; 
The  hills  uplift  their  summits  g^reen. 
The  vales  more  verdant  spread  between, 
The  cuckoo  in  the  wood  ueseen 

Coos  ceaseless  to  the  gale. 
The  rainbow  arching  woos  the  eye 
With  all  the  colours  of  tlie  sky 

With  aH  the  pride  of  Spring  ; 
Now  Heaven  descends  in  sunny  showers, 
The  sudden  fields  put  on  the  flowers. 
The  green  leaves  wave  upon  the  bowers, 
*  And  birds  begin  to  sing. 

The  cattle  wander  in  the  wood. 
And  find  the  wanton  verdant  food. 

Beside  the  well  known  rills ; 
Blithe  in  the  sun  the  shepherd  swain 
Like  Pan  attunes  the  pastoral  strain. 
While  many  echoes  send  again 

The  music  of  the  hills. 

At  eve,  the  primrose  path  along. 

The  milkmaid  shortens  with  a  song  ,  OOQ  Ic 


ts 

Her  solitary  way ; 
She  Sees  the  Pairi«s  with  their  queeo. 
Trip  haud-in-hand  the  circled  green, 
And  hears  them  raise  at  times,  unseen. 

The  ear-eDchauting  lay. 
Maria,  come  !  now  let  us  rove, 
Kow  gather  smrlands  in  the  grove. 

Of  cn'cry  new-spn»nff  flower  ; 
We'll  hear  the  warhlings  of  the  wood. 
We'll  trace  the  windings  of  the  flood  j 

0  come,  tboii  fairer  than  the  bwd 

Uafoidinj:  in  a  ^h1>uer  ! 
Fair  as  the  My  of  the  vale, 
Tliat  gives  its  bosom  to  the  gale 

And  opens  iu  the  sun  j 
And  ^wtft*?r  thttn  thj*  fa\ourite  dove, 
Tli«  Senas  of  the  Vf^mal  jfrove, 
Anuouaciug  to  the  chuirs  of  love. 

Their  tin)e  of  J)!iss  h^mm. 
N*jw,  now  thy  sprinsr  of  life  appear', 
Fair  in  the  muriVmg  of  thy  ycai-s, 

And  May  ot  beauty  ciimu'd  : 
Now  vernal  visions  meet  thine  eyes, 
Poetic  dreams  to  fancy  ris>e, 
Ami  brighter  days  in  bt-tter  skies  ^— 

EJysjuiu  bliMims  around. 
Now,  non's  the  m'^>rning  of  thy  day  ; 
"But,  ah  !  ll.c  morning  tiles  away, 

A»^d  yonth  is  on  the  ving ; 
'Tis  "Natnie's  voice,  •*  O  pull  the  rose, 
Now  while  the  bud  in  beauty  blows, 
Now  wh.Ie  the  opening  leaves  disclose 

The  incense  of  the  Spring  I" 
What  youth,  high  favoured  of  the  skies. 
What  youth  t^hall  win  the  brightest  prize 

That  ^'ature  has  in  store  ? 
Whose  conscious  eyes  shall  meet  with  thine  j 
Whose  arms  tliy  yielding  waist  entwi«M ; 
Who,  mvisii'd  w  iih  tliy  charms  divine, 

Ii€quin.*s  of  Heaven  no  more ! 
Not  happier  the  primeval  pair, 
When  new-made  Earth,  supreniely  foi.', 

SmiPd  on  her  virgin  Spring ; 
When  all  was  fair  to  God's  own  eye. 
When  stars  coni>eriting  »in>g  on  high, 
And  all  f  leaven's  chorus  made  the  sky 

With  hallelujahs  ring. 
Devoted  to  the  Muses'.  »boif, 

1  tune  the  Caledonian  lyre 

To  themes  of  high  fen  »wn  : — 
No  other  theme  than  you  1  *H  chuse, 
Tluin  you  invoke  no  other  Muse : 
Nor  will  that  gentle  hand  refuse 

Thy  bard  with  bays  to  cromau 
Where  hills  by  storied  streams  ascend,  * 
My  dreams  and  waking  w'isbes  tend 

Poetic  ease  to  woo  j 
Where  Fairy  fingers  curl  tlie  grove, 
Where  Grecian  spirits  round  ni«  rove,    **v 
Alone  enamour'd  witli  the  love 

Of  Nature  and  of  yon ! 

SONO, 

Tub  day  is  departed,  and  rontU  ftom  the  cloud 
The  Moon  in  her  beauty  appean ; 
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The  voice  of  the  nigfctJngrfe  warbtes  alooA 

The  music  of  love  in  our  ears  : 
Maria,  apj>ear  !  now  the  seasim  so  sweet 

With  the  beat  r>f  the  heart  h  in  tune  | 
The  time  is  so  tender  for  lovers  to  meet 

Alone  by  the  light  of  ibe  Moon. 
I  cannot  when  present  unfold  what  1  feel, 

I  sigh^-can  a  lover  do  mo-e  ? 
llcr  name  to  the  shepherds  1  newr  reveal. 

Yet  I  think  of  ber  all  the  day  o'er. 
Maria,  my  love  !  do  you  lo»g  for  the  growe  f 

Do  you  8;;ih  for  an  interview  soon  ! 
Does  o'er  a  kind  thought  npi  on  me  as  you  Rwo 

Alone  by  the  light  of  the  Moyii ! 
Your  name  from  the  shepords  whenever  I  hear 

My  bosom  is  all  in  a  glow ; 
Your  voice  whc^o  it  vibratea  ao  sweet  thro'  mine  car 

My  heart  thrills — my  eyes  overflow. 
Ye  powers  ot  the  sky,  will  your  bounty  diriue 

Indul.-e  a  fund  lover  bis  boim  ? 
Shall  heart  spring  to  heart,  a»d  Maria  be  mioe. 

Alone  by  the  light  of  tha  Mijoa  i 


ODB 


TO  SLEEP, 

fn  vain  I  court  till  dawning  light 

Fhe  coy  divjnity  of  nigbt ; 

lie^tlcss,  from  side  to  side  I  turn, 

Arise,  ye  musings  of  the  morn  ! 

Oh,  Sle<  p !  tho'  banish'd  from  those  eyes. 

In  vinous  fair  to  Delia  ri«e  ; 

Ami  o'er  a  dearer  form  dHiiue 

Thy  healing  balm,  thy  lenient  dew». 

Blest  be  her  night  as  infant's  rest, 

Luird  on  the  fond  maternal  breast. 

Who,  swct'tly.playful,  smi'es  in  sleep. 

Nor  knows  that  he  is  bom  to  weep. 

Remove  the  terrours  of  the  night. 

The  phantom-fom^s  of  wild  affright, 

Thf  shrieks  from  precipice  or  flood, 

And  starting  scene  that  swims  with  blood, 

Lead  her  aloft  to  bloojniug  bowers. 

And  bcJs  of  amaranthine  flowers, 

And  golden  skies  and  glittering  streams, 

J'ijat  paint  the  paradise  of  dreams. 

Venus  !  present  a  lover  near. 

And  gently  whisper  in  b«r  ^^V 

Mis  woes,  who,  lonely  and  forlorn. 

Counts  the  slow  clock  from  night  till  mom. 

Ah  !  let  no  portion  of  my  pain, 
Save  just  a  tender  trace,  reuaams 
Asleep  consenting  to  be  kind. 
And  wake  with  X>apbnis  ip  her  mind. 


ODE 

TO  A  YOUNG  I-ADY, 

M ARfA,  bright  witli  beauty's  glow. 
In  conscious  gaiety  you  go 

ITje  pride  of  all  the  Park  .• 
Attracted  groupes  in  silence  gaze. 
And  soft  behind  you  hear  the  prai8e|   - 

And  ir^»per  of  the  ^ark.      J  Ic 


ODE  TO  A  MAN  OF  LETTERS. 


«7 


b  Fancy't  airy  dumot  wfairi'd, 
Yoo  make  the  circle  of  the  worid. 

And  daoce  a  diziy  round : 

I     The  maids  and  kindltnir  y<)Ut!)s  behold 

YoQ  triumph  o'er  the  enrioos  old. 

The  (jOfrea  of  beauty  crowu'd. 
WUre'er  the  beams  of  Fortune  blaz'*, 
Ot  f  a«hi  n  s  wbi:*pcrin!^  zephyr  plays, 

The  iasert  trilie  attfods ; 
Giy-|ditttTin5  ihro*  a  snaiuner's  day. 
The  s»lk.»n  mviUds  melt  away 

BHbr.*  a  Sun  descends. 
Divor^M  fiom  elegant  delight, 
The  Tcl^'ar  Venus  holds  her  night 

An  aikn  t'l  the  ikies  ; 
Her  lws.\:i  breathes  no  finer  fire, 
No  radia'v.v  of  dirine  desire 

I!!irLos  rv-siKiii^ive  eye^ 
God.-;  sh^II  a  fordid  a>«  of , Earth 
Ldfjid  a  f'»r»n  of  lieavenly  bbth, 

AimJ  rav  so  joyi*  divine  ; 
Aa  angel  it\ess  uacmt^chHU  arms  } 
The  cirrlc  of  surrendered  charms 

rnhal towed  hands  entwiue  ? 
The  absent  dav ;  the  broken  droMO  ; 
The  TrnoQ  w.M  ;  the  •udden  »cream ; 

Tears  that  unbidden  flow  ! — 
111 !  let  no  sense  of  gj\efs  profound 
That  beauteous  bosom  ever  wound 

Wkh  unavailiog  woe ! 
I     The  wik)  enchanter  Youth  beguiles. 
Aid  FjiieyS  (any  lan4jio«pe  smiles 
I  W.iJi  m  ^re  than  Nature's  bloom  ; 

Tke  spnag  t»f  Eden  paints  your  bowers, 
Cikietting  fcuns  your  pn.>m".sM  hours 

WttU  goUlcn  light  iHume. 
A  haad  advancing:  strikes  the  bell ! 
That  sound  dissolves  the  pMgic  speH, 

And  all  the  charm  is  fuoe ! 
The  vaiooary  landscape  flies : 
At  oace  th'  aerial  music  dies ; 

lo  wikls  you  walk  alone. 
Howe'er  the  wrod  of  Fortune  blows, 
Or  sadly -so-enug  fate  dh>po9e 

Our  everlastinsc  doom ; 
impnanotm  never  lelt  btffbre, 
Afid  trauyuts  to  return  no  more, 

WiU  haunt  me  to  the  tomb  ! 
Mv  God  !  the  pangs  of  Nature  past, 
WiU  e'er  a  kiod  remcmbrsMice  laU 

Of  pleasures  sadly  sweet  ? 
Ca  love  assume  a  calmer  name  ? 
My  eyes  with  friendship's  aogel-flame 

Ad  angcl*s  beauty  meet  ? 

Ak  I  dioaki  that  first  of  fin«r  IbnM 
Keqoire,  tfaro*  life's  iiinwimlin^  HarsH, 
I  Asyaapatby  ofaaul ; 

^  Wfcd  Mam  oTlfaa  ■MKl 
Wa  soai  me,  oo  tfaa  «i«gs  «f  viad. 
To  Indus  «r  tte  Bale. 


ODE 

TO  A  MAN  OP  t&rnsBS. 

Ia  Winier's  hoar  danimoB  pait  f 
Ar.cKed  is  fass  eastem  Wast 


The  fiend  of  Nature  flies ; 
Breathing  the  spring,  the  zepbyta  play. 
And  re-inthron'd  the  lord  of  day 

Resumes  the  golden  skies. 
Atten  lant  on  the  gcoial  honrs, 
The  voluntary  shades  aud  flowers 

For  r<iral  lovers  spring; 
W\\d  cUors  un-^eea  in  coneert  join. 
And  round  Apollo's  rustic  shrine 

The  sylvan  Mi»«s  sing. 

The  finest  vernal  "bloom  that  blows, 
The  sweetest  voice  the  forest  knows. 

Arise  to  vanish  soon  ; 
The  rose  unfolds  her  robe  of  light, 
And  Philomela  gives  her  night 

To  Richmond  and  to  June. 
With  bounded  ray,  and  transit' ot  grace,  ' 

Thus,  Varro,  holds  ihe  human  race 

Their  plice  and  hour  assign'dj 
f/iud  let  the  venal  trumpet  souud. 
Responsive  never  will  reboimd 

Tiie  echo  of  mankind. 

Yon  forms  divine  that  d»  ck  the  sphere, 
The  radiant  rulers  of  tlje  year, 

Coi)f<<ss  a  nribler  hand ; 
Tbron*d  in  tlie  majesty  of  mom, 
Behold  the  king  of  day  adorn 

The  6kie6,  the  sea,  the  land. 
Nor  did  th'  Almighty  raise  the  sky. 
Nor  hang  th'  eternal  latnps  on  high. 

On  one  abode  to  shine ; 
The  circle  of  a  thousand  nuus 
Extends,  while  Nature's  period  runs 

The  theatre  divine. 

Thus  some,  whom  smiling  Nature  haili 
To  sacred  springs,  and  chosen  vales. 

And  streams  of  old  renown ; 
By  noble  toils  and  worthy  scars. 
Shall  win  their  raantiioa  *niid  the  stars. 

And  wear  th*  immortal  crowu. 
Bright  in  the  firmaoMnt  of  Fatne 
The  lights  of  ancient  ages  flame 

With  never  setting  ray, 
On  worlds  uufbund  from  history  torn. 
O'er  ages  deep  in  tine  unborn. 

To  pour  the  buoiaQ  day.  , 

Won  from  oegleeied  wastes  of  time, 
Apollo  bads  his  fairest  come. 

The  provinces  of  mind  ; 
An  Egypt ',  with  eternal   towers. 
Sec  Montesquieu  redeem  the  boun. 

From  Lewis  to  mankind. 
No  tame  remission  genius  knows  | 
No  interval  of  dark  repose. 

To  quench  the  ethereal  flame  ; 
From  Thebes  to  Troy  the  victor  hie^ 
And  Homer  with  his  hero  viet 

In  varied  paths  to  £sme 
The  orb  which  rui'd  thy  natal  mgfat 
And  usher'd  in  a  greater  light 

Than  sets  the  pole  on  fire. 
With  undimmj^h'd  lo^re  crown'd,  • 
Unwearied  walks  th'  eternal  roondy 

Amid  the  heavenly  quu^ 

»  The  finest  prorinces  of  Egypt,  gained  from  a 
neglected  waste. 
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Proud  in  triumphal  chariot  huri*d, 
And  crown'd  the  mastert  of  the  worid. 

Ah!  let  MOt  Philip'*  SOD, 
His  soul  in  Syrian  softness  drown'd, 
His  brows  with  Persian  garlands  bound, 

The  race  of  pleasure  run  ! 
With  crossing  thoughts  Alcides  prest, 
The  awful  goddess  thus  addressed, 

And  pointing  to  the  prize : 
"  Behold  the  wreath  of  ghiry  shine  ! 
And  mark  the  onward  path  divine 

Tliat  opens  tp  the  skies ! 
"  The  heavenly  fire  must  ever  bum,. 
The  hero's  step  must  never  turn 

From  yon  sublime  abodes : 
Long  must  thy  life  of  labount  provt 
At  last  to  die  the  son  of  Jove, 

And  mingle  with  the  gods." 


LOGANS  POEMS. 


THE  LOVERS: 


A  POEM, 
The  lovers,  in  the  following  poem,  were  descended 
of  houses  that  had  been  long  at  variance.  The 
lady  is  first  introduced  as  leaving  her  father's 
bouse,  and  venturing  out  in  the  darknea&'of  the 
night  to  meet  with  her  lover.  They  meet  at 
the  appointed  hour.  The  rest  of  the  dialogue 
passes  in  the  chariot. 

HABRIBT. 

»Ti$  midnight  dark :  'tis  silence  deep ; 
My  father's  house  is  hush'd  in  sleep ; 
Id  dreams  the  lover  meets  his  bride, 
She  sees  her  lover  at  her  side ; 
The  mourner's  voice  is  now  supprest, 
A  while  the  weary  are  at  rest : 
*Tb  midnight  dark ;  'lis  silence  deep; 
I  only  wake,  and  wake  to  weep. 
^The  window 's  drawn,  the  ladder  waits, 
J  spy  no  watchman  at  the  gates : 
No  tread  re-echoes  thro*  the  hall. 
No  shadow  moves  along  the  wall. 
I  am  alone.    Tis  dreary  night, — 
O  come,  thou  partner  of  my  flight ! 
Shield  me  from  darkness,  from  alarms ; 

0  take  me  trembling  to  thine  arms ! 
The  dog  howls  dismal  in  the  heath. 
The  raven  croaks  the  dirge  of  death ; 
Ah  me  !  disaster's  in  the  sound ! 
The  terrours  of  the  night  are  round ; 
A  sad  mischance  my  fears  forebodt. 
The  demon  of  the  dark  's  abroad. 
And  lures,  with  apparition  dire. 

The  night-struck  man  thro'  flood  and  flrv. 
The  bowlet  screams  ill-boding  sounds, 
The  spirit  walks  unholy  rounds; 
The  wizard's  hour  eclipsing  rolls  ; 
The  shades  of  Hell  usurp  the  poles  ^ 
The  Moon  retires ;  the  Heav'n  depait^- 
From  opening  Earth  a  spectre  starts : 
My  spirit  dies— away  my  fears. 
My  love,  my  life,  my  lord  appears  \ 

BEKSr. 

1  oome,  I  come,  my  love;  my  lifel 
^M  Nature's  deanst  name,  my  wift  I 


Long  have  I  lov'd  thee ;  'long  have  soagbt ; 
And  dangers  brav'd  and  battles  fought ; 
In  this  embrace  our  evils  end ; 
From  this  our  better  days  ascend ; 
The  year  of  suffering  now  is  o'er. 
At  last  we  meet  to  part  no  more ! 
My  lovely  bride  !  my  consort,  come  I 
The  rapid  chariot  rolls  thee  home. 


I  fear  to  go— I  dare  not  stay. 

Look  back. — I  dare  not  look  that  way. 


No  evil  ever  shall  betide 
My  love,  while  I  am  at  her  side. 
Lo  !  thy  protector  and  thy  friend  ; 
The  arms  that  fold  thee  wjU  defend. 


Still  beats  my  bosom  with  alarms : 
i  tremble  while  Pm  in  thy  arms ! 
Wliat  will  impassiun'd  lovers  do  ? 
What  have  i  done — to  follow  you  ? 
I  leave  a  father  torn  with  fears ; 
I  leave  a  mother  bath'd  in  tears ; 
A  brother  girding  on  his  sword 
Against  my  life,  against  my  lord. 
Now,  without  father,  mother,  friend. 
On  thee  my  future  days  depend  ; 
Wilt  thou,  for  ever  true  to  love, 
A  father,  mother,  brother,  prove  ? 
O  Henry  I — ^to  thy  arms  I  fiill, 
My  friend  !  my  husband  !  and  my  all  * 
Alas !  what  hazards  may  I  run  } 
Shouldst  thou  forsake  me — I'm  undone. 


My  Harriet,  dissipate  thy  fears. 

And  let  a  husband  wipe  thy  tears; 

For  ever  join'd  our  fates  combine. 

And  I  am  yours,  and  you  are  mine. 

The  fires  the  firmament  that  rend, 

On  this  devoted  head  descend. 

If  e'er  in  thought  from  thee  I  rove. 

Or  love  thee  less  than  now  I  love  ! 

Altho'  our  fathers  have  been  foes, 

From  hatred  stronger  love  arose; 

From  adverse  briars  that  threatening  stood. 

And  threw  a  horrour  o'er  the  wood. 

Two  lovely  roses  met  on  high. 

Transplanted  to  a  better  sky. 

And,  grafted  in  on«  stock,  they  grow. 

In  union  spring,  in  beauty  blow. 

SAHlIET. 

My  heart  believes  my  love ;  but  still 

My  |>oding  mind  presages  ill : 

For  luckless  ever  was  our  love. 

Dark  as  the  sky  that  hung  above. 

While  %re  embrac'd,  we  shook  with  fears. 

And  with  our  kisses  mingled  tears : 

We  met  with  murmurs  and  with  sighs. 

And  pafted  still  with  watery  eyes. 

An  unforeseen  itnd  fatal  hand 

Cross'd  all  the  measures  love  had  plann'd  i 

Intrusion  marr'd  the  tender  hour, 

A  demon  started  in  the  bower: 

If,  like  the  past,  the  future  run. 

And  my  dark  day  is  but  f^eguDQQQl^ 


Wlnt  ckods  may  hang  above  my  head  I 
What  tears  may  I  have  yet  to  shed  ! 

Hi]«aY. 

0  do  not  woirad  that  gentle  breast ; 
Nor  siak,  with  fancied  tils  opprest ; 
For  softness,  tveeCDess,  all,  thou  ait, 
.\id  lore  it  virtue  in  thy  heart. 
Tbft  bosom  ne'er  shall  heave  again 
Bet  totbe  poet*s  tender  strain ; 
Asd  oerer  more  these  eyes  overflow 
Bit  for  a  hapless  lovers  woe. 

l^  on  the  ocean  tempest- tost. 
At  last  «e  gain  the  happy  coast ; 
Aad  safe  recount  upon  the  shore 
Oar  safierings  past  and  dangers  o'er : 
PM  aceoes ;  the  woes  we  wept  erewhile 
Will  iDske  our  future  minutes  smile  : 
WWb  sodden  joy  from  sorrow  springs, 
Bow  the  heart  thrills  thro'  all  iU  strings ! 


^  b&oH  castle  springs  to  sight; 
Ye  toven  that  gave  me  to  the  light ! 
Ohflk!  O  vales!  where  (  have  play'd; 
Ye  iQods,  that  wrapt  me  in  yonr  shade  ! 

0  Ktats  Vve  often  wandered  o*er  1 
Okoks  I  shall  heboid  no  more ! 

1  take  t  kx^,  last,  lingering,  view  ; 
Adiea  [  my  native  land  adieu ! 

0  Ertber,  mother,  brother  dear ! 
Obums  still  uttered  with  a  tear  ! 
^'pQB  whose  knees  Tve  sat  and  smil'd, 
^^Twse  grie&  my  blandishmeuts  beguil'd  ; 
^^^nm  1  forsake  in  sorrows  old, 
^^aa  I  shall  never  more  behold  ! 
Faievefl,  my  friends,  a  long  farewell, 
Tin  tins  shall  toll  the  fonetal  knelP. 


Tbjr friends,  thy  father's  house  resign; 
^friends,  my  ho*ise,  my  all  is  thine, 
^■ske,  arise,  my  wedded  wife, 
ToUgher  thoughts  and  happier  life  ! 
f«  thee  the  marriage  feast  is  spread, 
^  tbee  the  virgins  deck  the  bed ; 
7W  itv  of  Venus  shines  above, 
^  sU  thy  future  life  is  love. 
^  rise,  the  dear  domestic  hours ! 
TW  Maj  of  love  nniblds  her  flowers  ; 
Y<inlb,  beauty,  pleasore  spread  the  feast, 
Aarf  friendship  sits  a  constant  guest ; 
^  cbeerfol  peace  the  mom  ascends, 
h  vise  and  love  the  evening  ends  ; 
Atdittaaoe  graadeor  sbods  a  ray, 
Yftfild  the  evening  of  our  day. 
^^^■■bial  kwe  has  dearer  names, 
^ft»  ties,  and  sweeter  claims, 
J^  ^et  unwedded  hearts  can  fed, 
^^  wedded  hearts  can  e'er  reveal ; 
J*«,  as  tbtt  charities  above, 
«e  the  sweet  sympathies  of  love ; 
^cioser  cords  than  those  of  life 
^Blc  the  husband  tfi  the  wife. 

^cherabs  new-come  from  the  ^es, 
^'■T*  and  Harriets  round  us  rise ; 
^plapng  wanton  in  the  hall,    . 
rgk  acce«t  sweet  tteir  paie&tf  call ; 


A  TALE. 
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To  your  fiur  images  I  run ; 
You  clasp  the  husband  in  the  son ; 
O  how  the  mother's  heart  will  bound ! 
O  how. the  fieither's  joy  be  crownM  ! 


A  TALE. 

Whbrb  pastomi  Tweed,  renown'd  in  fODg, 

With  rapid  murmur  flows  ; 
In  Caledonia's  classic  ground. 

The  hall  of  Arthur  rose. 
A  braver  Briton  never  arm'd 

To  guard  his  native  isle; 
A  gentler  friend  did  never  make 

The  social  circle  smile. 
Twice  he  arose,  from  rebel  rage 

To  save  the  British  crown  ; 
And  in  the  field  where  heroes  strovt 

He  won  him  high  renown. 
But  to  the  plowsliare  tum'dthe  sword. 

When  bloody  war  iid  cease ; 
And  in  the  arbour  which  he  rear'd 

He  raised  the  song  of  peace. 
An  only  daughter  in  his  age 

SoUc'd  a  fother's  care ; 
And  all  the  country  blest  the  name 

Of  Emily  the  fair. 
The  picture  of  her  mother's  youth, 

(Now  sainted  in  the  sky)  ; 
She  was  the  angel  of  his  age. 

And  apple  of  bis  eye. 

Something  unseen  o'er  all  her  form 

Did  nameless  grace  impart ; 
A  secret  charm  that  won  the  way 

At  once  into  the  heart. 
Her  eye  the  pure  *»th«*real  blue. 

Than  that  did  fairer  show, 
Whene'er  she  watch'd  a  father's  look. 

Or  wept  a  lover's  wo? : 
For  now  the  lover  of  her  youth 

To  Indian  climes  had  roved. 
To  conquer  Fortune's  cruel  rage, 

And  match  the  raaid  he  loved. 
Her  voice,  the  gentle  tone  of  love. 

The  heart  a  captive  stole ; 
The  tender  accent  of  her  tongue 

W^cnt  thrilling  thro'  the  soul. 
The  graces  that  for  Nature  fair 

Present  us  mimic  Art, 
The  false  refinements  that  refine 

Away  the  human  heart. 
She  knew  not ;  in  the  simple  robe 

Of  elegance  and  ease, 
Complete  she  shone,  and  ever  pleased. 

Without  the  thought  to  please. 

Instruct  th'  unplanted  forest-crab 

To  leave  its  genius  wild ; 
Subdue  the  monster  of  the  wood, 

And  make  the  savage  mild : 

But  who  would  give  the  rose  a  hue 

Which  Nature  has  not  given  ? 
But  who  would  tame  the  nightmgale. 

Or  bring  the  lark  from  Heaven^  | 

,gitizedbyLiOOgle 
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The  father,  watching  o'er  hit  tlM^ 
» '  The  joy  of  fethera  foatid ; 

And,  blest  hiftwelf,  he  stretcb'd  his 

To  bless  the  neighbours  rotunk 
A  patriarch  in  vale  of  peace, 

To  all  he  gave  the  law ; 
The  good  he  guarded  in  their  rights 

And  kept  the  bad  to  aWe. 
Lord  of  hii!  -own  i>aternal  field, 

fie  liberal  dealt  his  store ; 
And  c&il'd  the  stranger  to  his  feas^ 

Tlie  beggar  to  his  door. 
But,  ah  !  what  mortal  knows  the  hour 

Of  fate  ?  a  hand  unseen 
U|)on  the  curtain  ever  restn. 

And  sudden  shifts  the  scene* 
Arthur  was  surely  for  hiu  friend. 

Who  fled  to  foreign  cliaies. 
And  left  him  to  the  gri|)e  of  law. 

The  victim  of  hi^  crimts. 

The  Son,  that,  rising,  yiw  him  lord 

Of  hill  and  valley  round. 
Beheld  him,  at  his  setting  hour. 

Without  one  foot  of  ground. 
Forth  from  tl)c  hall,  no  longer  his. 

He  is  a  pilgrim  gone ; 
And  walks  a  stranger  o'er  the  fitldt 

He  lately  call'd  his  own. 
The  bla>t  of  Winter  whistled  loud 

And  shrill  thro'  the  void  hail ; 
And  heavy  on  hU  h«iary  loeki 

Thfe  shower  of  night  did  fall. 
ClaspM  in  his  daughter**  trembling  band. 

He  journey'd  sad  and  slow  j 
At  times  he  stopt  to  look  behind, 

A^d  tears  began  to  flow. 
Wearied,  ami  faint,  ami  cold,  and  wet. 

To  bhelter  he  did  hie ; 
**  Beooath  the  covert  of  this  rock. 

My  daughter,  let  us  die  !*^ 
At  midnight,  in  the  weary  waste 

In  sorrow  sat  the  pair  ;      ' 
She  chEff'd  his  shivering  hands,  and  wrung 

The  water  from  his  hair. 

Thfe  sigh  spontj^neous  rose,  the  tear 

Invul notary  flow'd ; 
No  woi"d  of  lomfort  could  she  speak. 

Nor  would  she  weep  aloud. 
**  In  yonder  hall  my  fathers  liv*d, 

la  yonder  hall  they  died  ; 
Now  in  that  church-yard*s  aisle  they  sleep. 

Each  by  his  spouse's  side. 

**  Oft  have  I  made  yon  hall  resound 
With  social,  sweet  delight ; 

And  marked  not  the  morning  hour. 
That  stole  upon  the  night 

**  When  there  the  wanderers  of  the  dark, 

Keposing,  ceased  to  roam ; 
And  strangers,  happy  in  the  hall, 

Did  tind  themselves  at  home : 

"  I  little  thought  that,  thus  forlorn, 

In  deserts  1  should  bide, 
And  have  not  where  to  lay  the  head. 

Amid  the  world  ao  wide  l*^ 


LOGAN'S  POEMS. 


A  stranger,  wandering  tbrongh  the  irood^ 

Beheld  the  hapless  pair ; 
Long  did  he  look  in  silence  sad. 

Then  shriek'd  as  in  doipair. 
He  ran,  and  lowly  at  the  feet 

Of  bis  late  lord  be  Ml ; 
"  Alas,  my  master,  Iwve  I  Uvsd 

To  bid  your  hoose  feiewei ! 
"  But  I  will  never  bid  adieu 

To  him  I  prized  so  high  : 
As  with  my  ma<;ter  I  have  lived, 

I  Ml  with  my  master  die. 

"  I  saw  the  snmmer-friend,  who  shar^4 

The  banquet  in  your  haH, 
Depart,  nor  cast  one  look  behind 

On  the  forsaken  wall. 
**  I  saw  the  daily,  nightly  guest 

The  changing  scene  forsake  ; 
Nor  drop  a  tear,  nor  turn  his  ste^)*  ^ 

The  long  farewel  to  take  : 
**  Then  to  the  service  of  my  lord 

I  vowM  a  throbbing  h«9ut; 
And  in  the  clianfes  of  yoar  life 

To  bear  an  hmntile  part. 
"  Forgive  the  fond,  offlcfous  zeal  ' 

Of  one  that  loves  his  lord  ! 
The  new  possessor  of  your  field 

A  suppiia  it  1  implored. 
"  I  tuld  the  treactery  of  your  friend. 

The  story  of  your  woe, 
And  sou^icht  his  favour,  when  I  saw 

His  tears  begin  to  flow. 
"  I  ask'd  the  hamlet  of  the  kill. 

The  lone,  sequestered  seat. 
Your  chosen  haunt  and  fiMrourite  bow^ 

To  be  your  last  retreat.  ^ 

"  I  oiTcr'd  what  was  all  your  own 

The  gold  1  had  in  store  j 
Low  at  his  feet  I  fell,  and  w^pt 

That  I  conld  gi\'e  no  more, 
•  Your  gold  is  yonts,  the  gen'rous  youth 

With  geutle  accent  said  ; 
Your  master's  be  that  little  field. 

And  cheeiful  be  his  shed  ! 

"  Nov  Heaven  has  heard  my  prayer ;  I  Ve  wished 

1  could  In  part  repay 
The  fivours  your  extended  hand    " 

Bestowed  from  day  to  day. 
"  I  yet  may  see  a  garland  green 

Upon  the  hoary  head ; 
Yet  see  iny  maeter  blest,  before 

1  dwell  among  the  dead  I" 
In  silence  Arthur  look'd  to  Heaven, 

And  clasp'd  his  Edwin^s  hand ; 
Tlie  eyes  of  Emily  in  tears 

Express'd  aifTection  bland. 

From  opening  Heaven  the  Moon  appeared  ;  ^ 

Fair  was  the  face  of  night ;  ^ 

Bright  in  their  beauty  shone  the  stars  ; 

The  air  was  flowing  light. 
Arthur  resum'd  the  pilgrim's  staff; 

They  held  their  lonely  way 
Dim  thro'  the  forest's  darksome  bourne. 

Till  near  the  dawning  day. 
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Then  a  long  line  of  pxMy  lightti 

That  qatverM  to  and  fro, 
Reveai'fl  tbetr  lone  retreat,  aod  cloted 

The  ptisrimage  of  woe. 
He  eoter'd,  solemn,  slow,  and  md, 
I  Tbe  destined  heroMtiige*, 

i     A  little  and  a  lonely  but, 

Tu  cover  hapless  age. 
He  da^M  his  daucrhter  m  hii  annf^ 

Aod  kuB*d  a  fbtthig  tear; 
*' 1  bare  my  all,  ye  gracious  powtra! 

1  hare  my  daughter  here  !*» 
A  lober  banquet  to  prepare, 

Emilia  cheerful  goes ; 
7^  h^gc^  blazed,  the  window  glaoe'A, 

The  heart  of  age  aroK. 
"  I  would  not  be  that  guilty  man, 

With  all  his  golden  store ; 
Kor  change  my  lot  with  any  wretch, 

That  counts  hb  thousands  o'er. 
•*  Now  here  at  last  we  are  at  home. 

We  can  no  lower  fill  I ; 
Um  m  the  cottnge,  peace  can  dwell. 

As  in  tbe  lordly  hall. 
•*  Tbe  wants  of  Native  are  but  few  j 

Her  banquet  soon  b  spread : 
The  tenant  of  tbe  vale  of  tears 

Bequires  but  daily  bread. 

*  The  fi>od  that  grows  id  every  field 

Will  life  and  health  prolong ; 
Aad  water  from  the  j^iring  suffi/^ 

To  quench  tbe  thirsty  tongue. 
*"  Bat  aU  tbe  Indies,  with  their  wealthy 

And  earth,  and  air,  and  seas. 
Win  never  quench  the  sickly  thirst. 

And  cnvrog  of  disease. 
"  My  hnmble  garden  to  my  band 

Gootentment^s  feast  will  yield  | 
Aad  b  the  seasi^,  harvest  white 

Wdlbadmy  little  field. 
**  Vke  Nature's  simple  children,  her% 

With  Nature's  self  we  'U  live. 
Aad  of  tbe  little  that  is  left. 

Have  something  still  to  ^vOi 

"  The  sad  vicMitodes  of  life 
Long  have  I  leani'd  to  bear; 

^  oh  I  my  daughter,  thou  art  ne« 
To  sorrow  and  to  oare  ! 

*  Bow  shall  that  fine  and  flowery  fbrm. 

In  silken  folds  cimfined, 
Tkt  scarcely  £seed  tbe  summ«>a  gali% 
Eodnre  the  wintery  wind  ! 

*  ih  !  bow  wih  thon  sustain  a  sky 

With  angry  tempest  red  ! 
5t»  wilt  thoQ  bear  the  bitter  storm 
That*s  hangii^  o'er  thy  bead ! 

*  Whste'er  thy  justice  dooms,  O  Odd ! 

I  take  with  temper  mild ; 
Brtoh!  repay  it  tboosand-foM 

la  blessings  on  my  child  !** 
"  Weep  not  lor  roc,  thou  lather  fondl'^ 

The  virgin  soft  did  say  ; 
**  Ooohf  I  cootribnte  to  thy  peace, 

O.  IwonJdbtotheday! 


"  The.  Parent  wtio  provides  tnr  aft 

For  us  vhW  noMT  pn>vi(le  ; 
These  handst  have  learnM  the  gayer  arts 

Of  elegance  aud  pnde : 

**  What  once  amused  a  ^-acant  hour, 

Shall  naw  tbe  day  engage ; 
And  vanity  shall  spread  tbe  board 

Of  poverty  and  age, 
5*  At  eventldft,  bow  blithe  we'll  meet. 

And,  while  the  fa^TRots  blaze, 
Recount  the  trifles  of  the  time. 

And  drt^am  of  better  d;;ys! 
'<  I'll  read  the  tragic  tales  of  old. 

To  Koothe  a  father's  woes ; 
ril  lay  the  pillow  for  thy  bead, 

And  sing  thee  to  repose." 

The  fether  wept  "  Thy  wond*rous  band* 

Almighty,-!  adore ! 
I  had  not  known  how  blest  I  was. 

Had  I  not  been  so  poor ! 
''  Now  blest  be  God  for  what  b  reft  1 

And  blest  for  what  is  given  I 
Thou  art  an  angel,  O  my  child  ! 

With  thee  I  dwell  in  Heavcir!«» 
Then,  in  the  garb  of  ancient  times, 

They  trod  the  pastoral  plain : 
But  who  descriiies  a  summer's  day. 

Or  paints  the  halcyon  main^ 
One  day,  a  wanderer  m  tbe  wood 

Tbe  lom>iy  threshold  prest; 
'IVas  then  that  Arthur's  humble  rool 

Had  first  received  a  guest 
The  stranger  told  his  tender  tales 

"  I  come  from  foreign  clitnes ; 
Prom  countries  red  with  Indian  bloody 

And  stainM  with  Christian  crimes^ 

"  O  may  Britannia  never  hear 

What  these  sad  eyes  have  seen  ( 
May  an  eternal  veil  be  drawn 

That  world  and  tbb  between ! 
"  No  frantic  avarice  fired  my  soul, 

And  Heaven  my  wishes  crown'd  j 
For  soon  a  fortune  to  my  mind  , 

With  innocence  1  found. 
"  From  exile  sad,  returning  home, 

I  kiss'd  the  sacred  earth ; 
And  flew  to  find  my  native  woods 

And  walls  that  gave  me  birth. 
"  To  church  on  Sunday  fond  I  went. 

In  hopes  to  mark,  unseen, 
All  my  old  friends,  assembled  round 

The  circle  of  the  green. 
"  Alas,  the  change  that  time  had  made  f 

My  ancient  friends  were  gone  ; 
Another  race  possess'd  the  walls, 

And  I  was  left  alone  ! 

*'  A  stranger  among  strangers,  long 

I  look'd  from  pew  to  pew  ; 
But  not  the  fiice  of  one  old  friend 

Rose  imaged  to  my  vtbw. 

"  The  horrid  plough  had  razed  the  greevs 
Where  we  bavo  often  play'd ; 

The  axe  had  fell'd  tbe  hawthorn  "tree^ 
The  school-boy's  sunuo^  shade. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


€t 


tXIGAN'S  POEMS. 


The  wrath  of  NattiW  tliMt«§  oor  bwwwif 
And  prom  ".8.  dfrttits,  aiid  cherWi*d  A«»^M% 

f  h'-  hopes  of  life  m  cnibryo  Mvoepa; 
Pale  o'er  the  ru»ufc  <rf  hw  p^B"** 
And  desolate  b«  for©  hi*  t<i»«i 
In  sil^'iice  b3<l  the  mourner  wall»  and  weepa ! 
Relentless  ptiwer !  wboie  feted  stroke 

OVr  wretched  man  prevails  ? 
Ha  !  love's  eternal  chaha  is  broke, 

And  frieodshiu's  covenant  fails 
Upbraiding  forms  !  a  moment's  ease— 
O  nicmurv  !  bow  (ball  i  appease 

Tlic  bleeding:  shade,  the  uidatd  ghost  t 
What  charm  can  bmd  the  gnshing  eye? 
What  votee  console  th'  incessant  sigh, 
And  everlasting  longings  for.  the  lost  ^ 
Yet  not  unwelcome  waves  the  wood, 

Tliat  hides  me  in  \U  gloom, 
While  lo4  in  melancholy  mood 

1  mtise  u{>on  the  tomb. 
Their  chet^uefd  leaves  the  branches  shed  ; 
Wbirlinf?  in  eddie»  o'er  ray  head, 

The  sadly  J^igh,  that  Winter's  near : 
The  warning  voice  I  hear  behind, 
That  shakes  the  wool  without  a  wind. 
And  solemn  sounds  tbedeathbdl  of  the  year. 
Nor  will  I  court  Lethean  8t#eams, 

The  sorrow  ing  senwi  to  steep  ; 
Nor  drink  »blivion  of  the  themes 

On  which  I  love  to  weep. 
Belated  oft  by  fabled  rill. 
While  Bightly  o^er  the  hallowed  bill 

Aenar  music  seems  to  moum ; 
I'll  listen  Autumn's  closing  strain  ; 
Then  woo  the  walks  of  youth  again, 
And  pour  nay  sorrows  o'er  th*  untimely  urn  ! 


HYMNS, 


I. 
THE  PRAYER  OF  JACOB. 

O  GOO  of  Abraham !    by  whose  IiaAd 

Thy  people  still  are  fed 
Who,  thro'  this  weary  pilfq-image. 

Hast  all  our  fathers  led  ! 
Our  vows,  our  prayers,  we  now  present 

Before  thy  throne  of  graee  j 
God  of  our  facers,  be  th«  <Mi4 

Of  their  succeeding  raca 
Thro*  each  perplexing  path  of  Iifc 

Our  wandering  footsteps  guidt. 
Give  us  by  day  our  daily  bread, 

And  raiment  fit  provide. 
O  spread  thy  covering  winjfs  around. 

Tilt  all  our  wanderings  cease. 
And  at  our  fathers*  lov'd  abode 

Our  feet  arrive  in  peace. 
Now  with  the  humble  voioc  of  prayer 

Thy  mercy  we  implore ; 
Then  with  the  gratefnl'  voice  of  praise 

Thy  goodness  we'll  adore* 


11. 


THE  COMPLAINT  Of  KATURp* 

"  Few  are  thy  days  and  Coll  of  woe, 

O  mnsi  of  woman  born  ! 
Thy  doom  is  written,  dust  thou  art. 

And  Shalt  to  dunt  return. 
*•  Determined  are. the  days  that  fly 

Successive  o'er  thy  head ; 
The  numl>er'd  hour  is  on  the  wing,. 
That  lays  thee  with  the  de«d. 
"  Alas  !  the  little  day  of  life 
Is  shoiler  than  a  spao^ 
Yet  black  with  thousand  bidden  ills 

To  miserable  man. 
"  Gay  is  thy  morning;  flattering  hop* 

Thy  spripht'y  step  attends  ; 
But  soon  the  tempest  howls  liehind. 

And  the  dark  night  descends. 
"  Before  its  splendid  hour  the  cloudy 

Comes  o'er  the  beam  of  light ; 
A  pils^rim  in  a  weary  lind, 

Man  tarries  but  a  night. 
"  Behold  !  sad  emblem  (>f  thy  state. 
The  flowers  that  paint  ibc  field ; 
Or  trees,  that  crown  the  moiwUin's  brow^ 

And  bonglw  and  l>lo8fiom&  yield. 
««  When  chill  the  blast  of  Winter  blows. 

Away  the  Summer  flics, 
The  fluwerN  rtsiun  their  sunny  robes. 

And  all  their  beanty  dies, 
"  Nipt  by  the  year,  the  forest  fodet ; 

And',  shaking  to  the  wind. 
The  leaves  toss  to  and  fro,  and  streak 

The  wilderness  beh  ud. 
"  The  Winter  past,  reviving  flowers 

Anew  shall  pant  the  plain  ; 
The  wootls  shall  hear  the  voice  of  Springs 

And  flouri>b  green  again : 
"  But  man  departs  this  ( arthly  scene. 

Ah  !  never  to  return  ! 
No  second  Spring  shall  <i'er  revive 

The  ashes  of  the  uni. 
"  Th'  inexorable  doors  of  Death 

What  hand  can  e'er  unfold  ? 
Who  from  the  cearments  of  the  tomb 
'      Can  raii»e  ^he  human  mould  ? 
"  The  michty  flood  that  roll*;  along 

Its  tom*nts  to  the  main. 
The  waters  lost  can  ne'er  recal 

From  that  abyss  again* 
"  TTie  days,  the  years,  the  ages,  dark 

Descending  down  to  night. 
Can  never,  never  be  redeemed 
Back  to  the  gates  of  light 
**  So  man  departs  the  living  scene. 

To  night's  perpetnai  gloom  j 
The  voice  of  morning  ne*er  shall  break 

The  slumbers  of  the  tomb. 
"  Where  are  our  fathers  ?  whither  f 

The  mighty  men  of  old  ? 

The  patriarchs,  prophets,  priooes,  1 

Iq  sacred  books  eoroird  ? 
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'  Qsae  to  die  mting  place  of  nun, 

T%e  everlMting  home, 
Whtre  ages  past  have  gone  before, 

Wboe  (uture  ages  come." 
Thai  Natnre  povr'd  the  wail  of  woe, 

And  org *d  her  earnest  cry  ; 
Her  Yoke  in  agooy  extreme 

Aaceoded  to  the  sky. 

Tk*  Almighty  beard :  theo  from  his  throne    ^ 

la  majesty  be  rose ; 
Aad  firom  the  Heaven,  that  open'd  wide, 

Hii  voice  in  mercy  flows. 

"  Wheo  iBortal  man  resigns  his  breath. 

And  &lla  a  clod  of  clay, 
IW  sool  imnortal  wings  its  flight. 

To  never  setting  i^y. 

"  Prepar'd  of  old  for  wicked  niea 

The  bed  of  torment  lies ; 
IVejost  shall  enter  into  bliss 

ImoMrtal  in  the  skies.*' 


JIL 
TRUST  IN  PROVIDENCE. 

Auncarr  Father  uf  mankind. 

On  tliee  my  hopes  remain ; 
lad  wbesi  the  day  of  tronble  comes, 

I  shall  not  trust  in  vain. 
^Voa  ait  ovr  kind  preserver,  f rmb 

The  cradle  to  the  tomb ; 
lad  I  was  cast  upon  thy  care. 

Even  from  my  mother's  womb, 
b  eariy  yeais  tbon  wast  my  guide. 

And  of  my  yooih  the  friend  : 
And  as  my  days  began  with  thee. 

With  thee  my  days  shall  end* 
I  kaov  the  power  in  wliom  I  tnisl. 

The  arm  on  which  I  !ean ; 
Be  will  my  Saviour  ever  be. 

Who  has  my  Saviour  beerk 
la  fenner  timet,  when  trouble  came. 

Thou  didst  not  stand  afar ; 
Vor  £dst  thou  prow  an  absent  friend 

Amid  the  din  of  war. 
MyOod,  who  caoaedst  me  to  hopa. 

When  life  began  to  beat, 
Aai  when  a  stranger  in  the  world. 

Didst  goioe  my  wandering  feet ; 
Tksa  wib  not  cast  me  aC  when  age 

Aad  evil  days  descend ; 
Thoa  wilt  not  leave  me  in  d«>spair. 

To  monna  my  latter  end. 
IWefore  in  fife  I'll  tmst  to  thee. 

In  death  t  will  adore ; 
Aad  after  death  will  sing  thy  praise, 

When  time  shall  be  no  more. 
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IV. 

ffEAVBNLY  WISDOV. 

0  lAtrr  b  the  mm  wbo  bean 
lastraction^  warntDg  voice, 
Aid  wha  celestial  Wiadoqa  w^n 
fib  early,  only  cboic** 
VafcXTllI, 


For  she  has  treasures  "greater  ftir 

Than  east  or  west  uufok). 
And  her  reward  is  more  secure 

Than  is  the  gain  of  gold. 
In  her  right  hand  she  holds  to  view 

A  length  of  happy  years  ; 
And  in  her  left,  the  prize  of  fame 

And  honour  bright  appears. 
She  guides  the  young,  with  innocence^ 

In  pleasure's  path  to  tread, 
A  crown  of  glory  she  bestows 

Upon  the  hoary  head. 
According  as  her  labours  rise. 

So  her  rewards  increase. 
Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantnesf. 

And  all  her  paths  are  peace. 


BeaotD!  the  monntain  of  the  Lord 

In  latter  days  shall  rise, 
Above  the  mountains  and  the  hills. 

And  draw  the  wondering  eyes. 
To  this  the  joyful  nations  round, 

All  tribes  and  tongues,  shall  flosr^ 
"  Up  to  the  hill  of  (.'od,"  they'll  say, 

"  And  to  his  house  we'll  go." 
The  beam  that  shim^  on  Zion  bill 

Shall  lighten  every  land  ; 
The  King  who  reigns  in  Zion  tower* 

Shall  all  the  world  command. 
No  strife  shall  vex  Messiah's  reign. 

Or  mar  the  peaceful  years, 
To  p'mighshares  soon  they  boat  their 

To  pruning-hooks  their  spears. 
No  longer  hosts  en<xnntering  hosts. 

Their  milKons  slain  dep'ore^ 
They  hang  the  trumjict  in  the  hail, 

And  study  war  no  more. 
Come  then — O  come  from  every  land^ 

To  worship  at  his  ^brine ; 
And,  walking  in  the  light  of  God, 

With  holy  beauties  shine. 


VL 

BaaoLt)!  th' Ambassador  divine. 

Descending  from  above. 
To  publish  to  mankind  th«  laW 

Of  everlasting  love  ! 
On  biro,  in  rich  effosion  pourM, 

The  heavenly  dew  descends  ; 
And  truth  divine  he  shall  reveal 

To  Earth's  remotest  ends.   ' 
No  trumpet-sound,  at  his  approach. 

Shall  strike  the  wondering  ears  ^ 
But  still  and  gentle  breathe  the  voicf 

In  which  the  Ood  appears. 
By  his  kind  hand  the  shaken  reed 

Shall  raise  its  falling  frame  ; 
The  dying  embers  ihall  revive. 

And  kindle  to  a  0ame. 
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The  onward  progress  of  b»8  zeal 

Shall  never  know  dccUne, 
Till  foreign  lands  and  distant  isles 

Receive  the  law  divine. 
He  who  spread  forth  the  arch  of  Heaven, 

And  bade  the  planets  roll. 
Who  laid  the  basis  of  the  Earth. 

And  formM  the  human  soul, — 
Thus  nith  the  Lord,  "  Thee  hare  I  sent, 

A  prophet  from  the  sky, 
Wide  o'er  the  nations  to  proclaim 

The  message  from  on  high. 
♦•  "Before  thy  face  the  shades  of  death 

Shall  take  to  sudden  tight  j 
The  people  who  in  darkness  dwell 

Shall  hail  fi  glorious  light ; 
•*  The  gates  of  brass  shall  'sunder  burst, 

.     The  iron  fetters  fall  ; 
The  promised  jubilee  of  Heaven 

Appointed  rise  o*er  all. 

"  And  lo  !  presag:og  thy  approach. 
The  heathen  temples  shake. 

And  trcmbliug  in  forsaken  fanes. 
The  fabHed  idbls  quake. 

'*  I  am  Jehovah  :  I  am  One  r 

My  name  sh^ll  now  be  known ; 

Ho  idol  shall  nsorp  my  praise, 
Nbf  mount  into  my  throne."' 

Lo,  former  scenes,  predicted  once, 

Coospictious  rise  to  view  ; 
And  future  scenes,  predicted  now, 

Shan  be  accomplish'd  too. 

Now  sing  a  new  song  to  the  Lord  ! 

Let  Earth  hia  praise  resound ; 
Te  who  upon  the  ocean  dwell. 

And  fill  the  isles  around* 

O  city  of  the  Lord  !  begin 

The  universal  song  ;  . 

And  let  the  scattered  villager 

The  joyful  notes  prolong. 
Let  Kedar*?  wilderness  afar 

Lift  up  the  lonely  voice ; 
And  let  the  tenants  of  the  rock 

With  accent  rude  rejoice. 
O  from  the  streams  of  distant  land* 

Unto  Jehovah  sing  ! 
And  joyful  from  the  mountains  tops 

Shout  to  the  Lord  the  King ! 
Let  all  combtnM  with  one  accord 

Jehovah's  glories  raise, 
'  Tin  in  remotest  bounds  of  Earth 

The  nations  sound  his  praise. 


LOGAN'S  POEMS. 


vn. 

MfssiAH  !  at  thy  glad  approach 

Tl)e  howling  wilds  are  still ; 
Thy  praises  fill  the  lonely  waste, 

And  breathe  from  every  hill. 
The  hidden  fountains,  at  thy  call. 

Their  sacred  stores  unlock  j 
Loud  in  the  desert,  sudden  streaJXM 

Burst  living  from  the  rock. 


The  inccn^se  of  the  spring  ascend* 

Upon  the  morning  ^le  : 
Red  o'er  the  hill  the  rases  bloom, 

'ITie  lilies  in  the  vale. 
ItenewM,  the  Earth  a  robe  of  light, 

A  robe  c>f  beauty  wears  j 
And  in  new  Heavens  a  brighter  Sun 

Leads  on  the  promisM  years. 
The  kiDgdom  of  Messiah  come 

Appointed  times  disclose  ; 
And  fairer  in  Emmanuei's  land 

The  new  creation  glows. 
Let  Israel  to  the  Prince  of  Peac« 

The  loud  ha«;annali  sing  ! 
With  hallelujahs  and  with  hymns, 

O  Zion,  hail  thy  King  ! 


VIII. 

Whe?«  Jesus  by  the  Virgin  brought. 

So  runs  the  lawof  Heaven, 
Was  oflfer'd  holjr  to  the  Lord, 

And  at  the  altar  given  ; 
Simeon  the  just  and  the  devout. 

Who,  frequent  in  the  fane. 
Had  for  the  Saviour  waited  long. 

But  waited  ftill  in  vain. 
Came,  Heaveo-directed,  at  the  hour 

When  Mary  bekl  her  sou ; 
He  stretched  forth  his  aged  arms, 
'    While  tears  of  gladness  vun  ; 

With  holy  joy  upon  his  face 

The  good  old  father  smiPd, 
AVhile  fbndly  in  his  witber'd  arms 

He  clasp'd  the  promis'd  child. 
And  then  he  lifted  op  to  Heaven 

An  earnest  asking  eye ; 
My  joy  is  full,  my  hour  is  come, 

Lord»  let  thy  servant  die. 
At  last  my  arms  embrace  my  Lord, 

Now  let  their  rigour  cease ; 
At  last  my  eyes  my  Saviour  see. 

Now  let  tbem  close  in  peace.* 
The  star  and  glory  of  the  land 

Hath  now  bc^;mi  to  shine; 
The  morning  that  shall  gild  the  globe 

Breaks  on  these  eyes  of  mine  1 


IX. 

VVhcri  high  the  heavenly  temple  stands, 
Tlie  house  of  God  not  made  with  bands, 
A  great  High  Priest  our  nature  wears. 
The  Patron  of  mankind  appears. 
He  who  for  men  in  mergy  stood. 
And  pour'd  on  Earth  his  precious  blood. 
Pursues  ill  Heaven  his  plan  of  grace. 
The  guardian  God  of  humaaraoe. 
Tho'  now  ascended  up  on  high. 
He  bends  on  Earth  a  brother's  eye, 
Partaker  of  the  human  name. 
He  knows  the  frailty  of  our  frame. 
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AN  ECLOGUE. 


Ottr  fellow-tnlferer  yet  retains 
A  feIlov>fee1iog  of  our  paJns ; 
And  still  remembers  in  the  skies 
H»  tears,  aud  agonies,  and  cries. 
In  every  pan??  that  rends  the  heart, 
The  Man  of  Sorrows  bad  a  part ! 
He  sympathises  io  oor  grief, 
And  to  the  sufferer  sends  relief. 
TTith  bcJdoess,  therefore,  at  the  throng 
l«t  Qs  make  all  our  sorrows  known, 
And  ask  the  aids  of  heavenly  power. 
To  help  OS  in  the  eril  boar. 
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POEMS 

ATTRIBUTED  TO 

LOGAN. 

DJMOS,  MBSALCAS,  AND  MEUBOEUS: 
AN  ECLOGUE. 

DAMOW. 

Miti>  fron  the  show'r,  the  morning's  rosy  light 

Tolblds  the  beauteous  season  to  the  sight : 

The  landacape  rises  verdant  on  the  view ; 

Hie  tittle  hills  oplift  their  heads  in  dew; 

The  94iiiny  stream  rejoices  in  the  vale ; 

The  woods  with  songs  approaching  summer  hail : 

The  boy  comes  forth  among  the  flow'rs  to  play:    ' 

ffis  fiur  hair  glitters  in  the  yellow  ray.— 

aepeida,  h^  the  song !  while,  o'er  the  mead, 

Yov  flocks  at  wUI  oo  dewy  pastures  feed. 

^Behold  £ur  Nature,  and  begin  the  song ! 

The  soQgs  of  Nature  to  the  swain  belang. 

'Who  equals  Cona's  bard  in  sylvan  strains. 

To  him  his  harp  an  equal  prize  remains : 

ffii  harp,  which  sonnds  on  all  its  sacred  strings 

TW  kyres  of  hooters,  and  the  wars  of  kings. 

MEXALCAS. 

Kbw  fleecy  docMk  m  clearer  skies  are  seen  ; 
1W  air  is  graial,  and  the  earth  is  green; 
O'rr  hill  and  dale  the  flow'rs  spontaneous  spring  ; 
Aid  bb^btrds  noging  now  invite  to  sing. 

MZLIBOEVS. 

Kow  aaky  ihowtrs  rejoice  the  springhig  grain ; 
jJ^Hipeiiing  pea-blooms  porple  all  the  plain  j 
ne  hei%es  blosHMn  white  on  every  hand ; 
Ab«dy  harvett  seems  to  clothe  the  land. 

MBVALCAS. 

White  o^er  the  hill  my  snowy  sheep  appear, 
och  with  ber  lamb;  their  shepherd's  name  they  bear. 
I  bve  tD  lead  them  whem  the  daisies  spring, 
^  M  the  sonny  hill  to  sit  and  sing. 

MBLIBOIVS. 

My  fldis  are  green  with  clover  and  with  corn; 
Ky  flocks  the  hillj,  and  herds  the  vales,  adorn. 
Itnch  the  alieam,  I  teach  thfe  vocal  shore, 
^  ««od^  to  echo  that "  I  want  no  morfc  " 


MtMAtCAl, 

To  me  the  bees  their  annual  nectar  vield ; 
Peace  cheers  my  hut,  and  plenty  clothes  my  field. 
All      °°         *   '  5'^<^  to  ocean^s  wind 
Ail  care  away ;— a  monarch  m  my  mind. 

MBLIBOEUS. 

My  mind  is  cheerful  as  the  linnet's  lays ; 
Heaven  daily  hears  a  sliephenl^s  simple  praise. 
What  time  I  shear  my  flock,  I  send  a  fleece 
To  aged  Mopsa,  and  her  orphan  niece. 

MENALCAS. 

Lavinia,  come  I  here  primroses  opspriog: 
Here  choirs  of  linnets,  here  yourself  may  smg ; 
Here  meadows  worthy  of  th v  foot  appear : 
O  come,  Lavinia  !  let  us  wander  here  > 

MELIBOEUS. 

Rosclla,  come  !  here  flow»rs  the  heath  adorn  t 
Here  ruddy  roses  open  on  the  thorn ; 
Here  willows  by  the  brook  a  shadow  give : 
O  here,  Rosella !  let  us  love  to  live  ! 

MBNALCAS. 

Lavinia's  fairer  than  the  flow'n  of  May 
Or  autumn  apples,  ruddy  in  the  ray : 
For  her  my  flow'rs  are  in  a  gariand  wove  ; 
And  all  my  apples  ripen  for  my  love. 

MBLIBOEUS. 

Prince  of  the  wood,  the  oak  majestic  tow»fi ; 
The  lily  of  the  vale  is  queen  of  flow'rs  • 
Above  the  maids  Rosella's  charms  prexail. 
As  oaks  in  woods,  and  lilies  in  the  vale ! 

MENALCAS. 

Resound,  ye  rocks !  ye  little  hills  rejoice  ' 
Assenting  woods,  to  Heav'n  uplift  your  voice  » 
Let  Spring  and  Summer  enter  band  in  hand  I 
Lavinia  comes  !  the  glory  of  our  land  ! 

liEMBOEUS. 

Whene'er  my  love  appears  upon  the  plain. 
To  her  the  wond'ring  sbephenis  tune  the  strain : 

Who  comes  in  beauty  like  the  vernal  mom. 
When  yellow  robes  of  light  all  Heav'n  and  Eaith 
adotn." 

MENAfCAf. 

Rosella's  mme,  by  all  the  pow're  above  ' 
Each  star  in  Heav'n  is  witness  to  our  love. 
Among  the  lilies  she  abides  all  day  j 
Herself  as  lovely,  and  as  sweot  as  they. 

MELIBOEUS. 

By  Tweed  Lavinia  feeds  her  fleecy  care 
And  in  the  sunshine  combs  her  yellow  hair 
Be  t^ne  the  peace  of  Heav'n,  unknown  tokiiigs  f 
And  o  er  thee  angeli  spread  their  guaixlian  wings  ! 

MENALCAS. 

I  follow'd  Nature,  and  was  fond  of  praise ; 
Thnce  noble  Varo  has  approv'd  my  lays  : 
If  he  approves,  superior  to  my  peers, 
I  jom  th'  immortal  choir,  and  sing  to  other  years. 

MELIBOEUS. 

My  mistress  Is  my  muse :  the  banks  of  Tyue 
RMOund  with  Nature's  music,  and  with  mine. 
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IMen  the  fair,  <hc  licatily  of  ofir  green, 

I'o  mc  UiljudgM  the  prize,  when  cbutea  qtieeii. 


Now  cea«e  your  songs :  the  flocks  to  shelter  fly, 
And  the  high  Sun  has  gaiu'd  the  middle  iky. 
To  both  alike  the  poet's  bays  l>ek>og  ; 
Chiefs  of  the  choir,  and  niasters  of  the  son?. 
Tims  let  your  pipes  contend,  with  rival  strife, 
To  sine  tUe  praises  of  the  pastVal  life: 
Sin?  Niture's  scenes,  with  Nature's  beauties  fir'd  ; 
Whprc  poets  drf  ani'd,  where  proohets  lay  inspired. 
F.Vfii  Caledonian  queens  have  trod  the  meads. 
And  scfpterM  kings  assumM  the  sbepherdn  weeds: 
Th'  angelic  chnir«,  that  guarrl  the  throne  «if  (jod, 
J^ave  snt  with  siieph^nls  on  the  humh'e  mxI. 
With  us,  renew'd,  the  golden  times  remain. 
And  loDg^ost  innocence  is  found  agaiik 


PASTORAL  SOXQ. 

Tf^  TUB"  TUNK   OP  THE   TEI.LOW-HAia^D   LADDtl. 

In  May  when  the  ;r>*ans  appear  on  the  green. 
And  flow*rs  in  the  field  and  the  forest  are  seen  ; 
Where  lilies  bloom M  bunny,  and   hawthorns  up- 

spmng. 
Tlie  ycllow-hairM  laddie  oft  whistled  and  sung. 

But  neither  the  shades,  nor  the  tweets  of  the  flow'rt, 
Northeblackbirds  that  warbled  on  hloss  miingbow'rs, 
Cotdd  pleasure  hit  eye,  or  bis  ear  entertain  ; 
For  love  .was  his  pleasure,  and  love  was  his  pain. 

The  shepherd  thussung ;  while  his  flocks  all  around 
Dmw  nearer  and  nearer,  and  sigh'd  to  the  sound  : 
Aronnd,  as  in  chains,  lay  the  beasts  of  the  wood. 
With  pity  disarmed,  with  music  sub(lu*<L 

Young  Jessy  is  fair  as  the  springes  early  flowV, 
And  Mary  sings  sweet  at  the  bird  in  the  bowV  : 
But  Peggy  is  fkirer  and  sweeter  than  they  ; 
With  looks  like  the  morning,  with  bmiles  like  the  day. 

Tn  the  flowVof  her  youth,  in  the  bloom  of  eighteen; 
Of  virtue  the  goddess,  of  beauty  the  queen  : 
One  hour  in  her  presence  an  tra  excels 
Aniid  courts,  where  ambition  with  misery  dwells. 

Fair  to  the  sliepherd  tba  new-springing  flow'rs, 
When  May  and  wl^en  morning  lead  on  the  gay  bonrs: 
But  Pe^gy  is  brighter  and  fairer  than  they ; 
She's  fair  as  the  morning,  and  lovely  as  May, 

Sweet  to  the  shepherd  the  wild  woodland  sound. 
When  larks  sing  above  him  and  lambs  bleat  around  : 
But  Peggy  far  sweeter  can  speak  and  can  sing, 
llian  the  notes  of  tlie  warblers  that  welcome  the 
spring. 

When  iu  beauty  she  moves  by  the  hrook  of  the 

plain,  [main : 

You  would  call  her  a  Venus  new  sprung  from  the 

When  she  sings,  and  the  woods  with  their  echoes 

reply. 
You  would  think  that  ad  angel  was  warbling  on  high. 

Ye  pow'rs  that  preskle  over  mortal  estate  ! 
W^bosc  nod  ruleth  nature,  whose  pleasure  is  faie !  i 
O  grant  me,  O  grant  me  the  Heav'n  of  her  charms ! 
May  I  live  in  ber  jpresenM,  and  dis  in  her  mraM ! 


ODE: 


TO  A   FOUNTAIV. 

O  pouKTAT!!  of  tho  wood  !  whose  glassy  watt, 
Slow-swelling  fr  .m  the  rock  of  years. 
Holds  to  Hcav'n  a  mirror  blue. 
And  bright  as  .Anna's  eye. 
With  whom  Pve  sported  on  the  margin  green : 
My  hand  with  leaves,  with  lilies  white. 
Gaily  dcckM  her  golden  hair. 
Young  Naiad  of  the  vale. 
Fount  of  my  native  wood  !  thy  mumnrs  greet 
My  car,  like  |>oct's  heav*nly  strain : 
Fancy  pictures  in  a  dream 
'l*he  golden  days  of  youth. 
O  state  of  innoc«^ncc  I  O  Paradise  ! 
In  H'  pes  gay  garden,  Fancv  viewi 
Golden  blossoms,  golden  fruits. 
And  Eden  ever  green* 
Where  now,  ye  dear  compankms  of  my  youth  ! 
Ye  brothers  of  my  bosoitn  !  where 
Do  ye  tread  the  walks  of  life. 
Wide  scaUei;*d  o'er  the  world  ? 
Tlius  winged  larks  forsake  their  native  nes^ 
The  merry  minstrels  of  the  morn : 
New  to  Heav'n  they  mount  away, 
And  meet  again  no  more. 
All  thinps  decay ; — ^the  forest  like  the  leaf; 
Great  kingdoms  fall ;  the  peopled  globe, 
Planet-btruck,  shall  pass  away  ; 
Ueav'ns  with  their  hosts  expire : 

But  Hope's  fitir  visions,  and  the  beams  of  joy. 
Shall  cbeer  my  bosom  :  I  will  sing 
Nature's  beauty,  Nature's  birth. 
And  heroes,  on  the  lyre. 
Ye  Naiads !  blue-ey'd  sisters  of  the  wood  ! 
Who  by  old  oak,  or  story *d  stream. 
Nightly  tread  your  mystic  maze. 
And  charm  the  waticPring  Moon, 
Beheld  by  poet's  eye ;  inspire  my  dreama 
With  visions,  like  the  landscapes  fair 
Of  Heav'n  's  bliss,  to  dying  saints 
By  gi  •  rdian  angels  drawn. 
Pmmt  of  the  forest !  in  thy  poet's  Inyn 
Thy  waves  shall  flow :  this  wreath  of  flow'n^ 
Gather'd  by  Anna's  hand, 
I  ask  to  bind  my  brow. 


DAmSH  ODB. 


Tbe  great,  the  glorious  deed  b  done  t 
The  foe  is  fled  !  the  field  is  woe  ! 
Prepare  the  feast ;  the  heroes  call : 
Let  joy,  let  triumph  fill  the  hall ! 

The  raven  daps  his  sabla  wtags  ; 
The  bard  his  chosen  timbrel  brings; 
Six  virgins  round,  a  select  choir, 
Sing  tp  the  music  of  bis  lyre. 

With  mighty  ale  the  goblet  croam ; 
With  mighty  ale  ywxx  sorrows  drown : 
To  day,  to  mirth  and  joy  we  yidd  ; 
To  morrow,  Cmo  the  Moody  Md. 
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DANISH  ODE.  .  .  .  ANACREONTIC  TO  A  WASP. 


From  daiifer>8  front ,  at  b«ttle^  eve, 
wwet  comes  the  Innquet  to  tbe  brave : 
Joy  shioes  with  genial  beam  on  all. 
The  joy  that  dvelU  in  Odju's  hall. 

The  song  biirsU  living  from  the  lyie, 
lAe  ilreams  that  Gruardian  g^hosts  insiiire; 
When  mimic  shrieks  the  heroes  hear, 
And  whii  I  the  ▼isiunary  spear, 

Mu>ic  *s  the  med'cine  of  the  mind  ; 
The  cloud  of  caiv  g.ve  to  tbe  wind : 
Be  erVy  brow  with~sarlaiids  boond  ;      - 
And  let  the  cup  of  joy  go  round. 

Tbe  cloud  (*oroes  o*er  the  beam  of  light ; 
We're  guests  that  tarry  hut  a  night ; 
In  the  dark  bi^nv*,  together  pre^'d, 
Tbe  princes  ami  the  people  rest 

Send  round  the  shell,  the  feast  prolong, 
And  send  away  the  night  in  song : 
Be  blest  below,  as  tiitjse  above 
With  Odin's  and  the  friends  they  lova. 
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h  deeds  of  arms,  our  fetliers  rwe, 
Illustrious  in  their  ofispring^s  eyes  .• 
They  fearless  nishM  thro'  ooeanN  str.rmi, 
And  dar'd  grim  Death  hi  all  its  forms  : 
Each  ymith  assum'd  the  sword  and  shield. 
And  grew  a  hero  in  the  fit  Id. 

Shall  we  degenerate  frt^m  our  race, 
Inglorious  in  U>e  moiintam  chase  ? 
Arm,  arm  in  fallen  Hubba's  right; 
Place  your  forefathers  in  your  sight; 
To  fame,  to  glory,  fight  your  way. 
And  teach  the  nations  to  obey. 

As^mne  the  oars,  unbrnd  the  sails : 
S«»d,  CHin  !  send  propitious  gales. 
At  Loda'»  stone,  we  will  adore 
Tljy  name  with  song*,  upon  the  shore ; 
And,  full  of  thee,  undaunted  dare 
The  foe,  and  dart  the  bolts  of  war. 

No  feast  of  shells,  qo  dance  by  night. 
Are  glorious  OdinV  dear  delight: 
He,  king  of  men,  his  armies  led 
Where  heroes  strove,  where  battles  bledj 
Now  reigns  above  tlic  morning  star, 
Tbe  god  of  tbooder  and  of  war. 

KessM  who  in  battle  bravely  fall ! 
They  mount  on  wings  to  Odin*s  hall  ! 
TomuJc's  sound,  in  cups  of  gold. 
They  drink  new  wine  with  chiefs  of  old; 
Tbe  song  of  bards  records  their  name. 
And  future  times  shall  speak  their  fame. 

Haric!  Odin  thonders  !  haste  on  boaid  ; 
niustrioos  Canute  !  give  the  word. 
On  wings  of  wind  we  pass  the  seas, 
To  cocH)ner  realms,  if  pdin  please : 
With  Odin's  spirit  rn  onr  soul. 
We'll  gain  the  globe  fioBi  pole  to  pole. 


AKJCREOWTIC: 


TO    A    WASP. 


The  followm?  is  a  Indicrous  im'tation  of  the  n^al 
Anaenemitics;  the  spirit  of  composing  ^hich 
was  ra^in*:,  a  few  ynars  ago,  among  all  the 
sweet  singers  of  Great  Britain.    . 

Winced  wand  rer- of  the  sky! 
Inhabitant  of  Heaven  high  ! 
Oreidful  with  thy  dra?on-tail, 
Hydra-hfad,  an(i  coat  of  mail  f 
Why  dost  thon  my  peace  molest  ? 
Why  dost  rhou  dihturb  my  rest  ? — 
When  in  May  the  meads  are  seen, 
Sweet  euauiel  !  white  and  irre«»u  j 
And  the  j?arflcns,  and  the  bow*rs. 
And  the  forests,  and  the  H(m''rs, 
l>on  their  robes  of  curious  dye  ; 
Fine  confusion  to  the  eye ! 
Did  1— chase  thee  m  thy  flight  ? 
Did  I— puf  thee  in  a  friirht  ? 
Did  1 — $|v»il  thy  treasure  Ind  ? 
Never-never — never — did. 
Knvions  nothing  !  pray  beware  ; 
Tempt  mine  atjger  if  you  dare. 
Trust  not  in  thy  stren';^h  of  wing; 
Trust  not  in  thy  length  of  sting. 
Henv'n  nor  Earth  shall  thee  defend  ; 
f  thy  buz/.;i)g  s(K)n  wlfl  end. 
Take  my  counsel  while  you  may; 
I)«vil  take  you  If  you  stay. 

Wilt— thon— dare— my— race— to^wonnd  ? 

Thus,  I  ft'll  ihee  to  the  ground. 
Down  aaioni,'st  the  dend  men,  now. 
Thou  shalt  ftupet  thou  ere  wast  thou.— 
Anaereontic  banls  beneath. 
Thus  shall  «ail  thee  after  death. 

CHORUS  OF  ELY8IAN  BARpS. 

"  A  W4SP  for  a  wonder. 

To  paiaritsc  under 

Descends !    s.?e,  h**  wanders 

By  Sfvx's  ujeanders  ! 

B.-hoII.   how   he  <^lo\vs 

Auii«!>t   iinodop*;  M  snows  I 
He  SHeats,  m  a  trice. 
In  the  regions  of  ice  I 
Ix)  I    he  cools,  by  God*s  tre. 
Amidst  brimstone  and  fire  ! 
He  g<K's  to  our  king, 
An<l  he  shows  hnn  his  sting. 
(Cio^id  PIulo  hives  satire, 
A'j  wouitn  love  attin?  j) 
Our  kiie^  sets  him  fre.  , 

Like  our  faijrd   luiridc.\ 

Thus  a  wasp  could  p^  \ail 
O'er  the  Devil  and  IJel!, 
A  conouest  botli  hard  and  laliorious  ! 
Tho'  Hell  had  fast  bo«ind  him, 
And  the  Devil  did  confound  him. 
Yet  his  sting  and  bis  wing  were  victorious  !"  i 

1  This  chonis  only  has  been  attribated  to  Logan. 
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FROM    BRl'CE  8    POEM   OP    LOCHLBT£I(. 


Low  by  the  lake,  as  yet  without  a  name. 

Fair  bosom'd  in  the  bottom  of  the  vale. 

Arose  a  cottage,  green  with  ancient  turf, 

Half  hid  in  hoarj'  trees,  and  from  the  north 

FencM  by  a  wood,  but  open  to  the  Sun. 

Here  dwelt  a  peasant,  revVend  with  the  locks 

Of  age  J  yet  youth  was  ruddy  on  his  cheek  : 

His  form  his  only  care :  his  sole.delight. 

To  tend  his  daughter,  beautiful  and  young  ; 

To  watch  her  paths ;  to  fill  her  lap  with  fiow'rs  ; 

To  see  her  spread  into  the  bloom  of  years, 

The  perfect  picture  of  her  roother^s  youth. 

His  age'a  hope,  the  apple  of  his  eye, 

BeloTM  of  Heaven,  his  fair  Levina  grew 

)n  youth  and  grace  the  Naiad  of  the  vale. 

Fresh  as  the  flow'r  amid  the  sunny  show'rs 

Of  May,  and  blither  than  the  bird  of  dawn, 

Both  roses*  b!oom  gave  beauty  to  her  cheek. 

Soft  tempered  with  a  smile.     The  light  of  Heav^o, 

And  innocence,  illum'd  her  virgin- eye, 

Luoid  and  lovely  as  the  morning  star. 

Her  breast  was  fisiirer  than  the  vernal  bloom 

Of  valley -lily,  oj^^ning  in  a  showV ; — 

Fair  as  Uie  mom,  and  beautiful  as  May, 

The  glory  of  the  year,  when  first  she  comes 

Array 'd,  all  beauteous,  with  tlie  robes  of  Heav'n  ; 

And,  breathing  summer  breezes,  from  her  locks 

Shakes  genial  dews,  and  from  her  lap  the  flowers. — 

Thus  beautiful  she  lod(*d  ;  yet  something  more. 

And  better  far  than  beauty,  in  her  looks 

Appeared :  the  maiden  blush  of  modesty ; 

Tlie  smile  of  cheerfulness,  and  sweet  content ; 

Health's  freshest  rose,  the  sunshine  of  the  soul  : 

Each  heightening  each,  effus'd  o'er  all  her  form 

A  nameless  grace,  the  beauty  of  the  mind. 

Thus  finisbM  fair  above  her  peers,  she  drew 
The  eyes  of  all  the  village,  and  inflamed 
The  rival  shepherds  of  the  neighboring  dale. 
Who  laid  the  spoils  of  summer  at  her  feet. 
And  made  the  woods  enamoured  of  her  name. 
But  pure  as  buds  before  they  blow,  and  still 
A  virgin  in  her  heart,  she  knew  not  love : 
But  all  alone,  amid  her  garden  fair. 
From  mom  to  noon,  from  noon  to  dewy  eve. 
She  spent  her  days :   her  pleasing  task  to  tend 
The  flowers ;  to  lave  them  from  the  water-spring  : 
To  ope  the  buds  with  her  enamoured  breath  ; 
Hank  the  gay  tribes,  and  rear  them  in  the  sun. — 
In  youth,  the  index  of  maturer  years, 
Lett  by  her  school-companions  at  their  play. 
She'd  oflen  Tvander  in  the  wood,  or  roam 
The  wilderness,  in  quest  of  curious  flow*r. 
Or  ii6st  of  bird  unknown,  till  eve  approach'd. 
And  hcmmM  her  in  the  shade.    To  obvious  swain. 
Or  woodman  chanting  in  the  greenwood  glln, 
She'd  bring  the  bi'auteous  spoils,  and^ask  their  names. 
Thus  ply'd  assiduous  her  delightful  task. 
Day  after  day,  till  ev'ry  herb  she  nam*d 
l^at  paints  the  robe  of  Spring,  and  knew  the  voice 
Of  ev'ry  warbler  in  the  vernal  wood. 

Her  garden  stretch'd  along  the  river  side, 
High  tip  a  sunny  bank  :  on  either  side, 
A  hedge  forbade  the  vagrant  foot;  above. 
An  ancient  forest  screen'd  the  green  recess. 
Traosplanted  here,  by  ber  creative  baod. 


Fach  herb  of  Nature,  full  of  fragrant  sweett. 

That  scente  the  breath  of  Summer;  ev'ry  flow'r 

Pride  of  the  plain,  that  blooms  on  festal  days 

In  shepherd's  garland,  and  adorns  the  year. 

In  beauteous  clusters  flourish'd  :  Nature's  work. 

And  order,  finish'd  by  the  hand  of  Art. 

Here  gowans,  natives  of  the  village  green. 

To  daisies  grew.     Tlie  lilies  of  the  field 

Put  on  the  robe  they  neither  sew'd  nor  spun. 

Sweet-smelling  shrabs  and  cheerful  spmuliiig  trees, 

Uufrequent  scattered,  as  by  Nature's  hand. 

Shaded  the  flow'rs ;  and  to  her  Eden  drew 

The  earliest  concerts  of  the  spnng,  and  all 

The  various  music  of  the  vecal  year,  « 

Retreat  romantic  !  Thus,  from  early  3routb, 

Her  life  she  led :  one  summer's  day,  serene 

And  foir,  without  a  cloud  !  like  poets  dreams 

Of  vernal  landscapes,  of  Elysian  vales. 

And  islands  of  the  blest ;  where,  hand  in  hand. 

Eternal  Spring  and  Autumn  mie  the  year. 

And  love  and  joy  lead  on  immortal  youth ! 

Twas  on  a  summer's  day,  when  c^y  sbow'ra 
Had  wak'd  the  various  vegetable  race 
To  life  and  beauty,  fair  Levma  stray'd. 
Far  in  the  blooming  wilderness  she  stray'd. 
To  gather  herbs,  and  ihe  foir  race  of  flow'rs^ 
That  Nature's  hand  creative  pours  at  will. 
Beauty  unbounded,  over  Earth's  green  lap. 
Gay  without  number,  in  the  day  of  ram. 
O'er  values  gay,  o'er  hillocs  green  she  walked. 
Sweet  as  the  season ;  and  at  times  awak'd 
The  echoes  of  the  vale,  with  native  notes 
Of  heart-felt  joy,  in  numbers  beav'nly  sweet 
Sweet  as  th'  bosannahs  of  a  form  of  light, 
A  sweet-tongu'd  seraph  in  the  bow'rs  of  blisk 

Her,  as  she  halted  on  a  green  hill-top, 
A  quiver'd  hunter  spy 'd.     Her  flowmg  locks. 
In  golden  ringlets  glitt'ring  to  the  Sun, 
I 'pon  her  bosom  play'd :  her  mantle  green. 
Like  thine,  O  Nature !  to  her  rosy  cheek 
Lent  beauty  new ;  as  from  the  verdant  leaf 
The  rose-bud  blushes  with  a  deeper  bloom. 
Amid  the  n^alks  of  May.    The  stranger's  eye 
Was  caught  as  with  etherial  presence.    Oft 
He  look'd  to  Heav'n,  and  oft  he  met  her  ^e   - 
In  all  the  silent  eloquence  of  love ; 
Then,  wak'd  from  wonder,  with  a  smile  b^an : 
"  Fair  wand'rer  of  the  wood !  what  beav'nly  power, . 
Or  providence,  conducts  thy  wand'ring  steps 
To  this  wild  forest,  firora  thy  native  seat 
And  parents,  happy  in  a  child  so  foir  ? 
A  sb€»>herdess,  or  virgin  of  the  vale. 
Thy  dress  bespeaks;  but  thy  miyestic mien. 
And  eye,  bright  as  the  morning  sUr,  eoofess 
'  Superior  birth  and  beauty,  bom  to  rule : 
As  from  the  stormy  cloud  of  night,  that  veils 
Her  virgin  orb,  appears  the  queen  of  Heav'n, 
And  with  full  beauty  gilds  the  face  of  night. 
Whom  shall  I  call  the  fairest  of  her  sex. 
And  charmer  of  my  soul  ?  In  yonder  vale. 
Come,  let  us  crop  the  roses  of  tlie  brook. 
And  wildings  ^  the  wood :  soft  under  shade 
Let  us  recline  Dy  mossy  fountain-side. 
While  the  wood  suffers  in  the  beam  of  noon. 
I'll  bring  my  love  the  choice  of  all  the  shades  ; 
First  fruits ;  the  apple  redd v  from  the  rock  ; 
And  clust'ring  nuU,  that  burtiish  in  the  b^un. 
O  wilt  thou  bless  my  dweUing,  and  become 
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Hie ovaer of  tiieie  fields?     I'll  give  thee  all 
Uttt  1  possess ;  and  all  tbou  seest  is  mine." 

Thus  spoke  the  youth,  with  rapture  in  bis  eye  ; 
And  thiK  the  maiden,  with  a  blash,  began : 
**  Beyond  the  shadow  of  these  mountains  green, 
I>ecplbosom'd  in  the  Tale,  a  cottage  stands. 
The  dwelling  of  my  sire,  a  peaceful  swain ; 
Yet  at  bis  fhigal  board  Health  sits  a  guest. 
And  bk  Cooteiitment  crowns  his  hoary  hairs. 
The  patriarch  of  the  plains :  ne*er  by  bis  door 
The  needy  passM,  or  the  way-faring  man. 
His  only  daughter  and  his  only  joy, 
I  Iced  my  Cither's  flock ;  and,  while  they  rest, 
Al  times  retiring,  loae  me  in  the  wood, 
SkBPd  in  the  virtoes  of  each  secret  herb 
That  opes  ita  virgin  bosom  to  the  Moon.— 
No  flow'r  amid  the  garden  fairer  grows 
Than  the  sweet  Itly  of  the  lowly  vale. 
The  queen  of  Oow'rs — But  sooner  might  the  weed 
l^at  bkxms  and  dies,  the  being  of  a  day, 
Presonie  to  match  with  yonder  moontain.-oak, 
Tbat  stands  the  tempest  and  the  bolt  of  Heaven, 
From  age  to  age  the  monarch  of  the  wood — 

0  !  had  yoo  been  a  shepherd  of  the  dale. 
To  feed  your  flock  beside  me,  and  to  rest 
With  nte  at  noon  in  these  deligbtful  shades, 

1  might  have  listened  to  the  voice  of  love, 
Kotlung  reluctant ;  might  with  you  have  walked 
Whole  summer  suns  away.    At  even-tide, 
Wben  Heav'n  and  Earth  in  all  their  glory  shine 
With  Che  last  smiles  of  the  departing  Suu : 
Wben  Che  sweet  breath  of  Summer  feasts  tne  sense. 
And  seeret  pleasare  thrills  the  heart  of  man  ; 

We  nnght  have  walk'd  alone,  in  converse  sweet. 
Along  the  quiet  vale,  and  woo^d  the  Moon 
To  hear  the  music  of  trae  lovert  vows. 
Bo&  late  forbids  ;  and  fortune's  potent  frown. 
And  honour,  inmate  of  the  noble  breast 
Ne'er  can  this  hand  in  wedlock  join  with  thine. 
Cease,  beanteoos  stranger  1  cease,  beloved  youth  ! 
To  vex  a  heart  that  never  can  be  yours." 

Thns  spoke  the  maid,  deceitful :  but  her  eyes, 
Beyood  the  paitial  purpose  o£  her  tongue, 
FersnasioB  gain'd.    The  deep-enanu>ur*d  youth 
^%ood  gaaing  on  her  charms,  and  all  his  soul 
Was  loat  in  love.     He  grasp'd  her  trembling  band, 
Asd  breath'd  the  softest,  the  sincerest  vowb 
Ofbve:  "O  virgin!  foirest  of  the  fair  1 
My  one  beloved !  were  the  Scotish  throne 
To  me  trumnitted  thro*  a  scepter'd  line 
Of  aacestars,  thou,  thon  shoold'st  be  my  qoeeo, 
Aad  Caledooia*s  diadems  adoro 
A  biier  bead  than  ever  wore  a  crown  !" 

She  reddened  like  the  morning,  under  veil 
Ofher  own  golden  hair.    The  woods  among 
They  wander'd  up  and  down  with  fond  delay, 
Mor  marked  the  foil  of  ev'ning :  parted,  then. 
The  happiest  pair  on  whom  the  Sun  declined. 

Xexl  day  be  found  her  on^  flow*ry  bank. 
Half  nader  shade  of  willows,  by  a  spring, 
The  mirror  of  the  swahis,  that  u^er  the  meads, 
Skw.wiodjiig,  scattered  flowerets  in  its  way. 
Thry  many  a  wiadii^  walk  and  alley  green, 
At  led  hioi  to  her  garden.     Wonder-struck 
fie  gsz'd,  all  eya,  o*er  th'  enchanting  scene : 
Aad  much  be  pnusMthe  walks,  the  groves,  the 

flov*ra, 
fchiamifiJ  creatJoa:  much  be  prais'd 


I  The  beautiful  creatress ;  and  awakM 
The  Echo  in  her  praise.     Like  the  first  pair, 
Adam  and  Eve,  in  Eden's  blissful  bow»rs. 
When  newly  come  from  their  Creator's  hand. 
Our  lovers  liv*d  in  joy.     Here,  day  by  day. 
In  fond  endearments,  in  embraces  sweet, 
That  bvers  only  know,  they  liv'd,  they  lov'd. 
And  found  the  Paradise  that  Adam  lost — 
Nor  did  the  virghi,  with  false  modest  pride, 
Retard  the  nuptial  mom :  she  fix'd  the  day 
That  bless'd  the  youth,  and  opened  to  his  eyes 
An  asfe  of  gold,  the  Heav'n  of  happiness  - 
That  lovers  in  their  lucid  moments  dream. 

And  now  the  morning,  like  a  rosy  bride 
Adumed  on  her  day,  put  on  her  robes, 
Her  beauteous  robes  of  light :  the  naiad  streams. 
Sweet  as  the  cadence  of  a  poet's  song, 
Flow*d  down  the  dale ;  the  voices  of  the  grove. 
And  ev'ry  winded  warbler  of  the  air, 
Sung  over  head ;  and  there  was  joy  in  Heav'n. 
Ris'n  with  the  dawn,  the  bride  and  bridal-maids 
Stray'd  thro'  the  woods,  and  o'er  the  vales,  in  quest 
Of  flow'rs  and  garlands,  and  sweet-smelhng  herbs. 
To  strew  the  bridegroom's  way,  and  deck  his  bed. 

Fair  in  the  bottom  of  the  level  lake 
Rose  a  green  island,  cover'd  with  a  spring 
Of  flow'rs  perpetual,  goodly  to  the  eye, 
And  blooming  from  afkr.     High  in  the  midst. 
Between  two  fountains,  an  enchanted  tree 
Grew  ever  green,  and  ev'ry  month  renew'd 
Its  blooms  and  apples  of  Hesperian  gold. 
Here  ev'ry  bride  (as  ancient  poets  sing) 
Two  golden  apples  gather'd  from  the  bough. 
To  give  the  bridegnxmi  in  the  bed  of  love. 
The  pledge  of  nuptial  concord  and  delight    - 
For  many  a  coming  year.    Levina  now 
Had  reach'd  the  isle  with  an  attendant  maid, 
And  puli'd  the  mystic  apples,  pull'd  the  fruit; 
But  wish'd  and  Tong^d  for  the  enchanted  tree. 
Not  fonder  sought  the  first  created  feir 
The  fruit  forbidden  of  the  mortal  tree. 
The  source  of  human  woe.     Two  plants  arose 
Fair  by  the  mother's  side,  with  fruits  and  flow*ri 
In  miniature.'    One,  with  audacious  hand. 
In  evil  hour  she  rooted  from  the  ground. 
At  once  the  island  shook,  and  shrieks  of  woe 
At  times  were  heard,  amid  the  troubled  air. 
Her  whole  frame  shook,  the  blood  forsook  her  facc^ 
Her  knees  knock'd,  and  her  heart  within  her  dy'd. 
Trembling  and  pale,  and  boding  woes  to  come. 
They  seiz'd  the  boat,  and  hurry 'd  from  the  isle. 

And  now  they  gain'd  the  middle  of  the  lake. 
And  saw  th'  approaching  land :  now,  wild  with  joy. 
They  row'd,  they  flew.     When  lo !  at  once  effos'd. 
Sent  by  the  angry  demon  of  the  isle, 
A  whirlwind  rose:  it  lash'd  the  furious  lake 
To  tempest,  overturned  the  boat,  and  sunk 
The  fair  Levina  to  a  wat'ry  tomb. 
Her  sad  companions,  bending  from  a  rock. 
Thrice  saw  her  head,  and  supphcating  handc 
Held  up  io  Heav'n,  and  heard  the  shriek  of  Death  ; 
Then  over  her  the  parting  billow  clos'd. 
And  op'd  no  more.     Her  fote  in  mournful  lays 
The  Muse  rek^ ;  and  sure  each  tender  msiid 
For  her  shall  heave  the  sympathetic  sigh. 
And  haply  my  Eumelia,  (for  her  soul 
Is  pity's  self),  as,  void  of  household  cares. 
Her  ev'ning  walk  sbc  bend»beadt  the  lake. 
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Which  yet  retains  her  name,  shall  sadly  drop 
A  tear,  in  mem'ry  of  the  hapless  maid ; 
And  mourn  with  me  the  sorrows  of  the  youth. 
Whom  fr6m  his  ^Distress  death  did  not  divide. 
KobbM  of  the  calm  possession  i»f  his  mind, 
All  night  he  wander*d  by  the  sounding  shore. 
Long  looking  o*er  the  lake;  and  saw  at  times 
The  dear,  the  dreary  gho6>t  of  her  be  lov'd : 
Till  love  and  grief  subdued  his  roanly  prime. 
And  brought  his  youth  with  sorrow  to  the  grave— 

I  knew  an  aged  swain,  whose  hoary  head 
Was  bent  with  years,  the  village-chronicle. 
Who  much  had  seen,  and  from  the  former  times 
Much  had  received.     He,  hanging  o'er  the  hearth, 
In  winter  ev'ntngs,  to  the  gaping  swains. 
And  children  circling  round  the  fire,  would  tell 
Stories  of  old,  and  tales  of  other  times : 
Of  Xiomond  and  Levina  he  woi^ld  talk-^ 


ODE: 
TOPAOLI. 

What  man,  what  hero  shall  the  Muses  sing. 
On  classic  lyre,  or  Caledonian  string. 

Whose  name  shall  fill  th'  immortal  p&ge; 
Who,  fir'd  from  Heav*n  with  energy  divme. 
In  sun-bright  glory  bids  his  actions  shiae 
First  in  the  annals  of  the  age  ? 
Ce^^s^d  are  the  golden  times  of  yore ; 
The  age  of  heroes  are  no  more : 
Bare,  in  these  latter  times,  arise  ^  fame 
The  poet's  strain  inspired,  or  hero's  heav'nly  flame. 

What  star  arising  in  the  southern  sky. 
New  to  the  Heav'ns,  attracting  Europe's  eye. 

With  beams  unborrowed  shines  afiu-  ? 
Who  comes,  with  thousands  marching  in  his  rear. 
Shining  in  arms,  shaking  his  bloody  spear. 
Like  the  red  comet,  sign  of  war  ? 
Paoli !  sent  of  Heav'n,  to  save 
A  rising  nation  of  the  brave  j 
Whose  firm  right  hand  his  angels  arm,  to  bear 
A  shield  before  his  host,  and  dart  the  bolts  of  war. 
He  comes !  he  conies  !  the  saviour  of  the  land  ! 
His  drawn  sword  flames  in  his  uplifted  band, 

Enthusiast  in  his  country's  cause ; 
Whose  firm  resolve  obeys  a  nation's  oally 
To  rise  deliverer,  or  a  martyr  fall 
To  liberty,  to  dying  laws. 
Ye  sons  of  freedom,  sing  his  praise ! 
Ye  poets,  bind  his  brows  with  bays ; 
Ye  scepter'd  shadows,  cast  your  honours  down, 
And  bow  before  the  bead  that  never  wore  a  crown ! 
Who  to  the  hero  can  the  palm  refuse  ? 
Great  Alexander  still  th^  world  subdues. 

The  heir  of  everlasting  praise. 
But  when  the  hero's  flame,  the  patriot's  liglit  5 
When  virtues  human  and  divine  unite ; 
When  olives  twine  among  the  bays; 
And  mutual,  both  Miner vas  shine : 
A  constellation  so  divine, 
A  wond'ring  world  behold,  admire,  «Dd  love. 
And  his  best  inrage  heieth'  Alongb^  maiks  abore. 


As  the  lone  shepfaa:d  bides  bim  10  ff»e  roefti^ 
WbeO'higb  Heav'n  thunders;  as  the  tim'nxB  flocts 

From  the  descending  torrent  flee : 
So  flies  a  world  of  slaves  at  war's  alarms. 
When  zeal  00  flame,  and  liberty  in  arms, 
lieads  on  the  fSearleas  and  the  free, 
ResistleM ;  as  the  torrent  flood, 
Hom'd  like  the  Moon,  vproots  the  wood. 
Sweeps  flocks,  and  herds,and  harvests  from  their  base^ 
And  moves  th'  eternal  hills  from  their  appointedplaoe. 
Long  hast  thou  labouHd  in  the  glorious  strife, 
O  land  of  liberty  !  profbse  of  life. 

And  prodigal  of  priceless  blood.  [crown. 

Where  heroes  brought  with  blood  the  martyr'a 
A  race  arose,  heirs  of  their  high  renown. 

Who  dar'd  their  fate  thro'  ffare  and  flood  : 
And  Gaffori  tbe  great  arose. 
Whose  words  of  pow'r  disarm'd  his  foes  ; 
And  where  the  filial  image  smil'd  a&r. 
The  sire  tnrned  not  aside  the  thunders  of  tbe  war* 
O  Liberty  !  to  man  a  guardian  giv'n. 
Thou  best  and  brightest  attribute  of  Heav'o  ! 

From  whom  descending,  thee  we  sing. 
By  nature  wild,  or  by  the  arts  refin'd, 
We  feci  thy  pow'r  essential  to  our  mind  ; 
Each  son  of  freedom  is  a  king. 
Thy  praise  the  happy  world  proclaim. 
And  Britain  worships  at  thy  name. 
Thou  guardian  angel  of  Britannia's  isle  ! 
And  Gk)d  and  man  rejoice  in  thy  immortal  sittQe ! 
Island  of  beauty,  lift  thy  head  on  high  I 
Sing  a  new  song  of  triumph  to  tbe  sky  ^ 

The  day  of  thy  deliv'niDce  springs — 
The  day  of  vcng'ance  to  thy  ancient  foe! 
Thy  sons  shall  lay  tbe  proud  oppressor  low. 
And  break  tbe  head  of  tyrant  kings. 
Paoli  \  mighty  man  of  war  I 
All  bright  in  arms,  tby  conqu'ring  car 
Ascend;  thy  people  from  the  foe  reil^m. 
Thou  delegate  of  Heav'n,  and  son  of  tbe  Supreme ' 
RuI'd  by  th'  eternal  la^s,  supreme  overall. 
Kingdoms,  like  kiogs,  successive  rise  and  ftJL 

When  Cesar  conqner'd  half  the  Earth, 
And  spread  hb  eagles  in  Britannia's  sun ; 
Did  Cesar  dream  the  savage  huts  he  won 
Should  give  a  far-fam*d  kingdom  birth  ? 
That  here  should  Roman  freedom  tight ; 
The  western  Muses  wing  their  flight ; 
The  Arts,  the  Graces  And  then:  fisvVite  home  ; 
Our  armies  awe  the  globe,  amd  Britain  rival  Rome? 
Thus,  if  th'  Almighty  say,  "  Let  freedom  be,»» 
Thou,  Corsica !  thy  golden  age  shalt  see. 

Rejoice  with  songs,  rejoice  with  smiles  1 
Worlds  yet  unfound,  and  ages  yet  unborn. 
Shall  hail  a  new  Britannia  in  her  mom. 
The  queen  of  art;^,  the  queen  of  isles  ; 
Tbe  Arts,  the  beauteous  train  of  Peace,- 
Shall  rise  and  rival  Home  and  Greece  ; 
A  Newton  Nature's  book  unfold  sublime  ; 
A  Miitoii  sing  to  Heav'n,  &iid  dmrm  the  earof  Hme ! 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE 

POEMS 


OP 


THOMAS   WARTON^  B,D, 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


THE 

LIFE  OF  THOMAS  WARTON,  B.  D; 

BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


Mr.  WARTON  was  descended  from  an  ancient  and  honourable  fiunfly  of  Bererley, 
in  Yorkshire.  Hb  father  was  fellow  of  Magdalene  College,  Oxford,  poetry  professor  m 
that  university,  and  afterwards  vicar  of  Basingstoke,  Hants,  and  Chobham,  Surrey: 
He  married  Elizabeth,  daughter  of  the  late  Joseph  Richardson,  rector  of  Dunsford, 
Sarrey,  and  had  by  her  three  children :  Joseph,  the  late  head  master  of  Winchester 
school ;  Thomas,  the  subject  of  this  memoh-,  and  Jane,  a  daughter,  now  living.  He 
died  m  1746,  and  b  buried  under  the  rails  of  the  altar  of  his  church  at  Basingstoke^ 
with  in  mscription  on  a  tablet  near  it,  written  by  hb  sons.  They  afterwards  publbhed 
a  vohime  of  hb  poems,  by  subscription,  chiefly  with  a  view  to  pay  the  few  debts  ho 
left  behind,  and  supply  hb  children  with  some  assistance  in  the  progress  of  their  edii- 
otioo.  Whether  the  success  of  thb  volume  was  equal  to  their  hopes,  b  uncertain^ 
hot  the  poems  acquired  no  reputation. 

Thomas  was  bom  at  Basingstoke,  in  1728,  and  from  hb  earliest  years  discovered  a 
kBdoatrfoT  readuig,  and  a  taste  for  poetry.  In  hb  ninth  year,  he  sent  to  hb  sbter 
tke  feOowiog  translation  from  the  Latin  of  Martial. 

When  l)old  Leaoder  sought  bis  distant  fair, 
(Nor  could  the  tea  a  braver  burthea  l>ear) 
Thus  to  the  twelling  waves  he  spoke  his  woe, 
"  Drown  me  on  my  return — but  ^pare  me  as  I  ga*' 

Tins  curiosity  b  authenticated  by  the  letter  in  which  he  sent  it,  still  in  the  possession 
of  fab  sister.  It  bears  date  *^  from  the  school,  Nov.  7»  1737*''  Hb  biographer,  Mr. 
Mant,  says,  that  he  continued  under  the  care  of  hb  jfather  until  hb  removal  to  Oxford, 
but  I  have  been  informed  that  he  was  phced  for  some  time  at  Basingstoke  school. 

In  Bfarcfa  1 743,  in  hb  sixteenth  year,  he  was  admitted  a  commoner  of  Trinity  CoU 
lege,  and  soon  after  was  elected  a  scholar.  How  much  he  was  ever  attached  to  thai 
eoUege,  hb  writings,  and  a  residence'of  forty-seven  years  with  very  few  intervals,  suf- 
Sdently  show.  In  1745,  he  published  five  pastoral  eclogues,  which  are  now 
Mlded  to  fab  other  poems;  they  are  authenticated  by  Mr.  Isaac  Beed's  copy, 
puchased  at  hb  late  sale.    About  the  same  time>  he  sent  one  or  two  articles  to 
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Dodsley*^  Museum  S  to  whkh  his  brother  was  likewise  a  contributor;  his  next  de- 
tached publication  was  The  Pleasures  of  Melancholy,  of  which  the  first  copy  is  now  in 
my  possession,  and  differs  considerably,  particularly  in  the  introductory  part,  from 
that  published  in  his  collection  of  poem^.  On  the  appearance  of  Mason's  Lis,  reflect- 
ing on  the  loyalty  of  Oxford,  which  a  foolbh  riot  among  some  students  bad  brought 
into  question,  Mr.  Warton,  encouraged  by  Dr.  Huddesford,  the  president  of  Trinity, 
publbhed  in  17499  The  Triumph  of  Isis,  in  which  he  retaliated  on  the  sons  of  Cam  in 
no  very  courtly  sthiins.  The  poem,  however,  discovered  beauties  of  a  more  unmixed 
kind,  which  pointed  him  out  as  a  youth  of  great  promise.  It  is  remarkable,  that 
although  he  omitted  thb  piece  in  an  edition  of  his  poems  printed  in  1777 9  he  restored 
it  in  that  of  1779:  thb  b  said  to  have  been  done  at  Masons  suggestion,  who  was 
candid  enough  to  own  that  it  greatly  excelled  hb  own  elegy,  both  in  poetical  imagery 
and  correct  flow  of  versification ;  but  Mason  appears  to  have  forgot  that  hb  personal 
share  in  the  contest  was  but  trifling,  and  that  it  contained  a  libel  on  the  university  of 
Cambridge,  which  ought  not  to  have  been  perpetuated. 

In  1750,  our  author  contributed  «  fisw  small  pieces  to  the  Student,  or  Oxford  and 
Cambridge  Miscellany,  then  published  by  Newbery.  Among  Uiese  was  the  Progress 
of  Discontent,  which  had  been  written  in  1746,  and  was  founded  on  a  copy  of  Latin 
terscs,  a  weekly  exercise,  much  applauded  by  Dr.  Huddesford,  and  at  his  desire„ 
pttrapiirased  into  English  verse.  In  thb  state  Dr.  Warton  preferred  it  to  any  imita^ 
ticto  of  Swift  he  had  ever  seen.  Hb  talents  were  now  generally  acknowledged,  and  iu 
I747^ttttd  1748,  lie  held  the  office  of  poet  laureate,  conferred  upon  him  according  to 
ati  ancient  practice  in  the  common  room  of  Trinity  College.  The  duty  of  this 
office  >fms  to  celebrate  the  lady  chosen  by  the  same  authority,  as  the  lady  patroness^ 
iod  Walton  performed  hb  task,  on  an  appouited  day,  crowned  with  a  wreath  of  laurel. 
The  verses,  whkh  Mr»  Mant  says  are  still  to  be  seen  in  tlie  couunon  room,  are  writ^ 
ten  in  an  elegant  and  flowing  style,  but  have  not  been  thought  worthy  of  transcription. 

In  1750,  he  took  hb  master's  d^ree,  and  in  1731  succeeded  to  a  fellowship.  In 
tiib  kisl  year  be  publbhed  hb  excellent  satire,  entitled  Newmariiet;  An  Ode  to 
Muric,  performed  at  the  theatre ;  and  yerses  on  the  death  of  Frederick  prince  of 
Wales,  which  he  inserted  in  the  Oxford  collection,  under  the  fictitious  name  of  John 
Whetham,  a  practice  not  uncommon.  In  1 753  appeared  at  Edmburgh,  The  Union, 
or  Select  Scots  and  Englbh  Poems ;  Mr.  Warton  was  the  editor  of  thb  small  volume, 
in  which  he  inserted  hb  Triumph  of  Isis  and  other  pieces,  particularly  the  Ode  on  the 
approach  of  Summer,  and  the  Pastoral  m  the  manner  of  Spenser,  which  b  said  to  be 
written  by  ia  gentleman  formeriy  of  the  university  of  Aberdeen.  Why  be  should  make 
use  of  such  a  deception,  cannot  now  be  discovered. 

Abont  the  year  1764,  he  drew  up  from  the  Bodleian  and  Savilian  statutes,  a  body 
of  statutes  for  the  Radolifl^e  library.  In  the  same  year,  he  publbhed  hb  Observations 
on  the  Faerie  Queene  of  Spenser,  in  one  volume  octavo,  but  afterwards  enlarged  and 
publbhed  in  two  volumes,  1762.  By  thb  work  he  not  only  esublisbed  hb  character 
a^'an  acute  critic,  but  opened  to  the  worid  at  hrge  that  new  and  inq>ortant  field  of 

»  Tliese  were,  a  mmg  imitated  from  the  Midsummer  Night»8  Dream,  and  a  prose  essay  on  Snogncw, 
Written  partly  by  lym  and  partly  by  Dr.  Vansittart:  They  are  authenticated  by  Dr.  Warton*8  autosraph. 
In  Us  copy  ofthe  Miiseam|fnift  mr,    C 
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cntictsm  and  Sluslratioil  which  has  since  been  so  ably  cultivated  by  SteevenSi  Malone, 
Reed,  Todd,  and  other  comraeutators  on  our  ancient  poets. 

Soon  after  the  appearance  of  the  Observations,  it  was  attacked  in  an  abpsive 
pomphltt,  entitled  The  Observer  Observed,  written  by  Huggins,  the  author  of  a  very 
iodi&rent  translation  of  Aristotle,  Huggins  had  engaged  Mr.  Warton  ui  this  transla* 
tion,  but  when  he  read  what  Warton  asserted  of  the  inferiority  of  Aristotle  to  Spenser, 
be  immediately  cancelled  his  share  of  the  translation,  and  published  this  angry  pamph- 
let *.  Mr,  Warton,  who  <was  now  in  his  thirty-sixth  year,  had  employed  fully  half  that 
time  in  an  unwearied  perusal  of  the  old  Elnglish  poets,  and  such  contemporary  writers 
as  could  throw  light  on  their  obscurities.  The  Observations  on  Spenser  must  have 
evidently  been  the  result  of  much  industry,  and  various  reading,  aided  by  a  happy 
memory. 

hi  1757.  on  the  resignation  of  Mr.  Hawkins,  of  Pembroke  College,  our  author  was 
elected  professor  of  poetry,  which  office,  according  to  the  usual  practice,  he  held  for 
ten  years.  His  lectures  were  elegant  and  original.  The  translations  from  the  Greek 
anthologies,  now  a  part  of  his  collected  poems,  were  first  introduced  m  them,  and  his 
Dissertatio  de  Pqesi  Bucolic^  Grsccorum,  which  he  afterwards  enlarged  and  prefixed 
to  bis  edition  of  Theocritus,  was  also  a  part  of  the  same  course.  During  the  pubUcation 
of  the  Idler,  he  sent  to  Dr.  Johnson,  with  whom  he  had  long  been  intimate,  numbers 
33, 93,  and  y6,  of  that  paper.  His  biographer,  however,  is  mistaken  in  supposing  that 
be  contributed  any  paper  to  the  Connoisseur.  His  being  invited  by  Colman  and  Hiom- 
too  to  engage  in  a  periodical  publication,  has  no  relation  to  the  Connoisseur.  It  was 
Moore,  the  editor  of  the  Worid,  who  projected  a  Magazine  soon  after  the  conclusion 
of  that  paper,  and  told  the  two  Wartons,  that  **  he  wanted  a  dull  plodding  fellow  of 
one  of  the  univereilies,  who  understood  Latin  and  Greek !  ^*  Mr.  Bedingfield,  one  of 
Dodsley  s  poets,  and  Gataker,  the  surgeon,  were  to  be  concerned  in  this  Magazine, 
but  Moore's  death  prevented  the  execution  of  the  scheme. 

In  1760  he  published,  but  without  hb  name,  A  Description  of  the  City,  College, 
and  Cathedral  of  Wmchester,  l^mo.  From  his  own  copy,  in  my  possession,  he  ap- 
pean  to  have  been  preparing  a  new  edition  about  the  year  1771>  which  was  perhaps 
pretented  by  a  History  of  Winchester  published  soon  after  in  two  volumes,  a  more 
•bowy  work,  bat  far  more  inaccurate.  In  the  same  year  (1760)  he  published  a  piece 
of  exquisite  humour,  entitled,  A  Companion  to  the  Guide,  and  a  Guide  to  tlieCompa- 
nioii,  being  a  complete  Supplement  to  all  the  accounts  of  Oxford  hitherto  published. 
This  passed  througit  three  editions  in  a  very  short  time,  but  for  some  years  has  been 

•The  following  paragraph  from  Huggios*  pamphlet,  vrill  be  a  sufficient  specimen  of  the  whole. 
"  Sec.  II.  He  (Warton)  resumes  the  poisonous  acrimony  with  which  he  charges  his  weapon,  which  be 
takes  care  shall  be  judiciously  two-edjrpd,  lest  it  fail  of  slashing  friend  as  well  as  foe.  '  Although, 
(nicb  oar  observer)  Spencer  formed  bis  x'acrie  Queens,  upon  the  fanciful  plan  of  Ariosto' — Poor  Spen- 
^!  Wretched  Ariosto  !— And  oh  I  most  mi^^hty  Warton  !— Let  this  suflice^  f^r  reply  to  all,  he  here 
idrances,  of  faliihood  against  Ariosto,  which  that  poem  totally  confronts  ;  such  falshood,  that  were  it 
truth,  b  bsipid  and  imma^rial :  and  let  us  pass  the  Chronicles  of  the  Seven  Champions,  Morte  Artlmr, 
tir  Tristram,  the  Blatant  Beast,  the  Questyn  Beast,  which  is  afterwards  more  particularly  described, 
with  ahead  roll  of  quotations,  no  less  delectable  than  erudite,  most  appositely  oollected,  to  give  not  only 
t  dignity,  but  also  a  magnitude  to  this  important  tome  ;  that  purchasers  may  be  well  supplied,  for 
tbdr  ^sburwment  of  pence,  either  in  their  meditative  fumigations,  or  at  the  Cloacinian  ofiisrtory."    C» 

*W9oU>Iilii  of  P&  Joseph  Warton.     C. 

Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


78  LIFE  OP  WARTON. 

ranked  among  scarce  books  \  A  more  scarce  work,  however,  is  bis  Inscriptionum 
Roroainarmn  Metricarqm  Delectus,  4to,  wbich  ought  to  have  been  noticed  under  the 
year  1758*.  The  design  of  thb  collection  was  to  present  the  reader  with  some  of  the 
best  Roman  epigrams  and  inscriptions,  taken  from  the  Elegant  ise  antiquorum  marmo- 
mm,  from  Mazochius,  Smetius,  Gruterus,  and  other  learned  men.  It  contains,  like- 
wise, a  few  modem  epigrams,  one  by  Dr.  Jortin,  and  five  by  himself,  on  the  model  of 
the  antique,  the  whole  illustrated  with  various  readings  and  notes. 

Almut  the  year  1 7^0  he  wrote,  for  the  Biographia  Britannica,  the  Life  of  Sir  Thomas 
Pope,  which  he  republished  in  8vo  1772,  and  again  in  1780;  with  very  considerable 
additions  and  improvements :  and  in  1761,  he  published  the  Life  and  Literary  Remains 
of  Dr.  Bathurrt.  In  the  same  year,  and  in  1 762,  he  contributed  to  the  Oxford  col- 
lections, verses  on  the  royal  marriage,  and  on  the  birth  of  the  prince  of  Walefs,  and  an 
ede  eutitied  the  Complaint  of  Cherwell,  under  the  name  of  John  Chichester,  brother 
to  the  earl  of  Donegal  ^.  His  next  publication  was  the  Oxford  Sausage,  or  Select 
I^eces,  written  by  the  most  celebrated  Wits  of  the  University  of  Oxford.  The  preface 
and  several  of  the  poems  are  undoubtedly  his,  and  the  latter  are  authenticated  by  his 
adding^hem  afterwards  to  his  avowed  productions.  In  1766,  he  superintended  an  edition 
from  the  Clarendon  press  of  Cephalus'  Anthology,  to  which  he  prefixed  a  very  curious 
and  learned  preface.  In  this  he  announced  his  edition  of  Theocritus,  which  made  its 
appearance  in  two  volumes  4to,  1770,  a  most  correct  and  splendid,  although  not  abso- 
lutely faultless,  work,  that  extended  his  fame  to  the  contment. 

In  1767  he  took  his  degree  of  B.D.  and  m  1771  was  elected  a  fellow  of  the 
Antiquarian  Society:  in  October  of  the  same  year  he  was  instituted  to  the  small 
living  of  KiddingtoQ»  m  Oxfordshire;,  on  the  presentation  of  George  Henry,  earl  of 
Litchfield,  then  chancellor  of  the  university,  a  nobleman  whose  memory  he  after- 
wards honoured  by  an  epitaph.  ' 

In  1774  be  publbhed  the  first  volume  of  his  History  of  English  Poetry,  the  most  im- 
portant of  all  his  works,  and  to  the  completion  of  which  the  studies  of  hb  whole  life 
appear  to  have  been  bent.  How  much  it  is  to  be  regretted  that  he  did  not  live  to 
complete  his  plan,  every  student  in  ancient  literature  must  be  deeply  sensible.  He  in- 
tended to  have  carried  the  hbtory  down  to  the  commencement  of  the  eighteenth 
century.  A  second  volume  accordingly  appeared  in  1778,  and  a  third  in  1781,  afier 
which  he  prolmbly  relaxed  from  his  pursuit,  as  at  the  period  of  his  death  in  1790,  a  few 
sheets  only  of  the  fourth  volume  were  printed,  and  no  part  left  in  a  state  for  printing. 
His  original  intention  was  to  have  comprised  the  whole  in  two  or  three  volumes,  but 
it  is  now  evident,  and  he  probably  soon  became  aware,  that  five  would  have  scarcely 
been  sufficient,  if  he  continued  to  write  on  tlie  same  scale,  and  to  deviate  occasionally 
into  notices  of  manners^  laws,  customs,  &c.  that  had  either  a  remote  or  an  immediate 
connection  with  hb  principal  subjects :  what  hb  reasons  were  for  discontinuing  hb 
labours  cannot  now  be  ascertained.    It  b  well  known  to  every  writer  that  a  work  of 

*  A  new  edition  was  published  m  1806,  by  Mr.  Cooke  of  Oxford,  with  the  original  cats.     C. 

*  This  infiMrmation  is  fiipm  Mr,  Mant's  life.  Lord  Donegal  was,  however,  one  of  Mr.  Warton's  pupils, 
Sbenstooe  had  a  Tisit  Crom  both  at  the  Leasowes  in  the  summer  of  1758.  Skenstone^s  iMters.  On  these 
freat  occasions  of  acadeuucal  gratulatioos,  oar  aathor  sometiinet  wrote  Ttnes  for,  UiOi«  who  could  opt 
wntt  fisr  themselves.  C 
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frrtzi  diaj^itude  requires  temporary  relasatioo,  oc  a  chaoge  o£  em^yment^  and  may 
adjiiit  of  both  williout  injury:  but  he  might  probably  find  that  it  was  now  less  easy 
to  return  with  spirit  to  his  fnagnum  opus,  thaa  in  the  days  of  more  Y^our  and  activity. 
It  b  certain  that  he  \^  bhed  llie  public  to  ttunk  that  he  was  making  his  usual  progress, 
for  in  17 Ho,  when  he  published  Milton's  Juvenile  Poems»  he  announced  the  speedy 
pnblicatiou  of  the  fourth  volume  of  the  history,  of  which  from  that  time  to  his  death 
ten  sheets  ouly  were  fiuished«  His  brother.  Dr.  Joseph,  was  long  supposed  to  be 
eo^gcd  in  completing  this  fourth  volume.  In  one  of  his  letters  lately  published  by 
Mr.  Wool],  and  dated  179^,  he  says,  ^  At  any  leisure  I  get  busied  in  finishing  the 
lait  volume  of  Mr.  Waj1on*s  History  of  Poetry,  which  I  have  engaged  to  do — for  the 
booksellers  are  clamorous  to  have  the  book  finished  (though  the  ground  1  am  to  go  over 
is  so  beaten)  that  it  may  be  a  complete  work."  Yet  on  his  death  in  1800  it  did  not 
appear  that  he  had  made  any  progress, 

Mr.  Wart ou's  biographer  has  traced  the  origin  of  this  work  to  Pope,  who,  according 
to  Ruffhead,  bad  sketched  a  plan  of  a  history  of  poetry,  dividing  the  poets  mto  classes 
or  schools,  but  Rufi'head's  list  of  poets  is  grossly  erroneous.  Gray,  however,  Mr* 
Mison  informs  us,  had  meditated  a  history  of  English  poetry,  in  which  Mason  was  to 
assist  him.  Their^  design  was  to  introduce  specimens  of  the  Proven9al  poetry,  and  of 
the  Scaldic,  British,  and  Saxon,  as  preliminary  to  what  first  deserved  to  be  called 
English  poetry,  about  the  time  of  Chaucer,  from  whence  their  history,  properly  so 
called,  was  to  commence.  Gray,  however,  was  deterred  by  the  magnitude  of  the 
uodertaking,  and  being  informed  that  Wartoii  was  employed  on  a  similar  design,  more 
readily  relinquished  his  own.  ** 

Such  is  Mr.  Mant's  account,  who  adds  (in  p.  cxxvi )  that  Warton  "judiciously  pre- 
ferred the  plan  on  which  he  had  proceeded,  to  that  proposed  by  Pope,  Gray  and 
Mason."  It  appears  to  me,  however,  that  Warton  had  made  considerable  progress  on 
bis  own  plan,  before  he  knew  any  thmg  of  Gray's,  and  that  when  he  heard  of  the 
htter,  and  perhaps  at  the  same  time  of  its  being  relinquished,  he  thought  proper, 
which  he  might  then  do  without  indelicacy,  to  apply  t^  Gray  through  the  medium  of  Dr* 
Hard,  requestmg  that  he  would  communicate  any  fragments,  or  sketches  of  his  design. 
Mr.  Gray,  in  answer  to  thb  application,  sent  the  following  letter. 

••Sir,  •'  15lh  April  1770,  Pembroke  Hall. 

••  Our  friend  Pr.  Hurd  having  long  ago  desired  me  in  your  name  to  com- 
municate  anyjfiragmcnts,  or  sketches  of  a  design  I  once  had  to  give  a  history  of  English 
poetry,  yon  may  well  think  me  rude  or  negligent,  when  you  see  me  hesitating  for  so 
jMtny  months  before  I  comply  with  your  request,  and  yet  (believe  me)  few  of  your 
frieods  have  been  better  pleased  than  I  to  find  this  subject  (surely  neither  unentertain- 
iog  nor  unuseful)  had  fallen  into  hands  so  likely  to  do  it  justice:  few  have  felt  a  higher 
esteem  for  your  talents,  your  taste  and  industry:  in  truth  the  only  cause  of  my  delay 
has  been  a  sort  of  diffidence,  that  wotild  not  let  me  send  you  any  thing  so  short,  so 
di^t,  and  so  imperfect,  as  the  few  materials  I  had  begun  to  collect,  or  the  observa- 
tioDs  I  had  made  on  them.  A  sketch  of  the  division  and  arrangement  of  the  subjects, 
however,  I  venture  to  transcribe,  and  would  wish  to  know  whether  it  corresponds  in 
aoy  thing  with  your  own  plan,  for  I  am  told  your  first  volume  is  already  in  the  press. 
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<<  Introduction.— On  the  poetry  of  the  Gtilk  (or  Celtic)  natioD^  as  far  bad[  as  it 
can  be/traced. 

«  On  that  of  the  Goths:  its  introduction  into  these  islands  by  the  Saxons  and 
Danes,  and  its  duration.  On  the  origin  of  rhyme  among  the  Franks,  the  Saxons»  and 
Proven9aux :  some  account  of  the  Latin  rhyming  poetry  from  its  early  origin  down  to 
the  1 5th  century, 

"P.  1.— On  the  school  of  Provence,  which  rose  about  the  year^llOO,  and  tvat 
soon  followed  by  the  French  and  Italians:  their  heroic  poetry,  or  romances  in  verse, 
allegories,  fabliaux,  syrvientes,  comedies,  farces,  canzoni,  sonnets^  balades,  madrigals, 
sestiiies,  &c.  Of  their  imitators  the  French]  and  of  the  first  Italian  school  (com- 
monly called  the  Sicilian)  about  the  year  1200,  brought  to  perfection  by  Bante,  Pe- 
trarch, Boccace,  and  others. 

"  State  of  poetry  in  England  from  Ibe  Conquest  (1066)  or  rather  from  Henry  ll's 
time  (I  i54)  to  the  reign  of  Edward  the  Sxd  (132T). 

"  P.  2. — On  CAflMfrr,  who  first  introduced  the  manner  of  the  Provenpanx, 
improved  by  the  Italians,  into  our  country;  his  character  and  merits  at  large;  ih« 
different  kinds  in  which  he  excelled.  Gower,  Occlave,  Lydgate,  Hawes,  G.  Douglas, 
Lmdsay,  Bellenden,  Dunbar,  &c. 

**  P.  3. — Second  Italian  school  (of  Ariosto,  Tasso,  &c.)  an  improvement  on  the 
first,  occasioned  by  the  revival  of  letters  m  the  end  of  the  1 5th  century.  The  lyric 
poetry  of  thb  and  the  former  age  introduced  from  Italy  by  lord  Surrey,  sir  T.  Wyat, 
Bryan,  lord  Vaux,  &c.  in  the  beginning  of  the  l6th  century. 

*'  Spenser^  his  character,  subject  of  his  poem  allegoric  and  romantic,  of  Provencal 
invention :  but  his  manner  of  creating  it  borrowed  from  the  second  Italian  school. 
Drayton,  Fairfax,  Phin.  Fletcher,  Golding,  Phaer,  &c.  this  school  ends  in  Milton. 

"  A  third  Italian  hchoo\,  full  of  conceit,  begun  in  Q.  Elizabeth's  reign,  continaed 
under  James,  and  Charles  the  first,  by  Donne,  Crashaw,  Cleveland,  carried  to  its 
height  by  Cowley,  and  ends  perhaps  in  Sprat. 

"  P.  4. — School  of  France^  introduced  after  tlie  Restoration.  Waller,  Dryden, 
Addison,  Prior  and  Pope,  which  has  continued  down  to  our  own  thnes. 

*'  You  will  observe  that  my  idea  was  in  some  measure  taken  from  a  scribbled  paper 
of  Pope^  of  which  (I  believe)  you  have  a  copy.  You  will  also  see  that  I  have  excluded 
dramatic  poetry  entirely,  which  if  you  have  taken  in,  it  will  at  ledst  double  the  bulk 

and  labour  of  your  book."^ 

Mr.  Mant,  very  m^turally  desirous  of  accounting  for  Warton's  having  deviated 
fiom  Gra/s  plan,  transcribes  a  part  of  the  preface  to  the  hbtory.  Perhaps,  how- 
ever, the  reader  will  be  baiter  pleased  with  Mr.  Warton's  answer  to  the  above 
letter,  which  has  never  yet  appeared,  and  is  now  transcribed  from  Jiis  own  cofiy* 

/ 
«  This  letter  coiHsladcs  wiUi  reqae^ting  tl^  fkvour  of  some  aUeutiQii  to  a  fneign  yomig  genUeflaai^ 
f)ien  entered  of  (me  of  the  colleges.  Mr.  Mant,  wbo  is  iwilej^ted  to  the  Qeotleiiiaa*s  Magazine  ior  U^ 
copy  he  has  given,  adds,  "There  seems  no  reason  to  doubt  of  its  genuineness,  though  there  may  Iw  to 
question  who  it  was  that  had  the  power  or  right  to  commlinicate  it."  How  it  came  into  the  Magazine 
daring  Mr.  Wnrton's  life-time,  I  know  not  Tbe  original,  however,  is  now  m  my  poGseasion,  with  War- 
tpii*s  goswer.    C* 
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*  Sir, 
**  I  am  iniiiiitely  obliged  to  you  for  the  favour  of  your  letter. 
**Your  Plan  for  \ht  History  of  English  Poetry  \%  admirably  constructed,  and 
mncb  improved  from'  an  idea  of  Pope,  which  Mr.  Mason  obligingly  sent  me  by  appli- 
cadoo  from  our  friend  Dr.  Hurd.    I  regret  that  a  writer  of  your  consummate  taste 
ihoald  not  have  executed  it. 

^  Although  I  have  not  followed  this  plan/yet  it  is  of  great  service  to  me,  and  throws 
much  light  on  many  of  my  periods,  by  giving  connected  views  and  details.     I  begin 
with  such  an  introduction,  or  general  dissertation,  as  you  had  intended :  viz.  on  the 
Northern  Poetry,  with  its  introduction  into  England  by  the  Danes  and  Saxons,  and 
ib  duration.      I  then  begin  my  History  at  the  conquest,  which  I  write  chronologically 
iu  sections ;  and  contmue,  as  matter  successively  offers  itself,  in  a  series  of  regular 
annab,  down  to  and  l>eyond  the  Restoration.     I  think  with  you  that  dramatic  poetry 
is  detached  from  the  idea  of  my  work,  that  it  requires  a  separate  consideration,  and 
win  swell  the  size  of  my  book  beyond  all  bounds.     One  of  my  sections,  a  very  large 
one,  is  entirely  on  Chaucer,  and  exactly  filb  your  title  of  Part  Second.    In  the  course 
of  my  annals,  I  consider  collaterally  tlie  poetry  of  different  nations  as  influencing  our 
owi.    What  I  have  at  present  finished  ends  with  the  section  on  Chaucer,  and  will 
ahnost  make  my  first  volume :  for  I  design  two  volumes  m  quarto.    This  first  volume 
will  soon  be  in  the  press.    I  should  have  said  before,  that  although  I  proceed  chro- 
nologically, yet  I  often  stand  still  to  give  some  general  view^  as  perhaps  of  a  particular 
ipecies  of  poetry,  &c.  and  even  anticipate  sometimes  for  this  purpose.    These  viewi 
often  form  one  section :  yet  are  mterwoven  into  the  tenour  of  the  work,  without  inter- 
reptiog  my  historical  series.     In  this  respect,  some  of  my  sections  have  the  effect  of 
your  parts  or  dimsions — ''. 

"  I  cannot  take  my  leave  without  declaring,  that  my  strongest  incitement  to  prose- 
cute the  History  of  English  Poetry  b  the  pleasing  hope  of  being  approved  by  you ; 
whose  true  genius  I  so  justly  venerate,  and  whose  genuine  poetry  has  ever  given  me 
such  sincere  pleasure.     I  am,  sur,  ^^c.'' 
"  Winchester  CoUege,  April  '20,  If  70." 

It  is  abiost  needless  to  say  that  the  progress  of  Warton*s  History  afforded  the 
highest  gratification  to  every  learned  and  elegant  mind.  Ritson,  however,  whose 
leanuDg  appears  to  have  been  dear  to  him  only  as  it  administered  to  his  illiberality, 
attacked  our  author  in  a  pamphlet,  entitled  Observations  on  the  three  first  volumes 
of  the  History  of  Englbh  Poetry,  ma  familiar  Letter  to  the  Author,  1782.  In  tbb, 
while  be  pointed  out  some  real  inaccuracies,  for  which  he  might  have  received  the 
thanks  of  the  historian,  his  chief  object  seems  to  have  been  to  violate,  by  low  scur- 
rility and  personal  acrimony,  every  principle  of  liberal  criticism,  and  of  that  decorous 
iaterchange  of  respect  which  men  of  learning,  not  otherwise  acquainted,  preserve  be- 
tween one  another.  .  What  could  have  provoked  all  this  can  be  known  only  to  those 
who  have  dipped  into  a  heart  rendered  callous  by  a  contempt  for  every  thing  sacred 
aod  social. 

^  This  blank  is  fiJIe«l  up  l>y  a  notice  of  the  young  foreigner  recomnifnded  by  Gray.     C 
Voi.  X\  IlL  ^ 
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.  In  1777,  Mr.  Wartoo  published  a  collection  of  his  poems,  but  omittiiig  some  wUcb 
had  appeared  before:  a  second  edition  followed  in  177^*  a  third  in  1779,  tuid  a  fourth 
in  1789.    The  omissions  m  all  th^se  are  now  restored. 

In  1781  he  seems  to  have  diverted  hb  mind  to  a  phm  as  arduous  as  his  History  of 
Poetry.  He  had  been  for  some  time  making  collections  for  a  Parochial  History,  or 
as  it  is  more  usually  called,  a  County  History  of  Oxfordshire.  As  a  specimen,  be 
prmted  a  few  copies  of  the  History  of  the  parish  of  Kiddingioo,  which  were  given  to 
his  friends,^  but  in  1782  an  edition  was  offered  to  the  public.  Topography  had  long 
formed  one  of  Ihs  favourite  studies,  and  the  acuteness  with  which  he  had  investigated 
the  progress  of  ancient  architectyre  ^  gave  him  undoubtedly  high  chiims  to  the  henoun 
of  an  antiquary,  but  as  he  stood  pledged  for  the  completion  of  his  poetical  history, 
it  is  to  be  regretted  that  he  should  have  begun  at  thb  advanced  period  of  life  to  in- 
dulge  the  prospect  ef  an  undertaking  which  he  never  could  complete. 

In  1782  he  took  an  active  part  in  the  Chattertonian  controversy,  by  publbhing  an 
Enquiry  into  the  authenticity  of  the  Poems  attributed  to  Thomas  Rowley.  He  had 
already  introduced  the  question  into  his  history,  and  now  more  decidedly  gave  hii 
opinion  that  these  poems  were  the  fabrication  of  Chatterton.  The  same  year,  hepnb- 
Ibhed  his  verses  on  sir  Joshua  Reynolds's  painted  window  in  New  College  chapel. 
Thb  produced  a  letter  to  him  from  sir  Joshua^  in  which,  with  a  pardonable  vanity,  if 
it  at  all  deserve  that  appellation,  he  expresses  a  wish  that  hb  name  had  appeared  in 
th'e  verses.  In  a  second  edition,  Warton  complied  with  a  wish  so  flattering  to  him- 
self  by  implying  the  duration  of  his  poetry,  and  Reynolds  was  substituted  for  the 
word  Artist. 

In  thb  year  also  he  was  presented  by  his  college  to  the  donative  of  Hill  Farrance, 
in  Somersetshire^  and  about  the  same  time  became  a  member  of  the  Literary  Club, 
composed  of  those  friends  of  Dr.  Johnson  whose  conversations  form  so  interesting  a 
part  of  hb  life  by  BoswelL  In  1785,  he  was  chosen  Camden  professor  of  hbtory  on 
the  resigpation  of  Dr.  (now  sur  William]  Scott.  By  the  letters  added  to  WooH's  life 
of  hb  brother,  we  find  that  our  author  was  making  interest  for  the  professorship  of 
modem  history  in  1768,  when  Vivian  was  preferred.  Warburton  on  this  occasion 
sent  him  a  letter,  complimenting  him  on  the  heroic  manner  m  which  he  bore  his  dbap- 
pomtment,  and  informmg  him,  as  a  piece  of  consohitioo,  that  Viviau  had  an  ulcer  in 
hb  bladder,  which  was  likely  to  prove  fatal  in  a  shoi't  time ! — As  Camden  professor, 
Jie  delivered  an  maugural  lecture,  rogenious^  learned,  and  full  of  promise,  but, 
fays  hb  biographer^  "  he  suffered  the  rostrum  to  grow  cold  while  it  was  in  fab  pos- 


The  €&ce  of  poet  laureate  waa  accepted  by  hun  thb  year,  as  it  was  offered  at  the 
f  express  desire  of  hb  miyesty,  and  he  filled  it  with  credit  to  hunself  and  to  the  place. 
Whitehead,  hb  immediate  predecessor,  had  the  mbfortune  to  succeed  Cibber,  and 
could  with  difficulty  make  the  public  look  seriously  on  the  periodical  hibours  of  the 
laureate,  yet  by  perseverance  he  contrived  to  restore  some  degree  of  respect  to  the 
<Ace.  Warton  succeeded  yet  better  by  varying  the  accustomed  modes  of  address, 
and  by  recalling  the  mind  to  gothic  periods  and  splendid  events.    The  facetious  au- 

8  Id  his  Observations  on  Spenser;  and  since  puUiibed,  with  other  esiayi  on  the  fame  wi^mA,  by  Vk 
Taylorof  Uolbom,  1800.    C 
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tIion»  mdeed,  of  the  Probationary  Odes,  (a  set  of  political  satires)  took  some  freedom 
with  his  name,  but  they  seemed  to  be  aware  that  another  Gibber  would  have  suited 
their  purpose  better;  and  Warton,  who  possessed  a  large  share  of  humour,  and  a  quick 
tense  of  ridicule,  was  not  to  be  offended  because  he  had  for  once  been  *^  the  occasion 
of  wit  in  other  men  V 

His  last  publication  was  an  edition  of  tlie  Juvenile  Poems  of  Milton,  With  notes,  the 
object  of  which  was  **  to  explain  his  author's  allusions,  to  illustrate  or  to  vindicate  his 
beauties,  to  point  out  his  imitations,  both  of  otliers  and  of  himself,  to  elucidate  his 
obsolete  diction,  and  by  the  adduction  and  juxtaposition  of  parallels  gleaned  both  from 
his  poetry  and  prose,  to  ascertain  his  favourite  words,  and  to  show  the  peculiarities  of 
his  phraseology."  The  first  edition  of  this  work  appeared  in  17S5,  and  the  second  in 
1791»  a  short  time  after  his  death.  It  appears  that  he  had  prepared  the  alterations 
and  additions  for  llie  press  some  time  before.  It  was  indeed  ready  for  the  press  ia 
l7S9>and  probably  begun  about  that  time,  hut  was  uot  completed  until  after  his  death, 
when  the  task  of  correcting  the  sheets  devolved  upon  his  brother.  His  intention  was 
to  extend  his  plan  to  a  second  volume,  containing  the  Paradise  Regained  and  Samp- 
Son  Agonistet,  and  he  left  notes  on  both.  He  had  the  proof  sheets  of  tlie  first  edition 
printed  only  on  one  side,  which  lie  carefully  bound.  They  are  how  in  my  possession, 
and  demonstrate  what  pains  he  took  in  avoiding  errour8,and  altering  oppressions  which 
appeared  on  a  second  review  to  be  weak  or  improper.  The  second  edition  of  Milton 
was  enriched  by  Dr.  Charles  Bumey's  learned  remarks  on  the  Greek  verses^  and  by  .some 
observations  on  the  other  poems  by  Warburton,  which  were  comnmnicated  to  the 
editor  by  Dr.  Hurd.  At  the  time  of  our  author  s  death,  a  new  edition  of  his  poems 
was  also  preparing  for  publication. 

His  death  was  somewhat  sudden.  Until  bis  sixty-second  year,  he  enjoyed  vigorous 
and  uninterrupted  health.  On  lieing  seized  with  the  gout,  he  went  to  Bath,  from  which 
he  returned  recovered,  in  his  own  opinion,  but  it  was  evident  to  his  friends  that  his 
ooDStitution  had  received  a  fatal  shock.  On  Thursday,  May  20,  1790,  he  passed  the 
evening  in  the  common  room,  and  was  for  some  time  more  cheerful  than  usual.  Be- 
tween ten  and  eleven  o  clock  he  was  suddenly  seized  with  a  paralytic  stroke,  and  ex« 
pired  next  day  about  two  o'clock.  On  the  27th  his  remains  were  interred  in  the  ante- 
chqiel  of  Trinity  College,  with  the  highest  academical  honours ;  the  ceremony  being 
attended,  not  only  by  the  members  of  his  own  college,  but  by  the  vice-chancellor, 
heads  of  houses,  and  proctors.  His  grave  is  marked  by  a  plain  inscription  which  enu- 
i  bis  preferments,  with  his  age,  and  the  date  of  his  death* 


9  We  bsve  his  liroiber's  authority  that  "  he  always  heartily  joined  in  the  laugh,  and  applauded  the 
fW|WWf*  wH  and  humoiir  that  appeared  in  many  of  those  original  satires.''  ,  Mr.  Bowles's  evidence 
nay  be  cited  as  more  impartial,  and  as  affording  the  testimony  of  an  excellent  judge  to  the  character 
of  Walton.  "  I  can  say,  bemg  at  that  time  a  schalar  of  Trinity  College,  that  the  laureat,  who  did  the 
fwteit  iKnoiiT  to  liis  gtatkm  from  hit  real  poetical  abilities,  did  most  heartily  join  in  the  laugh  of  the 
Piobatioaary  Odes :  for  a  man  more  devoid  of  envy,  anger,  and  ill-nature,  never  existed.  80  sweet  was 
his  temper,  so  remote  from  pedantry  and  all  affectation  was  his  conduct,  that  when  even  Rit<(on's  scur- 
rikms  abuse  came  out,  in  which  he  asserted  that  his  back  was  "  broad  enough,  and  his  hcai-t  hard 
eBOU^",  to  l>ear  any  thing  Ritson  could  lay  on  it,  he  only  said,  with  his  usual  smile,  *<  a  black-Ut- 
Ur'd  &og,  m !"— BowWs  Bditkm  of  Pope's  Works,  VI.  325.    C. 
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14  LIFE  OF  WARTON. 

To  these  parttcuiars,  some  of  which  have  been  takeu  from  Mr.  Mant's  life  of  Wartoii, 
prefixed  to  an  edition  of  his  poems,  published  in  1802,  it  may  now  be  added  on  ano- 
ther authority,  that  from  April  1755  to  April  1774,  he  served  the  curacy  of  Wood- 
stock, except  during  the  long  vacations,  and  although  bis  pulpit  oratory  does  not  appear 
to  have  ever  entitled  him  to  particular  notice,  many  are  still  alive  who  speak  of  him' 
with  more  regard  and  affection  than  of  any  person  who  ever  oiHciated  there  '^. 

Mr.  Warton's  personal  character  has  been  drawn  at  great  length  by  Mr.  Mant,  and 
seems  to  have  no  defects  but  what  are  iucident  to  men  who  have  passed  their  days  in 
retirement  from  polished  life.  A  few  pecuharities  are  recorded  which  might  perliaps 
have  been  omitted  without  injury  to  the  portrait.  Some  of  them  seem  to  be  given  upon 
doubtful  authority,  and  others  arc  not  strictly  speaking  characteristic,  because  not  habi- 
tual, or,  if  habitual,  are  too  insigniBcant  for  notice,  h  is  of  as  little  consequence  to  ktiow 
that  Mr.Warton  smoked  tobacco,  as  that  Gibbon  took  snuff,  and  Johnson  preserved  the 
chips  of  oranges,  ft  has  been  said,  however,  that  Mr.  Warton  was  a  lover  of  low 
company,  a  more  serious  charge,  if  it  could  be  substantiated.  But  what  low  com- 
pany means  b  not  always  very  obvious.  It  is  not  asserted  that  Warton  disgraced  his 
character  by  a  constant  association  w  ith  low  company,  and  that  he  should  have  occa- 
sionally amused  himself  with  the  manners  and  conversation  of  humble  tradesmen^ 
mechanics,  or  peasants,  was  surely  no  great  crime  in  one  whose  researches  imposed  m 
some  degree  the  necessity  of  studyuig  mankind  in  all  ranks,  and  who,  in  the  illustra- 
tion of  our  ancient  poets,  had  evidently  profited  by  becoming  acquainted  with  the 
converssltion  of  the  modem  vulgar. 

In  literary  company  he  b  said  to  have  been  rather  silent,  bi\t  this,  his  surviving  friends 
can  recollect,  was  only  where  the  company  consisted  of  a  majority  of  strangers;  and 
a  man  who  has  a  reputation  to  guard  will  not  lightly  enter  into  conversation  before  he 
knows  something  of  those  with  whom  he  is  to  converse.  In  the  company  of  his 
firiends,  among  whom  he  could  reckon  the  learned,  the  potite,  and  the  gay,  no  man 
vras  more  communicative,  more  social  in  his  habits  and  convessation,  or  descended 
more  frequently  from  the  grave  interchange  of  sentiment,  to  a  mere  play  of  wit 

His  temper  was  habitually  calm.  His  disposition  gentle,  friendly,  and  forgiving. 
His  resentments,  where  he  could  be  supposed  to  have  any,  were  expressed  rather  in 
the  language  of  jocularity  than  anger.  Mr.  Mant  has  given  as  a  report  what  it  were 
to  be  wished  he  had  omitted,  that  Dr.  Johnson  said  of  Warton,  *'he  was  the  only 
man  of  genius  that  he  knew  without  a  heart.*  It  is  highly  improbable  that  Johnson» 
who  loved  and  practised  truth  and  justice,  should  say  thb  of  one  with  whom  he  had 
exchanged  so  many  acts  of  personal  and  literary  friendship.  It  b  to  be  r^retted,  in- 
deed, that  towards  the  end  of  Johnson's  life,  there  was  a  coolness  between  him  and 
tlie  Warlons,  but  if  it  be  true  that  he  wept  on  the  recollection  of  hb  past  friendship, 
it  b  very  unlikely  that  he  would  have^  characterised  Mr.  Warton  m  the  manner  re- 
ported. Whatever  was  the  cause  of  the  abatement  of  their  intimacy,  Mr.  Warton 
dbcovered  no  resentment  when  he  communicated  so  many  pleasing  anecdotes  of  John- 
son to  Mr.  Boswell,  nor  when  he  came  to  dbcuss  the  merits  of  Milton  in  opposition  to 

M  Baldwin's  Literary  Jonrnal,  1803,  where  are  some  other  anecdotes  and  characteristics  very  ho- 
nourable to  Mr.  Warton,  and  evidently  written  by  one  who  knew  hioi  well,    C. 
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tbe  opinions  of  that  eminent  critic.    Dr.  Warton,  indeed,  as  may  be  seen  in  bis  notes 
ofl  Pope,  mixed  somewhat  more  asperity  witli  his  review  of  Jolmson's  sentiments. 

Instances  of  Warton  s  tenderness  of  heart,  affectionate  regard  for  children,  and  general 
humanity,  have  been -accumulated  by  all  who  knew  hini.  Nor  is  this  wonderful,  for  he 
knew  nothing  of  one  quality  which  ever  keeps  the  heart  shut,  lie  had  no  avarice,  no 
ambition  to  acquire  the  superiority  which  wealth  is  supposed  to  confer.  For  many  years 
be  lived  on  his  maintenance  from  college,  and  from  the  profits  of  a  small  living,  witli  the 
occasional  fruits  of  his  labour  as  a  teacher  or  as  a  writer.  It  cannot  be  doubted  that 
as  he  had  been  tutor  to  the  son  of  the  prime  minister,  (lord  North)  and  to  the  sons  of 
other  persons  of  rank,  he  might  reasonably  have  expected  higher  preferment.  But 
it  happens  with  preferment  more  generally  than  the  world  suspects,  that  what  is  not 
asked  is  not  given.  Warton  had  a  mind  above  servile  submission,  yet  he  would  have 
asked  where  asking  is  a  matter  of  course,  had  not  his  contented  indolence,  or  perhaps 
the  dread  of  a  refusal,  induced  him  to  sit  dowoi  with  the  emoluments  which  cost  neither 
trouble  or  anxiety.  What  he  got  by  his  writings  could  not  be  much.  However  ex- 
cellent in  themselves,  they  were  not  calculated  for  quick  and  extensive  sale,  and  it  is  said 
be  sold  the  copy-right  of  his  History  of  Poetry  for  less  than  four  hundred  pounds. 

Id  the  exercise  of  his  profession  as  a  divine,  Mr.  M ant  has  not  heard  that  be  was 
much  distinguished.  He  went  through  the  routine  of  parochial  duty  in  a  respectful 
manner,  but  a  hurried  mode  of  speakmg,  partly  owing  to  habit  and  partly  to  a  natural 
impediment,  prevented  his  being  heard  with  advantage  ^\  It  is  a  more  serious  objec- 
tion, that  he  has,  particnlarly  in  his  notes  on  Milton,  expressed  opinions  on  religious 
topics,  the  coDsequence  of  which  he  had  not  deliberately  considered.  He  bated  Puritans 
and  Calvmists,  but  does  not  seem  to  have  understood  very  clearly  that  his  own  church, 
and  every  pure  church,  has  many  doctrines  in  common  with  them.  His  opinions 
on  psalmody,  and  on  the  observation  of  Sunday,  are  particulariy  objectionable. 

As  a  contributor  to  the  literature  of  his  country  few  men  stand  higher  than  Warton. 
He  was  the  first  who  taught  the  true  method  of  acquiring  a  taste  for  tlie  excellencies 
of  our  ancient  poets,  and  of  rescuing  their  writings  from  obscurity  and  oblivion.  In 
this  respect  he  btbe  fother  of  the  school  of  commentators,  and  if  some  have,  in  certain 
iastances,  excelled  their  master,  they  ought  to  recollect  to  whom  they  are  indebted  for 
directing  them  to  the  paths  of  research.  Of  Warton  it  may  be  said  as  of  Addison, , 
'^  He  is  now  despised  by  some  who  perhaps  would  never  have  seen  his  defects,  but  by 
tbe  lights  which  he  afforded  them."  His  eruditiou  was  extensive,  and  his  industry  must 
have  been  at  one  time  incessant.  The  references  in  his  History  of  Poetry  only,  indi- 
cate a  coarse  of  various  reading,  collation  and  transcription,  to  which  the  common  life 
of  man  seems  insufficient  He  was  one  of  those  scholars  who  have  happily  rescued  the 
itody  of  antiquities  from  the  reproaches  of  the  frivolous  or  indolent.  Amidst  the  most 
m^ed  tracks  of  ancient  lore,  he  produces  cultivated  spots,  flowery  paths,  and  gay 
prospects*  Many  of  the  digressions  that  have  been  censured  in  his  history,  appear  to 
have  been  contrived  for  this  purpose,  and  the  relief  which  his  own  mind  demanded, 
he  thought  would  not  be  unacceptable  to  bis  fellow-travellers. 

'^  Two  sermons  which  he  preached  repeatedly  are  in  my  possession,  but  neither  written  by  himself. 
One  it  a  printed  lermoD  for  the  Martyrdom,  curiously  abridged:  tbe  other  it  in  ao  old  hand,  probably 
Us&tber't.    C. 
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To  the  industry  which  be  employed  in  all  bis  literary  anderlakiogs,  there  can  b^  ii# 
doubt  he  was  indebted  for  much  of  that  placid  temper  and  contentment  which  dis- 
tinguished him  as  a  resident  member  of  the  university.  The  miseries  of  indolence  are 
known  only  to  those  who  have  no  regular  pursuit,  nothing  in  view,  however  easy  or 
arduous,  nothing  by  which  time  may  be  shortened  by  occupation,  and  occupation 
rendered  easy  by  liabit.  To  all  this  waste  of  time  and  talent,  Warton  was  a  stranger. 
During  the  long  vacation,  indeed,  he  generally  resided  with  his  brother  at  Winchester^ 
but  even  this  vras  a  change  of  place  rather  than  of  occupation.  There  he  found  Iit>ra- 
ries,  scholars  and  critics,  and  could  still  indulge  hb  delight  in  ''  doysters  pale,**  "  the 
tapered  choir,"  and  **  sequestered  isles  of  the  deep  dome ;"  and  there  as  well  as  at 
home,  he  contmyied  his  researches,  and  enjoyed  solitude  or  society  in  such  prq)ortions 
as  suited  his  immediate  inclination. 

Yet  as  he  pursued  an  untried  path,  and  was  the  founder  of  his  own  studies,  it  can- 
not be  a  matter  of  great  surprise,  if  he  filled  in  conducting  them  with  due  method. 
To  this  it  was  owing  that  the  emendations  and  additions  to  his  first  and  second  volumes 
are  so  numerous  as  to  have  been  made  the  ground  of  a  serious  charge  against  his  dili- 
gence and  accuracy.  But  had  be  lived  to  complete  the  work,  he  conld  have  no  doubt 
ofiered  such  excuses  as  must  have  been  readily  accepted  by  every  reflecting  mind.  If 
we  admit  the  magnitude  of  the  undertaking,  which  evklently  exceeded  his  own  idea 
when  he  fondly  hoped  that  it  might  have  been  finished  in  two  or  three  volumes ;  if 
we  consider  the  vast  number  of  books  be  had  to  consult  for  matters  apparently  trifling, 
but  really  important;  that  he  had  the  duties  of  a  clergyman  and  tutor  to  perform  whil^ 
engaged  in  this  work,  and  above  all,  that  his  friends  were  assisting  him,  often  too  late, 
with  additional  illustrations  or  references,  it  will  not  appear  highly  censurable  that  he 
dismissed  his  volumes  capable  of  unprovement.  From  bis  own  copy  of  the  first 
volume  of  his  History,  and  of  his  edition  of  Milton,  both  now  before  me,  it  appears 
that  he  corrected  with  fastidious  care,  and  was  extremely  anxious  to  render  his  style 
what  we  now  find  it,  perspicuous,  vigorous,  and  occasionally  ornamented.  His  cor- 
rections, however,  are  often  written  in  an  indistinct  hand,  and  this  perhaps  occasioned 
fresh  errours  which  be  had  not  an  opportunity  to  correct  He  had  not  found  out  the 
secret,  which  appears  to  be  yet  a  secret  to  most  writers,  the  danger  and  mconvenieno^ 
of  sending  unfinished  works  to  the  press.  Thb  was  not  the  practice  of  our  eminent 
historians.  Hume,  Robertson,  and  Gibbon  completed  eveiy  line  of  their  volumes  be- 
fore they  began  to  print.  But  whoever  attempts  to  feed  the  press  from  day  to  day» 
will  soon  find  his  stores  exhausted,  and  hunself  obliged  to  furnish  a  hasty,  crude  copy, 
which,  if  be  is  afterwards  ashamed  of  it,  he  finds  it  too  late  to  withdrew,  and  not  veir 
easy  to  mend. — ^With  all  its  faults,  however,  thb  history  will  ever  remam  a  monument 
of  learning,  taste,  and  judgment,  such  as  few  men  in  any  nation  have  been  Me  to  pro- 
duce. 

Hb  poetry,  as  well  as  that  of  hb  brother,  has  been  the  occasion  of  some  diflference 
of  opmion  among  the  critics,  and  the  school  of  Warton,  as  it  b  called,  has  not  of  late 
been  always  mentioned  with  the  respect  it  deserves.  Among  the  characteristics  of  our 
author's  poetry,  however,  hb  style  may  be  considered  as  manly  and  energetic,  but  sel- 
dom varied  by  the  graces  of  sunpiicity.  His  habits  of  thought  led  him  to  commence 
iril  hb  poems  in  a  s^e  pompous  and  sweUingc  fab  ideas  often  ran  on  the  inaginai7 
Q 
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days  of  goduc  grandeur,  and  mighty  achievement ;  and  where  such  subjects  were  to 
be  treated,  as  in  bis  Triumph  of  Isis,  and  in  bis  Laureat  Odes,  no  man  could  have 
clothed  them  in  language  more  appropriaK\ 

The  Triumph  of  Isb  was  written  in  his  twenty-first  year,  and  exhibits  the  same 
beauties  and  faults  which  are  to  be  found  in  his  mature  productions.  Among  these 
last,  is  a  redundancy  of  epithet,  which  is  more  frequently  a  proof  of  labour  than  of 
taste.  The  Pleasures  of  Melancholy  appears  to  me  to  be  a  more  genuine  specimen  of 
early  talent  He  was  only  in  bis  seventeenth  year,  when  his  mind  was  so  richly  stored 
with  strikmg  and  elegant  imagery. 

In  general,  he  seems  to  have  taken  Milton  for  his  model,  and  throughout  his  poems 
we  find  expressions  borrowed  with  as  much  freedom  from  Milton,  as  he  has  proved 
that  Milton  borrowed  from  others.  One  piece  only,  Newmarket,  is  an  imitation  of 
Fope,  and  is  certamly  one  of  the  finest  satires  in  our  language.  lu  this  he  has  not 
ODJ^  adopted  the  versification  of  Pope,  and  eumlated  his  wit  and  point,  but  many  of 
his  lines  are  parodies  on  what  he  recollected  in  Pope's  Satires.  This  freedom  of  bor- 
rowing, however,  seems  so  generally  allowed,  that  it  can  form  no  higher  objection 
against  Warton,  than  against  Pope,  Gray,  and  others  of  acknowledged  eminence.  We 
cannot  be  surprised  that  the  memory  of  such  a  student  as  Warton,  should  be  familiar 
with  the  choicest  language  of  poetry,  and  that  he  should  oflen  adopt  it  unconscious  of 
its  being  the  property  of  another. 

The  frequent  use  of  alliteration  is  a  more  striking  defect  It  is  wonderful,  that  he 
who  had  an  ear  for  music,  could  tolerate  such  Hues  as 

Issues  to  clothe  in  gladsome  glist'ring  greea 
The  genial  globe — 

or, 

The  due  clock  swinging  slow  with  sweepy  swing, 

which,  by  the  way,  is  a  parody  on  a  more  expressive  line. 

Swinging  slow  with  sullen  roar.     « 

These  however  are  strictures  which  ought  not  to  interfere  with  the  general  merit  of 
Warton,  as  a  poet  of  original  genius.  His  descriptive  pieces,  had  he  written  nothing 
dse,  would  have  proved  his  claim  to  that  title.  Nothing  can  be  more  natural,  just, 
or  dei^tful,  than  his  pictures  of  rural  life.  The  first  of  April,  and  the  Approach  of 
Summer,  have  seldom  been  rivalled,  and  cannot  perhaps  l>e  excelled.  The  only 
objection  which  some  critics  have  started  is,  that  his  dcsciiptions  are  not  varied  by  re- 
flection. He  gives  an  exquisite  landscape,  but  does  not  always  express  the  feelings  it 
creates.  His  brother,  speaking  of  Thomson,  observes,  that  the  unexpected  insertion 
of  reflections,  '*  imparts  to  us  the  same  pleasure  ttiat  we  feel,  when,  in  wandering 
through  a  wUdemess  or  grove,  we  suddenly  behold  in  the  turning  of  the  walk  a  statue 
of  some  Virtue  or  Muse.**  Yet  in  Warton's  descriptive  poetry,  it  is  no  small  merit  to 
have  produced  so  much  effect,  so  many  exquisite  pictures  without  this  aid. 

The  Suicide  perhaps  deserves  a  yet  higher  character,  rising  to  the  sublime  by  grada- 
tions which  speak  to  every  imagination.  It  has  indeed  been  objected  that  it  is  imper- 
fect, and  too  allegorical.  It  appeals,  however,  so  forcibly  to  the  heart,  awakens  so 
many  important  reflections,  and  contains  so  happy  a  mixture  of  terrour  and  consola- 
tbn,  that  it  seems  difficult  to  lay  it  down  without  unmixed  admiration.     The  Crusade 
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and  the  Grave  of  Arthur*  are  likewise  specimens  of  genuine  poetical  taste^  acting  on 
materials  that  are  difficult  to  manage.  Both  ip  invention  and  execution,  these  odes 
may  rank  among  the  finest  of  their  species  in  our  language. 

Warton  has  afforded  many  proofs  of  an  exquisite  relish  for  humour  in  his  Pane- 
gyric on  Oxford  Ale,  the  Progress  of  Discontent,  and  other  pieces  classed  under  that 
denomination.  His  success  in  these  productions  leads  once  more  to  the  reroariL  that 
few  men  have  combined  so  many  qualities  of  mmd,  a  taste  for  the  sublime  and 
the  pathetic,  the  gay  and  humorous,  the  pursuits  of  the  antiquary,  and  the  pleasnres 
of  amusement,  the  labours  of  research,  and  the  play  of  imagination. 

Upon  the  whole,  it  may  be  allowed,  that  as  a  poet,  he  is  original,  various  and  ele- 
gant, but  thai  in  most  of  his  pieces  he  discovers  the  taste  that  results  from  a  studied 
train  of  thought,  rather  than  the  wild  and  eniliptured  strains  that  arise  from  passion, 
inspired  on  the  moment,  ungovernable  in  their  progress,  and  grand  even  in  their  wan- 
derings. Still  he  deserves  to  be  classed  among  the  revivers  of  genuine  poetiy»  by  pie- 
ferring  *^  fiction  and  iancy^  picturesque  description  and  romantic  imagery,"  to  ^  wit 
and  elegance,  sentiment  and  satire,  sparkling  couplets,  and  pointed  periods  *V 

^  Preface  to  Milton's  Poems.    C 
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MISCELLANEOUS  PIECES. 


Grotii  Excerpta  ex  Tragicis,  p.  463. 
et  Valckenaerii  Diatriben  in  Euri- 
pidis  relliq.  p.  212. 


THE 

TRIUMPH  OF  mS, 

OCCASIONED    BY 

ISIS,  AN  ELEGY. 

(VHTTEH    lit    1749,   THE  AOTHOH's    21  ST  YEAR.) 

Quid  mihj  nescio  qaaiD,proprio  cum  Tybride,Roinani 
Semper  in  orp  geris  ?  Referunt  si  vera  parentes, 
Hasc  urbem  iosano  nullas  qui  marte  petivit, 
Ictatos  violasse  redlt.    Nee  numioa  sedem 
DeititaoDt. —  Claudian. 

rVN  dosing  flowers  when  genial  gales  diffuse 
"  The  fragrant  tribute  of  refreshing  dews ; 
When  chants  the  milk-maid  at  her  balmy  pail, 
And  weary  reapers  whistle  o'er  the  vale ; 
Qann'd  by  the  murmurs  of  the  quivering  shade, 
O'er  Isis*  willoir-fringed  banks  I  stray*d  : 
And  calmly  musing  through  the  twilight  way, 
h  penstre  mood  I  fram'd  the  Doric  lay. 
When  lo  !  from  openhig  clouds  a  golden  gleam 
Pour'd  sadden  splendours  o*er  the  shadowy  stream ; 
And  fro^  the  wave  arose  if  s  guardian  queen, 
Knovn  by  her  sweeping  stole  of  glossy  green ; 
While  in  the  coral  crown,  that  bonhd  her  brow, 
Was  wore  the  Delphic  lanreTs  verdant  bough. 

Astiie  tmooUi  surC^e  of  the  dhnply  flood 
IW  ahrer-slipper'd  mrfpa  lightly  trod ; 


From  her  loose  hair  the  dropping  dew  she  press'd^ 
And  thus  mine  ear  in  accents  mild  address*d. 

No  more,  my  son;  the  rural  reed  employ. 
Nor  trill  the  tinkling  strain  of  empty  joy ; 
No  more  thy  love-resounding  sonnets  suit 
To  notes  of  pastoral  pipe,  or  oaten  flute. 
For  hark  !  high-thronM  on  yon  majestic  walls. 
To  the  dear  Muse  afflicted  Freedom  calls  : 
When  Freedom  calls,  and  Oxford  bids  thee  sing. 
Why  stays  thy  hand  to  strike  the  sounding  string  ? 
While  thus,  in  Freedom's  and  in  Phaebus'  spite, 
The  venal  sons  of  slavish  Cam  unite ; 
To  shake  yon  towers  when  Malice  rears  her  crest. 
Shall  all  my  sons  in  silence  idly  rest  ? 

Still  sing,  O  Cam,  yourfav'rite  Freedom's  cau$<  ; 
Stdl  boast  of  Freedom,  while' you  break  her  laws : 
To  power  your  songs  of  gratulation  pay, 
To  courts  address  soft  flattery's  servile  lay. 
WTiat  though  your  gentle  Mason's  plaintive  verse 
Has  hung  with  sweetest  wreaths  Musaeus'  herse ; 
Wliat  though  your  vaunted  bard's  ingenuous  woc» 
Soft  as  my  stream,  in  tuneful  numbers  flow ; 
Yet  strove  his  Muse,  by  fame  or  envy  led. 
To  tear  the  laurels  from  a  sister's  head  ?— 
Misguided  youth  !  with  rude  unclassic  rage 
To  blot  the  beauties  of  thy  whiter  page  ! 
A  rage  that  sullies  e'en  thy  guiltless  lays. 
And  blasts  the  vernal  bloom  of  half  thy  bays. 

Let  Granta  boast  the  patrons  of  her  name. 
Each  splendid  fool  of  fortune  and  of  fame : 
Still  of  preferment  let  her  shine  the  queen. 
Prolific  parent  of  each  bowing  dean  : 
Be  hers  each  prelate  of  the  pamper'd  cheek. 
Each  courtly  chaplain,  sanctified  and  sleek : 
Still  let  the  drones  of  her  exhaustless  hive 
On  rich  pluralities  supinely  thrive : 
Still  let  her  senates  titled  slaves  revere. 
Nor  dare  to  know  the  patriot  from  the  peer  ; 
No  longer  charm'd  by  Virtue's  lofty  song, 
Once  beard  sage  Milton's  manly  tones  among. 
Where  Cam,  meandering  thro'  the  matted  reeds. 
With  loitering  wave  his  groves  of  laurel  feeds. 
'Tis  ours,  my  son,  to  deal  the  sacred  bay. 
Where  honour  calls,  and  justioa  points  the  way ; 
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To  wear  the  welUfearn'd  >rra«th  that  merit  brings, 
And  snatch  a  gift  b^rond  the  reach  of  kings. 
Scorning  and  icom'd  by  courts,  yon  Muse's  bower 
Still  nor  enjojrs,  nor  sedc&,  the  smile  of  power. 
Thoogfa  wakeful  Vengeance  watch  my  crystal  spring 
Though  Persecutioo  wave  her  iron  whig, 
And,  o'er  yon  spiry  temples  as  she  flies, 
••  These  destin'd  seats  be  mine,"  exulting  cries ; 
Fortune's  fair  smiles  on  Isis  still  attend : 
Aad,  as  the  dews  of  gracious  Heaven  descend 
Unask'd,  unseen,  in  still  but  copious  show'rs, 
Her  stores  on  me  spontaneous  Bounty  pours. 
See,  Science  walks  with  recent  chaplets  crown'd ; 
With  fancy's  strain  my  fairy  shades  resound ; 
My  Muse  divine  still  keeps  her  cnstom'd  state. 
The  mien  erect,  and  high  mi^jetic  gait : 
Green  as  of  old  each  oliv'd  portal  smiles, 
And  still  the  Graces  build  my  Grecian  piles : 
My  Gothic  spires  in  ancient  glory  rise. 
And  dare  with  wonted  pride  to  rush  into  the  skies. 

E'en  late,  when  Radcliffie's  delegated  train  > 
Auspicious  shoae  in  Isb'  happy  plain  : 
When  yon  proud  dome,  &ir  Learning's  amplest 

shrine, 
Beneath  its  Attic  roofii  receiv'd  the  Nine ; 
Waa  Rapture  mute,  or  ceas'd  the  glad  aoclame. 
To  Radcliffe  due,  and  Isis*  honour'd  name  ? 
What  free-bom  crowds  adoro'd  the  festive  day, 
Nor  blusb'd  to  wear  my  tributary  bay ! 
How  each  brave  breast  with  honest  ardours  heav'd, 
When  Sheldon's  fane  ^  the  patriot  band  received ; 
Wbile,  as  we  loudly  hail'd  the  chosen  few. 
Rone's  awful  senate  rush'd  upon  the  view ! 

0  may  the  day  in  latest  annals  shine, 
That  made  a  Beaufort  and  an  Elarley  mine : 
That  bade  them  leave  the  loftier  scene  awhile. 
The  pomp  of  guiltless  state,  the  patriot  toil. 
For  bleeding  Albion's  aid  the  sage  design, 

To  hold  short  dalliance  with  the  tundbl  nine. 
Then  Music  left  her  silver  sphere  on  high. 
Aid  bore  each  strain  of  triumph  from  the  sky ; 
Svell'd  the  loud  song,  and  to  ray  chiefs  around 
Pour'd  the  full  paeans  of  mellifluous  sound. 
My  Haiads  blithe  the  dying  accents  caugh^ 
And  listening  danc'd  beneath  their  pearly  grot : 
In  gentler  eddies  play'd  my  conscious  wave. 
And  all  my  reeds  their  softest  whispeis  gave ; 
Each  lay  with  brighter  green  adom'd  my  bowers. 
And  breath'd  a  fresher  fragrance  on  my  flowers. 
But  lo  !  at  once  the  pealing  concerts  cease^ 
And  crowded  theatres  are  hush'd  in  peace. 
See,  on  yon  sage  hnw  all  attentive  stand.  111 

To  catch  his  darting  eye,  and  waving  hand. 

1  The  Radcliffie  library  was  dedicated  on  the  1 3th 
of  April,  1749  ;  the  same  year  in  which  this  poem 
was  written.  The  ceremony  was  attended  by  Charles 
duke  of  Beaufort,  Edward  carl  of  Chcford,  and  the 
other  trustees  of  Dr.  Radcliffe 's  will;  and  a  speech 
upon  the  occasion  was  delivered  in  the  theatre  by 
Dr.  King,  principal  of  St  Mary  Hall,  and  public 
orator  of  the  university.  In  order  to  make  some 
allusions  in  the  poem  more  intelligible,  it  is  neces- 
sary to  add,  that  the  "  sage"  complimented  in 
rer.  1 1 1.  is  Dr.  King ;  and  "  the  puny  champion," 
and  the  "  parricide"  of  verses  131,  and  136,  were 
designed  for  another  member  of  the  university,  with 
whom  Dr.  King  was  engaged  in  a  controversy. 

^  Tbt  theatrei  boiUby  abp.  Sbddoa  about  J67a 


Hark!  he  begins,  with  aH  a  Tullyli  aft, 
To  pour  the  dictates  of  a  Cato's  heart : 
SkilI'd  to  pronounce  what  noblest  thoughts  impiCi 
Ua  blends  the  speaker's  with  the  patriot's  firej 
Bold  to  conceive,  nor  timorous  to  conceA,/ 
What  Britons  dare  to  think,  be  dares  to  tell< 
Pis  his  alike  the  ear  and  eye  to  charm. 
To  wui  with  action,  and  with  sense  to  warm; 
Untaught  m  flowery  periods  to  dispense     . 
The  lulling  sounds  of  sweet  imperii  nenoe : 
Infirowns  or  smiles  he  gains  an  equal  prizes 
Nor  meanly  fea^  to  fall,  nor  creeps  to  rise  ( 
Bids  happier  days  to  Albion  be  restoHd, 
Bids  ancient  Justice  rear  her  radiant  sword ; 
From  me,  as  from  my  country,  claims  applause, 
And  makes  an  Oxford's,  a  Britannia's  cause. 

Wbile  arms  like  these  my  stedfast  sages  wield. 
While  mine  is  Tnith's  impenetrable  shield ; 
Say,  shall  the  puny  champion  fondly  dare         131 
To  wage  with  force  like  this  scholastic  war  ^ 
Still  vamly  scribble  on  with  pert  pretenoei 
With  all  the  rage  of  pedant  impotence  ? 
Say,  shall  I  foster  this  domestic  pest. 
This  parricide,  that  wounds  a  mother's  breast  f 

Tbusm  some  gallant  ship,  that  long  hasboie 
Britain's  victorious  cross  from  shore  to  shore. 
By  chance,  beneath  her  clot«e  seqaesler'd  cells. 
Some  low-born  worm,  a  lurking  mischief  dwelb ; 
Eats  his  blind  way,  and  saps  with  secret  guile 
The  deep  foundations  of  the  floating  pile : 
In  \'ain  the  forest  lent  its  stateliest  pride, 
Rear'd  her  tall  mast,  and  fram'd  her  knotty  side ; 
The  martial  thunder's  rage  in  vain  she  stood, 
With  every  conflict  of  the  stormy  flood  ; 
More  sure  the  reptile's  little  arts  devour. 
Than  wars,  or  waves,  or  Eurus'  wintry  power. 

Ye  fretted  pinnacles,  ye  fanes  sublime. 
Ye  towers  that  wear  the  mossy  vest  of  time  ; 
Ye  massy  piles  of  old  muuificence. 
At  once  the  pride  of  learning  and  defence  ; 
Ye  cloisters  pale,  that  lengthening  to  the  sight. 
To  contemplation,  step  by  step,  invite ; 
Ye  high-arcb*d  walks,  where  oft  the  whispers  clear 
Of  harps  unseen  have  swept  the  poet's  ear; 
Ye  temples  dim,  where  pious  duty  pays 
Her  holy  hymns  of  ever-echoing  praise ; 
Lo !  your  lov'd  Isis,  from  the  bordering  vale. 
With  all  a  mother's  fondness  bids  you  bail ! — 
Hail,  Oxford,  hail !  of  all  that's  good  and  great. 
Of  all  that's  foir,  the  guardian  and  the  seat ; 
Nurse  of  each  brave  pursuit,  each  generous  aim. 
By  truth  exalted  to  the  throne  of  fiime  ; 
Like  Greece  in  science  and  in  liberty. 
As  Athens  learn'd,  as  Lacedemon  free  ; 

Ev'n  now,  coafess'd  to  my  adoring  eyes^ 
In  awftd  ranks  thy  gifted  sons  arise. 
Tuning  to  knightly  tale  his  British  reeds. 
Thy  genuine  bards  immortal  Chaucer  leads : 
His  hoary  head  o'erlooks  the  gazing  quire» 
And  beams  on  all  around  celestial  fire. 
With  graceful  step  see  Addison  advance. 
The  sweetest  diild  of  Attic  elegance : 
See  Chillingworth  the  depths  of  doubt  explore. 
And  Seldon  ope  the  rolls  of  ancient  lore  : 
To  all  but  his  beloved  embrace  deny'd. 
See  Locke  lead  Reason,  his  majestic  bride : 
See  Hammond  pierce  religion's  golden  mine. 
And  spread  the  treasur'd  stores  of  truth  diTine* 
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AU  who  to  AUnoB  gvn  the  aits  of  peace. 
And  best  the  labours  plann'd  of  letterM  ease ; 
Who  taught  with  truth,  or  with  persuasioo  mov'd ; 
Who  SDiooth'd  with  numbers,  or  with  sense  iniprov'd; 
Who  rang'd  tbe  powers  of  reason,  or  refin'd, 
All  that  adomM  or  hnmaniz*d  the  mind ; 
Each  priest  of  health,  that  mix'd  the  balmy  bowl, 
Tb  rear  lirail  man,  and  stay  the  fleeting  soul ; 
AU  crowd  afound,  and  echoing  to  tbe  sky, 
**  Hail,  Oxford,  bail !"  with  filial  transport  cry. 

And  see  yon  sapient  tram !  with  liberal  aim, 
TWas  theirs  newf^ns  of  libsrty  to  frame; 
And  on  the  Gothic  gloom  of  slsTuh  sway 
To  shed  tbe  dawn  of  intellectual  day. 
With  mild  debate  each  musing  feature  glows, 
And  well-weigb'd  counsels  mark  their  meaning  brows. 
"  Lo !  these  the  leaders  of  thy  patriot  line/' 
A  Raleigh,  Hampden,  and  a  Somers  shine. 
These  from  thy  source  the  bold  contagion  caught, 
Tbeir  future  sons  the  great  example  taught : 
While  in  each  youth  th'  herediUry  flame 
Sdll  Maaes,  unextinguished  and  the  same ! 

Nor  all  tbe  tasks  of  thoughtful  peace  engage, 
Tb  thine  to  form  the  hero  as  tbe  sage. 
I  see  tbe  sable-suited  prince  advance 
With  lilies  crowned,  the  spoils  of  bleeding  France, 
Edward.    Tbe  Muses,  in  yon  cloistered  shade  ^, 
Bound  on  his  maiden  thigh  the  martial  blade ; 
Bade  him  the  steel  for  British  freedom  draw. 
And  Oxford  taught  the  deeds  that  Cressy  saw. 

And  see,  great  fiither  of  the  sacred  band. 
The  patriot  king  *  before  me  seems  to  stand. 
He  by  tbe  bloom  of  ^is  gay  Tale  beguilM, 
That  cbeer'd  with  lively  green  the  shaggy  wild, 
Hither  of  yore,  forlorn  forgotten  maid, 
Tbe  Muse  in  pcattlmg  infancy  convey'd ; 
Pirom  Vandal  rage  the  helpless  virgm  bore. 
And  fix'd  her  cradle  on  my  friendly  shore : 
Soon  grew  tbe  maid  beneath  hb  fostering  hand, 
Soon  stream'dber  blessings  o'er  the  enligfaten*d  land. 
Though  simple  was  the  ckmie  where  first  to  dwell 
She  deign'd,  and  rude  her  eariy  Saxou  cell, 
Lo  *  now  she  hokls  her  state  in  sculptured  bowers. 
And  proudly  fifts  to  Heav'n  her  hundred  towers. 
TwBfl  Alfined  first,  with  letters  and  with  laws, 
AdomM,  as  be  advanc'd,  his  country's  cause : 
He  bade  relent  the  Briton's  stubborn  soul. 
And  sooth'd  to  soft  society's  control 
A  rough  untutor'd  age.     With  raptured  eye 
Elate  he  views  his  laurel'd  progeny : 
Seicae  he  smiles  to  find,  that  not  in  vain 
He  lbrm*d  the  rudiments  of  learning's  reign : 
HiBself  he  marics  in  each  ingenuous  breast, 
With  all  the  founder  in  the  race  exprest: 
Goosciotts  he  sees  foir  Freedom  still  surrivej 
la  yon  bri^t  domes,  ill-foted  fugitive ! 
(GlorioQS,  as  when  the  goddess  poured  the  beam 
UnsoDied  on  his  ancient  diadem ; ) 
Well-pleas'd,  that  at  his  own  Pierian  springs 
She  rests  her  weary  feet,  and  plumes  her  wings ; 
That  here  at  last  she  takes  her  destined  stand, 
Here  deigns  to  linger,  ere  she  leave  tbe  land. 

^  Edward  tbe  Black  Prince,  was  a  member  of 
QaeeD*s  CoU^;e ;  perhaps  out  of  compliment  to 
tbe  new  foundation,  which  was  denominated  after 
baa  mother,  queen  Philippe. 

*  Alfred.  Tbe  tradition  respecting  the  founda- 
tipnof  the  vmnity  of  Oxford  by  him  is  well  known. 
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ON  THB   nSATB   OP  THB  LATC 

FREDERIC  PRINCE  OF  WALES. 
(written  in  1751.) 

O  FOR  the  warblings  of  the  Doric  ote, 
That  wept  the  youth  deep-whelihed  in  ocean's  tide ! 
Or  Mollaes  Muse,  who  chang'd  her  magic  note 
To  chant  how  dear  the  laurel'd  Sidney  died  ! 
Then  should  my  woes  in  worthy  strain  be  sung. 
And  with  due  cypress-crown  thy  herse,  O  Frederic, 

hung. 
But  though  my  novice-hands  are  all  too  weak 
To  grasp  the  sounding  pipe,  my  voice  unskili'd 
The  tuneful  phrase  of  poesy  to  speak, 
Uucouth  the  cadence  of  my  carols  wild ; 
A  nation's  tears  shall  teach  my  song  to  trace  [grace. 
The  prince  that  deck'd  his  crown  with  every  milder 
How  well  he  knew  to  torn  from  flattery's  shrine. 
To  drop  the  sweeping  pall  of  scepter'd  pride ; 
Led  by  calm  thought  to  paths  of  eglantine. 
And  rural  walks  on  Isis'  tufted  side ; 
To  rove  at  large  amid  the  landscapes  still,       [hill ! 
Where  Contemplation  sate  ou  Clifden's  beech-clad 
How,  lock'd  in  pure  affection's  golden  band, 
Through  sacred  wedlock's  unambitious  wttys^ 
With  even  step  he  waik'd,  and  constant  hand. 
His  temples  binding  with  domestic  bays  : 
Rare  pattern  of  the  chaste  connubial  knot, 
Firm  in  a  paboe  kept,  as  in  the  clay-built  cot ! 
How  with  discerning  choice,  to  nature  true. 
He  cropp'd  the  simple  flowers,  or  violet. 
Or  crocus-bud,  that  with  ambrosial  hue 
The  banks  of  silver  Helicon  beset : 
Nor  seldom  wak'd  the  Muse's  living  lyre 
I'o  sounds  that  call'd  around  Aonia's  listening  quire ' 
How  to  the  few  with  sparks  ethereal  stor'd. 
He  never  barr'd  his  castle's  genial  gate. 
But  bade  sweet  Thomson  share  the  friendly  board 
Soothinc:  with  verse  divine  the  toll  of  state  ! 
Hence  fir'd,  the  l>ard  forsook  the  flowery  plain, 
And  deck'd  the  regal  mask,  and  tried  the  tragic  strain. 


ON   THE    DEATH    OP 

KING  GEORGE  THE  SECOND. 
TO  MR.  SECRETARY  PITT  '. 

(WRITTBK    IN    1761.) 

So  stream  the  sorrows  that  embalm  the  brave. 
The  tears  that  Science  sheds  on  Glory's  grave ! 
So  pure  the  vows  which  classic  duty  pays 
To  bless  another  Brunswick's  rising  rays ! 

O  Pitt,  if  chosen  strains  have  power  to  steal 
Thy  watchful  breast  awhile  from  Britain's  weal  | 
If  votive  verse  from  sacred  Isis  sent 
Might  hope  to  charm  thy  nianly  mind,  ir  ^-ent 
On  patriot  plan:,  \;hich  ancient  freedom  drew, 
Awhile  with  fcnu  attention  deign  to  viev? 

*  Afterwards  lord  Chatham.     Thi«»  and  ;.:!•»  t\-ro 
following  poems  close  the  collectioiss  of  Orioj  J 
Verses  on  their  respective  occasions-  a  ,1  x:-i. 
written  while  the  author  was  poetry  pr^fest. . .    .  f . 
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This  ample  wreath,  which  all  th'  assembled  nine 
With  skill  united  have  coDSpirM  to  twine. 

Yes,  guide  and  guardian  of  thy  country's  cause ! 
Thy  conscious  heart  shall  hail  with  just  applause 
The  duteoos  Muse,  whose  haste  officious  brings 
Her  blameless  offering  to  the  shrine  of  kings : 
Thy  tongue,  welLtutor'd  in  historic  lore, 
Can  speak  her  office  and  her  use  of  yore : 
For  such  the  tribute  of  ingenuons  praise 
Her  barp  dispensed  in  Greeia's  golden  days ; 
Such  were  the  palms,  in  isles  of  old  renown, 
She  culPd,  to  deck  the  guiltless  monarch's  erown  ; 
When  virtuous  Pindar  told,  with  Tuscan  gore 
How  scepter'd  Hiero  stained  Sicilians  shore. 
Or  to  mild  Tberon's  >  raptured  eye  disclosed 
Bright  Tales,  where  spirits  of  the  brave  repos*d : 
Yet  still  beneath  the  throne,  unbribM,  she  sate, 
The  decent  handmaid,  not  the  slave,  of  state ; 
Pleased  in  the  radiance  of  the  regal  name 
To  blend  the  lustre  of  her  country's  hme  : 
For,  taught  like  ours,  she  dar'd,  with  prudent  pride. 
Obedience  from  dependence  to  divide : 
Though  princes  claimed  her  tributary  lays. 
With  truth  severe  she  tempered  partial  praise ; 
Conscious  she  kept  her  native  dignity, 
Bold  as  her  Bights,  and  as  her  numbers  free. 

And  sure  if  e'er  the  Muse  indulged  her  strains, 
With  just  regard,  to  grace  heroic  reigns. 
Where  could  her  glance  a  theme  of  triumph  own 
So  dear  to  fame  as  George's  trophied  throne  ? 
At  whose  firm  base,  thy  stedfast  soul  aspires 
To  wake  a  migh^  nation's  ancient  fires : 
Aspires  to  baffle  faction's  specious  claim » 
Rouse  England's  rage,  and  give  her  thunder  aim : 
Once  more  the  main  her  conquering  banners  sweep, 
Again  her  commerce  darkens  all  the  deep. 
Thy  fix'd  resolve  renews  each  firm  decree 
.  That  made,  that  kept  of  yore,  thy  country  free. 
Call'd  by  thy  voice,  nor  deaf  to  war's  alarms. 
Its  willing  youth  the  rural  empire  arms : 
Again  the  lords  of  Albion's  cultur'd  plains 
^&rch  the  firm  leaders  of  their  faithful  swains ; 
As  erst  stout  archers,  from  the  farm  or  fold, 
Flam'd  in  the  van  of  many  a  baron  boM. 
Nor  thine  the  pomp  of  indolent  debate, 
The  war  of  words,  the  sophistries  of  state; 
Nor  frigid  caution  checks  thy  free  design, 
Nor  stops  thy  stream  of  eloquence  divine : 
For  thine  the  privilege,  on  few  bestow'd, 
To  (eel,  to  think,  to  speak,  (or  public  good. 
In  vain  Corruption  calls  her  venal  tribes ; 
One  common  cause  one  common  end  prescribes : 
Nor  fear  nor  fraud  or  spares  or  screens  the  foe. 
Bat  spirit  prompts,  and  valour  strikes,  the  blow. 
O  Pitt,  while  honour  points  thy  liberal  plan, 
And  o'er  the  minister  escalts  the  man, 
~  Isis  congenial  greets  thy  faithful  sway, 
Nor  scorns  to  bid  a  statesman  grace  her  lay. 
For  H»  not  hers,  by  fieUse  connections  drawn. 
At  splendid  Slavery's  sorbid  shrine  to  fown  ; 
Each  native  effort  of  the  fieeliug  breast. 
To  friends,  to  foes,  in  equal  (ear,  snpprest : 
TIs  not  for  her  to  purchase  or  pursue 
The  phantom  fisvoura  of  the  cringing  crew  : 

s  Agreeably  to  the  character  given  of  him, 
Olymp.  ii.  165.  and  foHowing  verKt.  Theton  was 
tyrant  of  Agrigentnm  ;  hk  victoriei  an  cttobimted 
m  the  2d  and  3d  Olyinpio  Odci. 


More  useful  toilf  her  studioiii  boon  engage^ 
And  fairer  lessons  fill  her  spotless  page : 
Beneatk  ambition,  but  above  disgrace. 
With  nobler  arts  she  forms  the  rising  race  : 
With  happier  tasks,  and  less  refin'd  pretence. 
In  elder  times,  she  woc^d  Munificence : 
To  rear  her  arched  roofs  in  regal  guii»e, 
And  lift  her  temples  neacer  to  the  skies ; 
Princes  and  prelates  stretch'd  the  social  hand. 
To  form,  diftuse,  and  fix,  her  high  command  : 
From  kings  she  claim'd,  yet  soom'd  to  seek,  the  price. 
From  kings,  like  George,  benignant,  just,  and  wiae. 

Lo,  this  her  genuine  lore.— Nor  thou  refutse 
This  humble  present  of  no  partial  Mose      [jouUi  ^ 
From  that  calm  bower,  which  nurs'd  thy  thougbtfol 
In  the  pure  precepts  of  Athenian  truth ; 
Where  first  the  form  of  British  Liberty 
Beam'd  in  full  radiance  on  thy  musing  eye  ; 
That  form,  whose  mien  sublime,  with  equal  awe. 
In  the  same  shade  unUeniish'd  Somers  saw  : 
Where  once  (for  well  she  lov'd  the  friendly  grove 
Which  every  classic  grace  had  leam'd  to  rove) 
Her  whispers  wak'd  sage  Harrington  to  lieign 
The  blessings  of  her  visionary  reign ; 
That  reign,  which,  now  no  more  an  empty  theme. 
Adorns  Philosophy's  ideal  dream, 
But  crowns  at  last,  beneath  a  George's  smile. 
In  full  reality  thii  favour'd  isle. 


CM   THI 

MARRIAGE  OF  THE  KING. 

(wRrmM  IN  1761.) 
TO  HER  MAJESTY. 

Whbk  first  the  kingdom  to  thy  virtues  due 
Rose  from  the  billowy  deep  hi  distant  view ; 
When  Albion's  isle,  old  Ocean's  peerless  pride, 
Tower'd  in  imperial  state  above  the  tide ; 
What  bright  ideas  of  the  new  domain 
Form'd  the  fair  prospect  of  thy  promis'd  reigir ! 

And  well  with  consckras  joy  thy  breast  mi^t  best 
That  Albion  was  ordam'd  thy  regal  seat : 
Lo !  this  the  land,  where  Freedonf  s  sacred  rage 
Has  glow'd  untam'd  through  many  a  martial  age. 
Here  patriot  Alfred,  staro'd  with  Danish  bkxid, 
Rear'd  on  one  base  the  king's  the  people's  tnod  : 
Here  Henry's  archers  firam'd  the  stobbom  bow. 
That  laid  Alanzoo's  haughty  helmet  km; 
Here  wak'd  the  flame,  that  still  superior  braves 
The  proudest  threats  of  Gaul's  ambitioas  slaves  : 
Here  Chivalry,  item  school  of  valour  old  ', 
Her  noblest  feaU  of  knightly  fiune  enrolPd  ; 
Heroic  champioos  caught  the  clarion's  call. 
And  throng'd  the  feast  in  Edward's  bannerHI  hall  ; 
While  chiefe,  like  George,  apprGv*d  in  worth  alone, 
Unlock'd  chaste  Beauty's  adamantine  zone. 
Lo  1  the  fom'd  isle,  whidi  hails  thy  chosen  sway. 
What  fertile  fields  her  temperate  sons  diqilay  ! 
Where  Pioperty  secures  the  oonsckms  swain. 
And  guards,  wlule  Plenty  gives,  the  golden  grain : 

3  Trinity  College,  Oxford:  in  which  also  lonl 
Somers,  and  James  Harrington,  author  of  the 
Oceana,  were  educated.     fV, 

>  Allodmg  to  the  institutkm  of  the  ovder  of  the 
garter  at  Windsor  by  Edward  IIL  in  1350. 
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HcQce  witli  ripe  stores  her  villages  abound. 
Her  airy  downs  with  scattered  sheep  resound; 
Frfsh  are  her  pastures  with  unceasing  rills. 
And  future  naries  crown  her  darksome  hills. 
To  bear  her  formidable  glory  far. 
Behold  her  opulence  of  boarded  war  ! 
See,  from  her  ports  a  thousand  banners  stream  ; 
On  every  coast  her  vengeful  lightnings  gleam  ! 
Meaoiime.  remote  from  Ruin's  armed  hand, 
Iq  peaceful  majesty  her  cities  stand ; 
Whose  splendid  domes,  and  busy  streets,  declare, 
Their  firmest  fort,  a  king's  parental  care.     , 

And  O  !  blest  queen,  if  e*er  the  magic  powers 
Of  «arbled  truth  have  won  thy  musing  hours ; 
Here  Poesy,  from  aweful  days  of  yore, 
lias  pour*d  her  genuine  gifts  of  raptur'd  lore. 
Mid  oaken  bowers,  with  holy  verdure  wreathed, 
lo  Druid-songs  her  solemn  spirit  breathM : 
While  cunning  bards  at  ancient  banquets  sung 
Of  pajmim  foes  defied,  and  trophies  hung.  ^ 

Here  Spenser  tun'd  his  mystic  minstrelsy, 
And  dress 'd  in  fairy  robes  a  queen  like  thee. 
Here,  boldly  marked  with  every  living  hue, 
Nature's  unbounded  portrait  ^lakespeare  drew : 
Bot  chief,  the  dreadful  groupe  of  human  woes 
The  daring  artist's  tragic  pencil  chose ; 
Expbr'd  the  pangs  that  rend  the  royal  breast, 
Tbi>se  wounds  that  lurk  beneath  the  tissued  vest ! 
Lo!  this  the  land,  whence  Milton's  Muse  of  fire 
High  soar'd  to  steal  from  Heav*n  a  seraph's  lyre  ; 
An)  told  the  golden  ties  of  wedded  love 
Jq  sacred  Edeq's  amaranthine  grove. 

Thine  too,  majestic  bride,  the  favour'd  clime^ 
VThtK  Sctence  sits  enshrin'd  in  roofs  sublime. 
O  mark,  how  green  her  wood  of  ancient  bays 
O'er  Uis'  marge  in  many  a  cbaplet  strays  1 
Thither,  if  haply  some  distinguished  flower 
Of  these  mix'd  blooms  from  that  ambrosial  bower. 
Might  catch  thy  glance,  and  rich  in  Nature's  hue, 
lijitwinc  thy  diadem  with  honour  due  ; 
If  seemly  gifb  the  train  of  Phebus  pay, 
To  deck  imperial  Hymen's  festive  day ; 
Thither  thjrself  shall  haste,  and  mildly  deign 
To  tread  with  nymph-like  step  the  conscious  plain ; 
PfeasVl  m  the  Muse's  nook,  with  decent  pride, 
To  throw  the  scepter'd  pall  of  state  aside : 
Nor  from  the  shade  shall  George  be  long  away. 
That  cbims  Charlotta's  love,  and  courts  her  stay. 

These  are  Britannia's  praises.    Deign  to  trace 
With  rapt  reflection  Freedom's  fiivourite  race  ! 
Bat  though  the  generous  isle,  in  arts  and  arms, 
Thus  stand  supreme,  in  Nature's  choicest  channs ; 
Though  George  and  Conquest  guard  ber  sea-girt 

throne, 
Oae  happier  blessing  still  she  calls  her  own  ; 
iod,  proud  to  cull  the  fairest  wreath  of  Fame, 
OowDi  ber  chief  honours  with  a  Charlotte's  name. 


ON   TUB   BiaTH   OF 

THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES. 

(witrrm  aftee  tbb  instaixation  at  Windsor^  in 

TBS   SAME   TBAR,    1762.) 

Impuial  dome  of  Edward,  ^  wise  and  brave  ! 
Where  warlike  Honour's  brightest  banners  wave  ; 

^  Windsor  Castle,  buih  by  Edward  III. 


At  whose  proud  tilts,  unmatch'd  for  hardy  deeds. 

Heroic  kings  have  frown'd  on  barbed  steeds. 

Though  now  no  rooi'e  thy  crested  chiefe  advance 

In  arm'd  array,  nor  grasp  the  glittering  lance  ; 

Though  knighthood  boasts  the  martial  pomp  oomore, 

That  grac'd  its  gorgeous  festivals  of  yore  ! 

Say,  conscious  dome,  if  e'er  thy  marshall'd  knighti 

So  nobly  deck'd  their  old  majestic  rites, 

As  when,  high  thron'd  amid  thy  trophied  shrine, 

George  shone  the  leader  of  the  garter'd  line  ? 

Yet  future  triumphs,  Windsor,  still  remain  : 
Still  may  thy  bowers  receive  as  brave  a  train : 
For  lo  !  to  Britain  and  her  favour'd  pair. 
Heaven's  high  command  has  sent  a  sacred  heir  ! 
Him  the  bold  pattern  of  his  patriot  sire 
Shall  fill  with  early  fame's  immortal  fire  : 
In  life's  fresh  spring,  ere  buds  the  promis'd  prime. 
His  thoughts  shall  mount  to  virtue's  meed  sublime: 
The  patriot  sire  shall  catch,  with  sure  presage. 
Each  liberal  omen  of  his  opening  age ; 
Then  to  thy  courts  shall  lead,  with  conscious  joy. 
In  stripling  beauty's  bloom,  the  princely  boy ; 
There  firmly  wreathe  the  braid  of  heavenly  die, 
True  valour's  badge,  around  his  tender  thigh. 

Meantime,  thy  royal  piles  that  rise  elate 
With  many  an  antique  tower,  in  massy  state. 
In  the  young  champion's  musing  mind  shall  raise 
Vast  images  of  Albion's  elder  days. 
While,  as  around  his  eager  glance  explores 
Thy  chambers,  rough  with  war's  constructed  stores, 
Rude  helms,  and  bruised  shields,  barbaric  spoils 
Of  ancient  chivalry's  undaunted  toils ; 
Amid  the  dusky  trappings  hung  on  high 
Young  Edward^s  sable  mail  shall  strike  his  eye ; 
Shall  fire  the  youth,  to  crown  his  riper  years 
With  rival  Cressjrs,  and  a  new  Poitiers ; 
On  the  same  wall,  the  same  triumphal  base. 
His  owB  victorious  monuments  to  place. 

Nor  can  a  fairer  kindred  title  move 
His  emulative  age  to  glory's  love 
Than  Edward,  laureate  prince.     In  letter'd  truth, 
Oxford,  sage  mother,  school'd  his  studious  youth : 
Her  simple  institutes,  and  rigid  lore. 
The  royal  nursling  unreluctant  bore ; 
Nor  shunn'd,  at  pensive  eve,  with  lonesome  pace 
The  cloister's  moonlight <chequer'd  floor  to  trace  ^ 
Nor  scom'd  to  mark  the  Sun,  at  mattins  due, 
Stream  through  the  storied  window's  holy  hue. 

And  O,  young  prince,  be  thine  his  moral  praise  ; 
Nor  seek  in  fields  of  blood  his  warrior  bays. 
War  has  its  charms  terrific.     Far  and  wide 
When  stands  th'  embattled  host  in  banner'd  pride ; 
O'er  the  vcxt  plain  when  the  shrill  clangors  run. 
And  the  long  phalanx  flashes  in  the  Sun  ; 
When  now  no  dangers  of  the  deathfui  day 
Mar  the  bright  scene,  nor  break  the  firm  array ; 
Full  oft,  too  rashly  glows  with  fond  delight 
The  youthful  breast,  and  asks  the  future  fight ; 
Nor  knows  that  Horrour's  form,  a  spectre  wan, 
Stalks,  yet  unseen,  along  the  gleamy  van. 

May  no  such  rage  be  thine :  no  dazzling  ray 
Of  specious  fame  thy  stedfast  feet  betray. 
Be  thine  domestic  glory's  radiant  calm, 
Be  thine  the  sceptre  wrcath'd  with  many  a  palm : 
Be  thine  the  throne  with  peaceful  emblems  hung, 
The  silver  lyre  to  milder  conquest  strung  ! 

Instead  of  glorious  feats  achiev'd  in  arms. 
Bid  rising  arts  display  their  mimic  charms  ! 
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Just  to  thy  country's  hmt,  in  tranquil  days. 
Record  the  past,  and  rouse  to  future  praise : 
Before  the  public  eye,  in  breathing  brass. 
Bid  thy  famM  father's  mighty  triumphs  pass : 
Swell  the  broad  arch  with  haughty  Cuba*8  fall, 
And  clothe  with  Minden*8  plain  th*  historic  hall. 
Then  mourn  not,  Edwanl's  dome,  thine  ancient 
boast. 
Thy  tournaments,  and  listed  combats  lost ! 
From  Arthur's  board,  no  more,  proud  castle,  mourn 
Adventurous  Valour's  Gothic  trophies  torn  ! 
Those  elfin  charms,  that  held  in  magic  night 
Its  elder  fame,  and  dimmM  its  genuine  light. 
At  length  dissolve  in  truth^s  meridian  ray, 
And  the  bright  order  bursts  to  ])erfect  day  : 
The  mystic  round  2,  begirt  with  bolder  peers. 
On  virtue's  base  its  rescued  glory  rears ; 
Sees  Civil  Prowess  mightier  acts  achieve, 
•Sees  meek  Humanity  distress  relieve  j 
Adopts  the  worth  that  bids  the  conflict  cease, 
And  claims  its  honours  from  the  cbiefe  of  peace. 


VERSES 

ON 


ftIR  JOSHUA   BI.YNOLDS*S  PAINTED  WINDOW. 
AT  NEW   COLLEGE,   OXFORa 

(wanTBK  IN  1782  ) 

Am,  stay  thy  treacherous  hand,  forbear  to  trace 
Those  fiiultless  forms  of  elegance  and  grace  ! 
Ah,  cease  to  spread  the  bright  transparent  mass. 
With  Titian's  pencil,  o'er  the  speaking  glass  ! 
Nor  steal,  by  strokes  of  art  with  truth  combin'd^ 
The  fond  illusions  of  my  wayward  mind  I  , 

For  long  enamourM  of  a  barbarous  age,      ^ 
A  faithless  truant  to  the  classic  page ; 
Long  have  I  lov'd  to  catch  the  simple  chime 
Of  minstrel-harps,  and  spell  the  fabling  rhime  ; 
To  view  the  festive  rites,  the  knightly  play, 
That  deck'd  heroic  Albion's  elder  day ; 
To  mark  the  mouldering  balls  of  barons  bold. 
Ami  the  rough  castle,  cast  in  giant  mould ; 
With  Cothic  manners  Gothic  arts  explore, 
And, muse  on  the  magnificence  of  yore. 

But  chief,  enraptur'd  have  I  lovM  to  roam, 
A  lingering  votary,  the  vaulted  dome. 
Whore  the  tall  shafts  that  mount  in  massy  pride, 
Their  mingling  branches  shoot  from  side  to  side ; 
Where  elfin  sculptor^  with  fantastic  clew, 
O'er  the  long  foof  their  wild  embroidery  drew ; 
Where  Superstition  with  capricious  hand 
In  many  a  maze  the  wreathed  window  planned, 
With  hues  romantic  ting'd  the  gorgeous  pane. 
To  fill  with  holy  light  the  wondrous  fane ; 
To  aid  the  builder's  model,  richly  rude, 
By  no  Vitnivian  symmetry  subdu'd ; 
To  suit  the  genius  of  the  mystic  pile : 
Whilst  as  around  the  for  retiring  ile. 
And  fretted  shrines,  with  hoary  trophies  bung. 
Her  dark  illumination  wide  sbc  flung, 

2  Arthur's  round  table,  called  sw  verses  before, 
"  Arthur's  board."  Tradition  considers  the  order 
of  the  Garter,  as  a  revival  of  Arthur's  fobled  institu- 
tion of  the  round  table. 


Witii  new  solemnity,  the  nooks  pnhonif 

The  caves  of  death,  and  the  dim  arches  firtmo'd. 

From  bliss  long  fislt  unwilh'ngly  we  part : 

Ah,  spare  the  weakness  of  a  lover's  heart ! 

Chase  not  the  phantoms  of  my  foiry  dream. 

Phantoms  that  shrink  at  reason's  painful  gleam  I 

That  softer  touch,  insidous  artist,  stay. 

Nor  to  new  joys  my  strugglmg  breast  betray  ! 

Such  was  a  pensive  bard's  mistaken  strain.— > 
But,  oh,  of  ravish'd  pleasures  why  complain  ? 
No  more  the  matchless  skill  I  call  unkind. 
That  strives  to  disenchant  my  cheated  mind. 
For  when  again  I  view  thy  chaste  design, 
The  just  proportion,  and  the  gennine  line ; 
Those  native  portraitures  of  Attic  art. 
That  from  the  lucid  sur^ce  seem  to  start  j 
Those  tints,  that  steal  no  glories  fitim  the  day. 
Nor  ask  the  Sun  to  lend  his  streaming  ray :  ^ 
The  doubtful  radiance  of  contending  dies, 
That  fkintly  mingle,  yet  distinctly  rise  ; 
Twixt  light  and  shade  the  transitory  strife; 
The  feature  blooming  with  immortal  life : 
The  stole  in  casual  foldings  taught  to  flow. 
Not  with  ambitious  ornaments  to  glow  ^ 
The  tread  majestic,  and  the  beaming  eye. 
That  lifted  speaks  its  commerce  with  the  sky  | 
Heaven's  golden  emanatipn,  gleaming  mild 
O'er  the  mean  cradle  of  the  Vir^n's  child  '  j 
Sudden,  the  sombrous  imagery  is  fled. 
Which  late  my  visionary  rapture  fed : 
Thy  powerful  hand  has  broke  the  Gothic  chain. 
And  brought  my  bosom  back  to  truth  again  ^ 
To  truth,  by  no  peculiar  taste  confin'd, 
Whose  universal  pattern  strikes  mankind ; 
To  truth,  whose  bold  and  unresisted  aim 
Checks  frail  caprice,  and  fa»hion's  fickle  claim  ; 
To  truth,  whose  charms  deception's  magic  quell. 
And  bind  coy  Fancy  in  a  stronger  spell. 

Ye  brawny  prophets,  that  in  robes  so  rich. 
At  distance  due,  possess  the  crisped  nicfa ; 
Ye  rows  of  patriarchs,  that  sublimely  rear'd 
DiflTuse  a  proud  primeval  length  of  beard  : 
Ye  saints,  who,  clad  in  crimson's  bright  array. 
More  pride  than  humble  poverty  display : 
Ye  virgins  meek,  that  wear  the  palmy  crown 
Of  patient  faith,  and  yet  so  fiercely  f^wn : 
Ye  angels,  that  from  clouds  of  gold  recline. 
But  boast  no  semblance  to  a  race  divine  : 
Ye  tragic  tales  of  legendary  lore. 
That  draw  devotion's  ready  tear  no  more ; 
Ye  martyrdoms  of  unenlighten'd  days. 
Ye  miracles,  that  now  no  wonder  raise : 
Shapes,  that  with  one  broad  glare  the  gazer  strike. 
Kings,  bishops,  nuns,  apostles,  all  alike  ! 
Ye  colours,  that  th'  unwary  sight  amaze. 
And  only  dazzle  in  the  noontide  blaze ! 

1  Sh*  Joshua  Reynolds,  in  bis  design  fbr  New  Col- 
lege window,  imitated  the  famous  **Notte"  of 
CouTegio,  in  the  ducal  palace  at  Modena,  wberein 
the  whole  light  of  the  picture  is  made  to  prooeed 
from  the  body  of  the  infimt  Christ,  "  which"  (aa 
Spenser  describes  a  golden  hnage  of  Cupid,  F.  Q.  III. 
xi.  47.)  **  with  his  own  light  shines."  There  are  in 
Oxford  two  copies  of  this  celebrated  picture  by 
Corregio ;  one  in  Queen's  College  chapel  by  Ant. 
Kaf.  Mengs  ;  and  the  other  by  Carlo  CigMOO  or 
Gen.  Guise's  collectKNi  at  ^  Ch. 
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No  Btore  «be  mend  window*!  round  d'nfreoe, 
But  yidd  to  Giccian  groupes  tbe  shiaing  sp^^. 
Lo,  from  tbt  canvas  Beaoty  shifts  her  throne. 
Id,  Picture's  powers  a  new  formation  own  \ 
BeboM,  she  ptints  upon  tbe  cryital  plain. 
With  her  own  energy,  th'  expressive  stain  I 
The  migbty  niaster  spreads  his  mimic  toil 
More  wide,  nor  only  blends  the  breathing  oil ) 
Bat  calls  the  lioeamenU  of  life  compleat 
From  j^enial  alchyroy's  creative  heat ; 
Obedient  furms  to  tbe  bright  fusion  gives, 
While  in  tbe  warm  enamel  Nature  lives. 

Reyookb,  *tts  thine,  from  the  brood  window's 
To  sdd  new  lustre  to  relipous  light :  [height, 

Not  of  its  pomp  to  strip  this  ancient  shrine, 
Bot  bid  that  pomp  with  purer  radiance  shine  : 
\rith  arts  unknown  before,  to  reconcile 
Tbe  vUling  Graces  to  the  Gothic  pile. 


MOKODV, 

jrsnTEK   HEAR  SnUTFORD  UPOJI   AVON. 
(publish tD   IK   THE   EDITION   OP    1177.) 

Arom  thy  rural  vievs,  thy  pastures  wild, 

Tbe  willows  that  o'erhang  thy  twlight  edge, 

Their  biKighs  entangling  with  th'  embattled  sedge  j 

Thy  brink  with  water}'  foliage  quaintly  fring*d, 

Thy  surface  with  reflected  verdure  ting'd; 

South  me  with  many  a  pensive  pleasure  mild. 

But  while  I  muse,  that  here  the  bard  divine, 

Wbcw?  sacred  dust  yoa  high-arch'd  iles  enclose. 

Where  the  tall  windows  rise  in  stately  rows 

Abore  th'  embowering  shade, 

U«M-c  first,  at  Fancy's  fairy -circled  shrine, 

Of  daisies  pied  his  infant  oflfering  made ; 

Here  playful  yet,  in  stripling  years  unri|>e, 

Fram''d  of  thy  reeds  a  shrill  and  artless  pipe  : 

Sodden  thy  beauties,  Avon,  all  are  fled. 

At  at  the  waving  of  some  magic  waml ; 

Ad  holy  trance  my  charmed  spirit  wings, 

And  awful  shapes  of  warriors  and  of  kings 

People  the  busy  mead, 

like  sp^ct^c^  swarming  to  the  wizard's  hall ; 

And  slowly  pace,  and  jKiint  with  tri'inbling  hand 

The  wuiinds  ill-cover'd  by  the  purple  pall. 

Before  me  Pity  seems  to  stand 

A  weepmg  mourner,  smote  with  anguish  sore, 

To  see  Misfortune  rend  in  frantic  mood 

His  robe,  with  regal  woes  embroider'd  o*er. 

Pale  Termur  leads  the  visionary  band. 

And  sternly  shakes  his  sceptre,  dropping  blood. 


PLEASURES  OF  MELANCHOLY. 

Prapcipe  lugnbres 
Cantos,  Melpomene ! — 

(witmii  iH  1745,  T»«  AOTHoa's  nth  year, 

PCatlSHBD  ANOWTMOUSLY   IM    1747.) 

If  orrait  ofimKings,  Gontomplation  sage, 
Wboie  grotto  stands  upon  the  topmost  rock 


OfTeneriff;  *mid  the  tenqjiestuous  night, 
On  which,  in  calmest  mediation  held. 
Thou  hear'st  with  howling  wmds  the  beating  rain 
And  driftmg  hail  descend  ;  or  if  the  skies 
Unclouded  shine,  and  thro*  the  blue  serene 
Pale  Cynthia  rolls  her  silver-axled  car, 
WhoM^  gazing  stedfast  on  the  spangled  vault 
Raptor'd  thou  sitt'st,  while  murmurs  indistinct 
Of  distant  billows  sooth  thy  pensive  ear 
With  hoarse  and  hollow  sounds;  secure,  self-blest. 
There  oft  thou  listcn^st  to  the  wild  uproar 
Of  fleets  encountering,  that  in  whispers  low 
Ascends  the  rocky  summit,  where  thou  dwell'st 
Remote  from  man,  conversing  with  the  spheres  I 
O  lead  me,  queen  sublime,  to  solemn  glooms 
Congenial  with  my  soul ;  to  cheerless  shades. 
To  ruin'd  seats,  to  twilight  cells  and  bow'rs. 
Where  thoughtful  Melancholy  loves  to  muse. 
Her  fav>rite  midnight  haunts.  The  laughing  scenes 
Of  purple  Spring,  where  all  the  wanton  tram 
Of  Smiles  and  Gr|u:es  seem  to  lead  the  dance 
In  sportive  roun^,  while  from  their  hand  they  show'r 
ATubrosial  blooms  and  flow'rs,  no  longer  charm ; 
Tempe,  no  more  I  court  thy  balmy  breeze. 
Adieu  green  vales !  ye  broider*d  meads,  adieu  ! 
Beneath  yon  ruin'd  abbey's  moss-grown  piles 
Oft  let  me  sit,  at  twilight  hour  of  eve. 
Where  thro'  some  western  window  the  pale  Moon 
Pours  her  kmg-levell'd  rule  of  streaming  light ; 
While  sullen  sacred  silence  reigns  around. 
Save  the  lone  screechrOwVs  note,  who  builds  his  bow'd 
Amid  the  mould'ring  caverns  dark  and  damp. 
Or  the  calm  breeze,  that  rustles  in  the  leaves 
Of  flaunting  ivy,  that  with  mantle  green 
Invests  some  wasted  towV.    Or  let  me  tread 
Its  ncighb'ring  walk  of  pines,  where  mus'd  of  old/ 
The  cloyster'd  brothers :  thro'  the  gloomy  void 
ThU  far  extends  beneath  their  ample  arch 
As  (in  1  pace,  reUgious  horrour  wraps 
My  soul  in  dread  repose.     But  %hen  the  world 
Is  clad  in  Midnight's  raven  colour'd  robe, 
'Mid  hollow  charnel  let  me  wateh  the  flame 
Of  taper  dim,  shedding  a  livi<l  glare 
O'er  the  wan  heaps ;  while  airy  voices  talk 
Along  the  glimm'ring  walls  ;  or  ghostly  shape 
At  disUnce  seen,  invites  with  beck'ning  hand 
My  lonesome  steps,  thro'  the  far-winding  vaults. 
Nor  undclightful  is  the  solemn  noon 
Of  night,  when  haply  wakeful  from  my  couch 
I  start :  lo,  all  is  motionless  around  1 
Roars  not  the  rushing  wind ;  the  sons  of  men 
And  every  beast  in  mute  oblivion  lie ; 
All  nature's  hush'd  in  silence  and  in  sleep. 
O  then  how  fearful  is  it  to  reflect, 
That  thro'  the  still  globe's  awful  solitude. 
No  being  wakes  but  me  !  till  stealing  sleep 
My  drooping  temples  bathes  in  opiate  dews. 
Nor  then  let  dreams,  of  wanton  folly  bom. 
My  senses  lead  thro*  flow'ry  paths  of  joy  ; 
But  let  the  sacred  genius  of  the  night 
Such  mystic  visions  send,  as  Spenser  saw. 
When  thro*  bewild'ring  Fancy's  magic  maze. 
To  the  fell  house  of  Busyrane,  he  led 
Th'  unshaken  Britomart ;  or  Milton  knew, 
When  in  abstracted  thought  he  first  conceiv'd 
All  Heav'n  in  tumult,  and  tlie  seraphim 
Come  tow'ring,  arm'd  in  adamant  and  gold. 

Let  others  love  soft  Summer's  ev'ning  smilei 
As  listening  to  the  distant  water-fall. 
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They  mark  the  l^loshes  of  the  streaky  west ; 
I  choose  the  pale  December's  fbggy  glooms. 
Then,  when  the  sullen  'shades  of  evening  close» 
Where  thro'  the  room  a  blindly-glimm'ring  gleam 
The  dyrag  embers  scatter,  for  remote  [roof 

From  Mirth's  mad  shon^  that  thro'  th'  iUumin'd 
Resound  with  festive  echo,  let  me  sit, 
Blest  with  tKe  lowly  cricket's  drowsy  dirge. 
Then  let  my  thought  contemplative  explore 
This  fleeting  state  of  things,  the  vain  delights, 
The  fruitless  toils,  that  still  our  search  elude, 
As  thro'  the  wilderness  df  life  we  rove. 
This  sober  hour  of  silence  will  munask 
False  Folly's  smile,  tliat  like  the  dazzling  spells 
Of  wily  Cbmus  cheat  th'  unweeting  eye 
With  blear  illusion,  and  persuade  to  drink 
That  charmed  cup,  which  Keason's  mintage  fiiir 
Unmoulds,  and  stamps  the  monster  on  the  man. 
Eager  we  taste,  but  in  the  luscious  draught 
Forget  the  poisonous  dregs  that  lurk  beneath. 

Few  know  that  elegance  of  soul  4«fin'd, 
Whose  soft  sensation  feels  a  quicker  joy 
From  Melancholy's  scenes,  than  the  dull  pride 
Of  tasteless  splendour  and  magnificence 
Can  e'er  affi>rd.    Thus  Eloise,  whose  mind 
Had  languish'd  to  the  pangs  of  melting  love. 
More  genuine  transports  found,  as  on  some  tomb 
Reclin'd,  she  watch'd  the  tapers  of  the  dead  ; 
Or  thro'  the  pillar'd  iles,  amid  pale  shrines 
Of  imag'd  saints,  and  intermingled  gravFs, 
Mns'd  a  veil'd  votaress ;  than  Flavia  feels. 
As  thro*  the  mazes  of  the  festive  ball. 
Proud  of  her  conquering  charms,  and  beauty's  Maze, 
She  floats  amid  the  silken  sons  of  dress. 
And  shines  the  fairest  of  th'  assembled  fair. 

When  azure  noontide  cheers  the  dsedal  globe, 
And  the  blest  regent  of  the  golden  day 
Rejoices  in  his  bright  meridian  tower. 
How  oft  my  wishes  ask  the  night's  return. 
That  best  befriends  the  melancholy  mind  ! 
Hail,  sacred  Night !  thou  too  shalt  share  my  song! 
Sister  of  ebon-scepter'd  Hecat,  hail ! 
Whether  in  congregated  clouds  thou  wrap'st 
Thy  viewless  chariot,  or  with  silver  crown 
Thy  beaming  head  encirclest,  ever  hail ! 
What  tho*  beneath  thy  gloom  the  sorceress-tmin, 
Far  in  obscured  haunt  of  Lapland  moors. 
With  rhymes  uncouth  the  bkxxly  cauldron  bless  ; 
Tho*  Murder  wan  beneath  thy  shrouding  shade 
Summons  her  slow-ey'd  vot'ries  to  devise 
Of  secret  slaughter,  ^hile  by  one  blue  lamp 
In  hideous  conf rence  sits  the  lisfning  band, 
And  start  at  each  low  wind,  or  wakeftil  sound  : 
What  tho'  thy  stay  the  pilgrim  curseth  oft, 
As  all  benighted  in  Arabian  wastes 
He  heard  the  wilderness  around  him  howl 
With  roaming  monsters,  while  on  his  hoar  head 
The  black-descending  tempest  ceaseless  beats  ; 
Yet  more  delightful  to  my  pensive  mind 
Is  thy  return,  than  blooming  Mom's  approach, 
Ev'n  then,  in  youthful  pride  of  opening  May, 
When  from  the  portals  of  the  saflron  east 
She  sheds  fresh  roses,  and  ambrosial  dews. 
Yet  not  ungrateful  is  the  Mom's  approach. 
When  dropphig  wet  she  comes,  and  clad  in  clouds. 
While  thro'  the  damp  air  scowls  the  louring  South, 
BlaTckenrng  the  landscape's  face,  that  grove  and  hill 
In  formless  vapours  undistingoish'd  swiin  : 


Th'  afflicted  soDgBten  of  the  sadden'd  groves 
Hail  not  the  sullen  gloom :  the  waving  elms 
That,  hoar  thro'  time  and  raiig'd  in  thick  array, 
Enslose  with  stately  row  some  rural  hall. 
Are  mute^  nor  echo  with  the  clamours  hoarse 
Of  rooks  rgoicing  on  their  airy  boughs  ; 
While  to  the  shed  the  dripping  poultry  crowd, 
A  mournful  tram :  secure  the  village-hind 
Hangs  o'er  the  crackling  blaze,  nor  tempts  the  storm; 
Fix'd  in  th'  unfinish'd  furrow  rests  the  pUiugh : 
Rings  not  the  high  wood  with  enliven'd  shouts 
Of  early  hunter :  all  is  silence  drear ; 
And  deepest  sadness  wraps  the  feoe  of  things. 

Thro'  Pope's  soft  song  tho'  al  1  the  Graces  breathe. 
And  happiest  art  adorn  his  Attic  page  ; 
Tet  does  my  mind  with  sweeter  transport  glow. 
As  at  the  root  of  mony  trunk  reolin'd. 
In  magic  Spenser's  wiMly-warbled  song 
I  see  deserted  Una  wander  wide 
Thro'  wasteful  solitudes,  and  lurid  heaths. 
Weary,  forlorn ;  than  when  the  fated  feir 
Upon  the  bosom  bright  of  silver  Thames 
Lanches  in  all  the  lustre  of  brocade. 
Amid  the  splendours  of  the  laughing  Sun. 
The  gay  description  palls  upon  the  sense. 
And  coklly  strikes  the  mind  with  feeble  bliss. 

Ye  youths  of  Albion's  beauty -blooming  isle. 
Whose  brows  have  worn  the  wreath  of  luckless  love. 
Is  there  a  pleasure  like  the  pensive  mood, 
Whose  magic  wont  to  soothe  your  soften'd  souls  } 
O  tell  how  rapturous  the  joy,  to  melt 
To  Melody's  assuasive  voice  ;  to  bend 
Th*  uncertain  step  along  the  midnight  mead. 
And  pour  your  sorrows  to  the  pitying  Moou, 
By  many  a  slow  trill  from  the  bird  of  woe 
Oft  interrupted ;  in  embowering  woods 
By  darksome  brook  to  muse,  and  there  forget 
The  solemn  du loess  of  the  tedious  world. 
While  Fancy  grasps  the  visionary  fair  : 
And  now  no  more  th'  abstracted  ear  attends 
The  water's  murm'ring  lapse,  th'  entranced  eye 
Pierces  no  longer  thr9'  th'  extended  rows 
Of  thick-rang'd  trees ;  till  haply  from  the  depth 
The  woodman's  stroke,' or  distant  tinkling  team. 
Or  heifers  rustling  thro'  the  brake,  alarms 
Th'  illuded  sense,  and  mars  the  golden  dream. 
These  are  delights  that  absence  drear  has  made 
Familiar  to  my  soul,  e'er  since  the  form 
Of  young  Sapphira,  beauteous  as  the  Spring, 
When  from  her  vi'let-woven  couch  awak'd 
By  frolic  Zephyr's  hand,  her  tender  cheek 
Graceful  she  lifts,  and  blushing  from  her  bow'r 
Issues  to  clothe  in  gladsome-glist'ring  green 
The  genial  globe,  first  met  my  dazzled  sight: 
These  are  delights  unknown  to  minds  profane. 
And  which  alone  the  pensive  soul  can  taste. 

The  taper'd  choir,  at  the  late  hour  of  pray'r. 
Oft  let  me  tread,  while  to  th'  according  voice 
The  many-sounding  organ  peals  on  high. 
The  clear  slow-dittied  chant,  or  varied  hjmn, 
Till  all  my  soul  is  bath'<  in  ecstasies. 
And  lapp'd  in  paradise.    Or  let  me  sit 
Far  in  sequester'd  iles  of  the  deep  dome. 
There  lonesome  listen  to  the  sacre^  sounds. 
Which,  as  they  lengthen  through  the  Gothk:  Tsuttiy 
In  hollow  murmurs  reach  my  ravish'd  ear. 
Nor  when  the  lamps  expiring  yield  to  nigh^ 
And  solitude  retoms,  would  I  iantikis^ 
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The  soleinii  mmtakn,  bat  attentWe  mark 

The  due  clock  swiogiog  slow  with  swecpy  sway, 

Measuring  tinie'it  fli^rht  with  momentary  sound. 

Nor  l^t  me  fail  tu  cuItirBte  my  mind 
With  ^be  wjft  tbrillingt  of  the  tragic  Muse, 
Dirine  Melpomene,  sweet  Pity's  nurse. 
Queen  of  tt»e  stately  step,  and  flowiog  pall. 
Now  let  Monimia  mnum  with  streaming  eyes 
Her  joys  incestuous,  and  polluted  love : 
Nov  let  soft  Juliet  in  the  gaping  tomb 
Print  the  last  kiss  on  her  true  Romeo's  lips, 
Bb  lips  yet  reeking  from  the  deadly  draught: 
Or  Jafler  kneel  for  one  forgiving  look. 
Nor  seldom  let  the  Moor  on  D(»demone 
Pour  the  misguided  threats  of  jeak>us  rage. 
By  soft  degrees  the  manly  torrent  steals 
From  my  swoId  eyes  ;  and  at  a  brother's  woe 
My  big  heart  melts  in  sympathizing  tears. 

What  are  the  splendours  of  the  gaudy  court, 
Its  tmsei  trappings,  and  its  pageant  pomps } 
To  me  &r  happier  seems  the  banish'd  lord. 
Amid  Siberia's  unrejoicing  wilds 
Who  pines  all  lonesome,  in  the  chambers  boar 
Of  some  high  castle  shut,  whose  windows  dim 
In  distant  ken  discover  trackless  plains. 
Where  Winter  ever  whirls  his  icy  car  ; 
While  still  repeated  objects  of  bis  view. 
The  gloomy  battlements,  and  ivied  spires. 
That  crofvn  the  solitary  dome,  arise  ; 
labile  from  the  topmost  turret  the  slow  clock, 
Psr  heard  along  th'  inhospitable  wastes. 
With  sad-returning  chime  awakes  new  grief  ; 
Ev^  he  fiar  happier  seems  than  is  the  proud. 
The  potent  satrap,  whom  he  left  behind 
'Mid  Moscow's  golden  palaces,  to  drowa 
Id  ease  and  luxury  the  laughing  hours. 

niustnoQS  objects  strike  the  gazer's  mind 
With  feeble  bliss,  and  but  allure  the  sight. 
Nor  rouse  with  impulse  quick  th'  unfeeling  heart. 
Thos  seen  by  shepherd  from  Hymettus'  brow. 
What  dsdal  laudscapes  smile  !  here  palmy  gproves, 
Resounding  once  with  Plato's  voice,  arise. 
Amid  s^bose  umbrage  green  her  silver  head 
Th*  OD&ding  olive  lifts;  here  vine<clad  hills 
Lay  forth  their  purple  store,  and  sunny  vales 
In  prospect  vast  their  level  laps  pxpand. 
Amid  wbone  beauties  glistering  Athens  tow'rs. 
Tho'  thro'  the  blissful  scenes  Ilissus  roll 
His  sage-inspiring  flood,  whose  winding  marge 
The  thick -wov^  laurel  shades  ;  tho'  roseate  Mora 
Puur  all  her  splendours  on  th'  empurpled  scene ; 
Yet  feels  the  hoary  hermit  truer  joys. 
As  from  the  cliff,  that  o'er  bis  cavern  hangs. 
He  views  the  piles  of  fall'n  Persepolis 
In  deep  arrangement  hide  the  darksome  plain. 
UnboajDded  waste !  the  mould'ring  obelisk 
Hese,  tike  a  blasted  oak,  ascends  Uie  clouds ; 
Here  Parian  domes  their  vaulted  halls  disclose 
Horrid  witn  thorn,  where  lurks  th'  unpitying  thief. 
Whence  flits  the  twilight-loving  bat  at  eve. 
And  the  deaf  adder  wreathes  her  spotted  train. 
The  dwellings  once  of  elegance  and  art. 
Here  temples  rise,  amid  who^e  hallow'd  bounds 
Spires  the  black  pine,  while  thro*  the  naked  street, 
Ckioe  hapotof  tradefiil  merchants,  springs  the  grass : 
Here  culamns  heap'd  on  prostrate  columns,  torn 
Frum  their  6rm  base,  inaraase  the  mould'ring  mass. 
Far  as  the  sight  can  pierce,  appear  the  spoils 
Of  sonk  magni6cence  !  a  blended  Scen^ 
Of  moles,  fsnes,  arches,  domes,  and  palaces. 


Where,  with  his  brother  Morronr,  Ruin  sits. 
O  come  then.  Melancholy,  queen  of  thought  I 
O  come  with  saintly  look,  and  stedfast  step. 
From  forth  thy  csve  embowef^i  with  mournful  yew. 
Where  ever  to  the  curfeu's  solemn  sotmd 
List'ning  thou  sitt'st,  ahd  with  thy  cypress  bind 
Thy  votary's  hair,  and  spal  him  for  thy  son. 
But  never  let  Ruphrosyne  l>eguile 
With  toys  of  wanton  mirth  ray  fixed  mind. 
Nor  in  my  path  her  prira rose-garland  cast 
Tho'  *mid  her  train  the  dimpled  Hebe  bare 
Her  rosy  bosom  to  th'  eoamour'd  view ; 
Tho'  Venus,  mother  of  the  Smiles  and  Loves, 
And  Bacclius,  ivy-crown'd,  in  citron  bow'r     ' 
W^ith  her  on  necUr-sireamin^  fruitage  feast : 
What  tho'  'tis  hers  to  calm  the  lowering  skies. 
And  at  her  presence  mild  th'  embattled  cloudy 
Dispenw  in  air,  and  o'er  the  face  of  Heav'ji 
New  day  diffa-^ive  p!eam  at  her  approach  ? 
Yet  are  these  joys  that  Melancholy  gives, 
Than  all  her  witless  revels  happier  far ; 
Th&^e  deep-felt  joys,  by  Contemplation  taught.' 

Then  ever,  beauteous  Contemplation,  hail  J 
From  thee  began,  auspicious  maid,  my  song, ' 
With  thee  shall  end  ;  for  thou  art  fairer  far 
Than  are  the  nymphs  of  Cirrha's  mo^ssy  g^t  ' ; 
To  loftier  rapture  thou  canst  wake  the  thought. 
Than  all  the  fabling  p4^t*s  boasted  pow*rs. 
Hail,  queen  divine  !  whom,  as  tradition  tells. 
Once  in  his  evening  walk  a  Dniid  found. 
Far  in  a  hollow  glade  i)f  Mona's  woods ; 
And  piteous  bore  with  hospitable  hand 
To  the  close  shelter  of  his  Qaken  bow'r. 
There  soon  the  sage  admiring  mark'd  the  dawn 
Of  solemn  musing  in  your  pensive  thought  j 
For  when  a  smiling  babe,  you  lov'd  to  lie 
Oft  deeplv  list»ning  to  the  rapid  roar 
Of  wood-hung  Meinai  «,  stream  of  Druids  old. 


INSCRIPTIONS. 


INSCRIPTION  IN  A  HERMITAGE.    . 

AT  ANSLEY  HAr.L  IN  WARWICKSHTRI. 
(PUBUSHED  IN   1717.) 

Beneath  this  stony  roof  reclin'd 
I  sooth  to  peace  my  pensive  mind  ; 
And  while,  to  shade  my  lowly  cave, 
Embowering  elms  their  umbrage  wave ; 
And  while  the  maple  dish  is  mine. 
The  beechen  cup,  unstain'd  with  wine  $ 
I  scOni  the  gay  licentious  crowd. 
Nor  heed  the  toys  that  deck  the  proud. 

Within  my  limits  lone  and  still 
The  blackbird  pipes  in  artless  trill  ; 
Fast  by  my  couch,  congenial  guest. 
The  wren  has  wove  her  mossy  nest ; 
"From  btisy  scenes,  and  brighter  skies. 
To  lurk  with  innocence,  she  flies : 
Here  hopes  in  safe  repose  to  dwell. 
Nor  aught  suspects  the  sylvan  cell. 

1  The  Muses.  The  town  and  plain  of  Cirrha,  or 
Cyrrha,  are  iu  Phocis,  at  the'foot  of  Mount  Par- 
nassus. 

*  Menai,  or  Meneu,  the  s»rait  which  divides  tb« 
isle  of  Ang1ei»ey  from  Caernarvonshire. 
H 
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WART0N3  POEMS. 


At  mom  I  take  my  cnsiom'd  iband. 
To  mark  how  buds  yoo  shrubby  mound. 
And  every  opebing  primrote  count, 
That  trimly  paints  my  bloommg  mount : 
Or  o'er  the  sculptures,  quaint  and  rude. 
That  grace  my  gloomy  solitude, 
I  teach  in  winding  wreaths  to  strajr 
Fantastic  ivy's  gadding  spray. 
At  eve,  within  yon  studious  nook, 
1  ope  my  brass-embossed  book, 
Pourtray*d  with  many  a  holy  deed 
Of  martyrs,  crownM  with  heavenly  meed  : 
Then  as  my  taper  waxes  dim. 
Chant,  ere  I  sleep,  my  measur*d  hymn  ; 
And  at  the  close,  the  gleams  behold 
Of  parting  whigs  bedropt  with  gold. 
While  such  pure  joys  my  bliss  create,, 
Who  but  would  smile  at  guilty  state } 
Who  but  would  wish  his  holy  lot 
In  calm  Oblivion's  humble  grot  ? 
Who  but  would  cast  his  pomp  away. 
To  take  my  staff,  and  amice  gray  > ; 
And  to  the  world's  tumultuous  stage 
Prefer  the  blameless  hermitage  1 


INSCRIBED 


lEAUTlFUL  GROTTO  NEAR  THE  WATER  «. 
(?vBLisirBP  IN  1753.) 

Tat  Graces  sought  in  Yonder  str^uR 

T6  cool  the  fervid  day. 
When  Lovers  malicious  godhead  camey 

And  stole  their  robes  away. 
Proud  of  the  theft,  the  little  god 

Tbehr  robes  bade  Delia  wear ! 
While  they,  asham'd  to  stir  abroad. 

Remain  sll  naked  here. 


IN9CRIPT10S 

OfMM  A 

CALM  AND  CLEAR  SPRING  IN  BLENHEIM 

GARDENS  3. 

Hstx  quench  your  thirst,  and  mark  in  me 
An  emblem  of  tme  charity ; 
Whb,  while  my  bounty  I  bestow. 
Am  neither  heard  nor  seen  to  flow. 

1  Gray  clothing,  from  the  Latin  verb  amioio^^ 
to  clothe. 

s  This  inscriptkm  is  founded  on  the  following  in 
the  Antfaok>gta : 

,   De  balmo  in  Smynrn  : 

TifiMt,  ailyiiiwf  Bvftm  mtm^  tpatHHU,    l\\  six.  11. 

The  idea  it  not  nnoommon  with  the  Greek  epigram- 
matists ;  see  partk^ularly  Anthol.  IV.  xv.  6.  and 
six.  IS. 
3  This  iatc^itkm  has  been  tttifimted  to  Dr. 


EPITAPH 


ON  AfR.  HEAD. 

Ou  spare  his  youth,  O  stay  thy  threatening  hand^ 
Nor  break  too  soon  young  wedlock's  early  blhid  ! 
But  if  hb  gentle  and  ingenuous  mind. 
The  generous' temper,  an<l  the  taste  refin'd, 
A  souT  imoonscious  of  corruption's  stain. 
If  leamjng,  wit,  and  genius  plead  in  vain, 
O  let  the  mourning  bride,  to  stop  thy  spear. 
Oppose  the  meek  resistance  of  a  tear  !. 
And  when  to  sooth  thy  force  his  virtues  foil. 
Let  weeping  faith  and  widow^  love  prevail  ! 


TRANSLATIONS 

AND 

PARAPHRASES. 
JOB, 

CHAPTSa  XXXIZ. 

(poBftisirtD  IN  1750,  m  tvb  stuobict.) 

DscLAaa,  if  heav'nly  wisdom  bless  thy  tongue. 
When  teems  the  mountain-goat    with  promised 

young; 
The  stated  seasons  tell,  the  month  explain. 
When  fpels  the  bounding  hind  a  mother's  pain  ; 
While,  in  th'  oppressive  agonies  of  birth. 
Silent  they  bow  the  sorrowing  head  to  earth  ? 
Why  crop  their  lusty  seed  the  verdant  food  ? 
Why  leave  their  dams  to  search  the  gloomy  wood  ? 

Say  whence  the  wild-ass  wantons  o'er  the  plain. 
Sports  uncontroPd,  unconscious  of  the  rein  ? 
'TIS  his  o'er  scenes  of  solitude  to  roam. 
The  waste  his  house,  the  wilderness  his  home  : 
He  scorns  the  crowded  city's  pomp  and  noise. 
Nor  heeds  the  driver's  rod,  nor  hears  his  voice  ; 
At  will  on  ev'ry  various  verdure  fed. 
His  pasture  o'er  the  shaggy  clifiii  is  spread. 

Will'  the  fierce  unicorn  obey  thy  call, 
Enslav'd  to  man,  and  patient  of  the  &all  ? 
Say,  will  he  stubborn  stoop  thy  yoke  to  bear. 
And  thro'  the  forrow  drag  the  tardy  share } 
Say,  canst  thou  think,  O  wretch  of  vain  belief. 
His  lab*ring  limbs  will  draw  thy  weighty  sheaf; 
Or  canst  thou  tame  the  temper  of  his  blood 
With  faithful  feet  to  trace  the  destin'd  road  ; 
Who  paints  the  peacock's  train  with  radiant  eyef , 
And  sJl  the  bright  diversity  of  dies  ? 
Whose  hand  the  stately  ostrich  has  supply'd 
With  glorious  plumage,  and  her  snowy  pride  ? 
Thoughtless  she  leaves  amid  the  dusty  way 
Her  eggs,  to  ripen  in  the  genial  ray ;  [blood. 

Nor  heeds,  that  some  fell  beast,  who  thirsts  for 
Or  the  rude  foot,  may  crush  the  iliture  brood. 
In  her  no  love  the  tender  offspring  share. 
No  soft  remembrance,  no  maternal  care, 

Phanuef  Bacon,  follow  of  Magdalen  College,  author 
of  the  Kite  and  of  one  or  two  pieces  in  the  Oxford 
Sausage,  but  the  insertion  of  it  in  the  edition 
of  Walton's  Poems  m  1791,  amnged  by  himself 
and  partly  printed  before  his  death,  may  be  consi- 
derod  as  asoeitaining  him  for  the  author. 
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for  God  has  iteeVd  her  trarelenting  breast. 
Nor  feeling  sense,  nor  instinct  mild  impress'd. 
Bade  ber  the  rmpid-rashing  fcteed  despise. 
Outstrip  the  rider's  rage,  and  tow'r  amidst  the  skies. 
Didst  thoQ  the  hoTM  with  strength  and  beanty  deck  ? 
Hast  thou  in  thunder  ckjthM  his  nemms  neck  ? 
Will  he,  lik«  groveling  grasshoppers  afraid, 
SUrt  at  each  sound,  at  er'ry  breeze  dismay'd  ? 
A  ckMid  of  fire  bis  lifted  nostrils  raise. 
And  breathe  a  glorious  terrour  a«  tbey  blaze. 
He  paws  indignant,  and  the  valley  spurns. 
Rejoicing  in  his  mi^ht,  and  for  the  battle  bums. 
When  quivers  rattle,  and  the  frequent  spear 
Flies  flashing,  leaps  his  heart  with  languid  fear  ? 
5Wallowing  with  fierce  and  greedy  rage  the  grourol, 
"  Is  this,'*  be  cries"  the  trumpet's  warlike  sound?" 
Ea^er  he  scents  th«  battle  from  afar. 
And  all  the  roin^^ling  thunder  of  the  war. 
Fli«  the  fierce  hawk  by  thy  supreme  command. 
To  f^nck  soft  climates,  and  a  southern  land  ? 
Wlio  bade  th'  aspiring  eagle  mount  the  sky, 
And  build  her  firm  aerial  nest  on  high  ? 
On  the  bare  cliff,  or  mountain's  shai?^  steep, 
Her  fortress  of  defence  she  dares  to  keep  ; 
Thence  darts  her  radiant  eye's  pervading  ray. 
Inquisitive  to  ken  the  distant  prey ; 
Seeks  with  her  thirsty  brood  th'  ensanguin'd  plain, 
There  bathes  her  beak  in  blood,  companion  of  the 
slain. 


A  PASTORAL 

IN  THE  MANNER  OP  SPENSER. 

raoM  TBvocarrvs  >. 

IXyVLL.   XX. 

As  late  I  strove  l^ncilla's  lip  to  kiss. 

She  with  dtscurtesee  reprov'd  my  will ; 

Dost  thou,  she  said,  afSect  so  pleasant  bliss, 

A  nmple  shepherd,  and  a  losell  s  vile  ? 

Not  Paacy's  hand  should  join  my  courtly  lip 

To  thine,  as  I  myself  were  fast  asleep. 

As  thus  she  spake,  full  proud  and  boasting  lasse. 

And  as  a  peacocke,  pearke,  in  dalliance 

She  bimgly  tamed  her  ungentle  face, 

Aod  all  disdaining  ey'd  my  shape  askaunce  : 

Bot  I  did  blush,  with  grief  and  shame  y  blent  ^, 

Like  morning-rose  with  hoary  dewe  besprent 

Tdl  me,  my  fellows  all,  am  I  not  fair  ? 

Has  fell  enchantress  blasted  all  my  charms  ? 

Whilom  mine  head  was  sleek  with  tressed  lia3rre. 

My  langbtog  eyne  did  shoot  out  love's  alarms : 

E'en  KiUe  did  deemen  me  the  fairest  swain. 

When  erst  I  won  this  girdle  on  the  plain. 

My  lip  tri^  vermll  was  embellished. 

My  bagpipes  notes  kmd  and  delicious  were. 

The' mift- white  lily,  and  the  rose  so  red, 

JXd  on  my  face  depeinten  lively  cheere, 

'  Uns  is  not  a  translatkHi,  but  rather  a  para- 
pbraidc  nnitatioa  of  the  20thldyllium  of  Theocritus. 

The  sCaaza  is  the  same  with  that  in  Spenser's 
5bc|^ienrs  Oilendar,  Jannary  and  December. 

<  A  good'fbr-noUMng  feUow. 


My  voice  as  soote  as  monnting  larke  did  shrill. 
My  look  was  blithe  as  Marg'ret's  at  the  mill. 
Bot  she  forsooth,  more  fair  than  Madge  or  Kate, 
A  dainty  maid,  did  deign  not  shepherd's  love  : 
Nor  wist  what  Thenot  *  told  us  swains  of  late. 
That  Venus  sought  a  shepherd  in  a  grove  ; 
Nor  that  a  heav'niy  god,  who  Phoebus  hight  *, 
To  tend  bis  flock  with  shepherds  did  delight. 
Ah!  'tis  that  Venus,  with  accurst  despight. 
That  all  my  dolour  and  my  shame  has  made  ! 
Nor  does  remembrance  of  her  own  delight 
For  me  one  drop  of  pity  sweet  persuade  ! 
Aye  hence  the  glowini;  rapture  may  she  miss. 
Like  me  be  scom'd,  nor  ever  t;iste  a  kiss  ! 


FROM  HORACE, 
Book  iii.  Go.  13. 
Vb  wave9,  that  pushing  fall  with  purest  stream. 
Bland usian  fount !  to  whom  the  products  sweet 
Of  richest  vines  beinn  /,       i 
And  fairest  ilow'rs  of  J^pring ; 
To  thee  a  chosen  victim  will  I  kill, 
A  goat,  who,  wanton  in  lascivious  youth, 
Just  blooms  with  budding  horn, 
And  destines  future  war, 

Elate  in  vainest  thought :  but  ah  !  too  soon 
His  reeking  blood  with  crimson  shall  pollute 
Thy  icy-flowing  tloo«l, 

And  tinge  tliy  chrystal  clear. 
Thy  sweet  recess  the  Sun  in  mid-day  hour 
Can  ne'er  invade :  thy  streams  the  laboor'd  ox 
Refresh  with  cooling  draught, 
And  glad  the  wand'ring  herds. 

Thy  name  shall  shine  with  endless  honour  grac'd, 
While  on  my  shell  I  sing  the  hanging  oak. 
That  o'er  thy  cavern  deep 
Wi^ves  his  imbowering  head. 


HORACE, 
Book  iiL  On.  18. 


AFTVi  TRB   MANKBa  OF  MILTON. 

Faunus,  who  lov'st  to  chase  the  ligbt-fbot  nymphi^ 
Propitious  guard  my  fields  and  sunny  fiirm. 
And  nurse  with  kindly  care 
The  promise  of  my  flock. 

So  to  thy  pdw'r  a  kid  shall  yearly  bleed. 
And  the  full  bowl  to  genial  Venus  flow  ; 
And  on  thy  rustic  shrine 

Rich  odours  incense  breathe : 
So  thro'  the  vale  the  wanton  herds  shall  bound. 
When  thy  December  comes,  and  on  the  green 
The  steer  in  traces  loose 
With  the  free  village  sport : 

No  more  the  Inmb  shall  fly  th'  insidions  wolf. 
The  woods  shall  ^ihed  their  leaves,  and  the  glad  hind 
The  ground  where  once  he  dug. 
Shall  beat  in  sprightly  dance. 

*  The  name  of  an  old  shepherd  in  Spenser's  ^titp. 
Cal.  February. 

*  Who  was  called  Phoebuv^  | 
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WARTON'S  P<^MS. 


ODES. 


T«  fti*  rat  i^arrOf  »aj  fi  lULrairvnfH  isum 

Tfti  it  fAiXufA^kXti  laptu  rm,  Xlt&M  Tlatea, 

TiBOCAiT.  Epigr. 


ODE    L 

TO  SLEEP. 

(published  in  1777.) 

Ow  this  my  penstre  pillow,  geotle  Sleep ! 
Descend,  in  all  thy  downy  plumage  drest : 
Wipe  with  thy  wing  these  eye«  tliat  wake  to  weep, 
And  place  thy  crown  of  poppies  on  my  breast. 

0  steep  my  senses  in  eblivion's  balm» 

And  sooth  my  throbbing  pulse  with  lenient  band  ^ 
This  tempest  of  my  boiling  blood  becalm  I  ^- 
Despair  grows  mild  at  thy  supreme  ooaunand. 

Yet  ah !  in  vain,  familiar  with  the  gloom,    ' 
And  sadly  toiling  through  the  tedioos  night, 

1  seek  sweet  slumber,  while  that  virgin  bkiom. 
For  ever  hovering,  haunts  my  wretched  sight. 
Nor  would  the  dawning  day  my  sorrows  chanUr : 
Black  mkkiight  aud  the  blaze  of  noon  alike 

To  me  appear,  while  with  uplifted  arm 

Death  stands  prepar'd,  but  still  delays,  to  ftrike^ 


ODE    IL 
THE  HAMLET. 

warrTBM  in  which  wood  iorbst. 

•     (PUBLISHID  IN   1777.) 

Thb  hinds  how  Uest,  who  ne'er  begml'd 
To  quit  their  hamlelfs  tewtton  wild ; 
Nor  baunt  the  crowd,  noittempt  the  mam. 
For  splendid  care,  abd  guilty  gain  I 

When  morning^  bntfght-tiadisr'd  beam 
Strikes  their  lew  thatch  with  slanting  gleam« 
They  rove  abroad  in  ether  bine, 
To  dip  tbe  scylbe  In  fragrant  dtw ; 
The  sheaf  to  bind,  the  beech  to  fiiU, 
That  nodding  shades  a  craggy  dell. 

Midst  gloomy  glades,  in  wwvbles  dear. 
Wild  nature's  sweetest  notes  they  hear : 
On  green  untrodden  banks  they  view 
The  hyacinth's  neglected  hue  : 
In  their  lone  haunts,  and  woodhuid  roundlif 
They  spy  the  squirrel's  airy  bounds : 
And  startle  from  her  ashen  spray. 
Across  the  glen,  the  screaming  jay  : 
Each  native  charm  their  steps  explore 
Of  SoIitude^s  sequestered  store. 

For  tbera  the  Moon  with  cloodiees  ray> 
Homtti,  to  iUume  their  homevrard  way  : 
Their  weary  ^irtts  to  relieve. 
The  meadows  incense  breathe,  at  eve. 
No  riot  mars  the  simple  fiure, 
Tl^t  o'er  a  gUaunaring  hearth  they  ihm': 
But  when  the  curfeu's  measured  roar 
Daly,  the  darkenii^  vaUcys  ^^jew. 


Has  echoed  from  the  distant  town^ 
They  wish  no  beds  of  cygnet-down. 
No  tropbiod  canopies,  to  close 
Tbdr  drooping  eyes  in  quick  repcKe. 

Their  little  sons,  who  spread  the  bloon 
Of  health  around  the  clay-built  room. 
Or  tbrougli  tbe  primros*d  coppice  stray. 
Or  gambol  ia  the  new-mown  bay  ; 
Or  quaintly  braid  the  cowslip-twine. 
Or  drive  afield  the  tardy  kine  ; 
Or  hasten  from  the  sultjy  hill. 
To  loiter  at  the  shady  rill ; 
Or  climb  the  tall  pine's  gloomy  crest. 
To  rob  the  raven's  ancient  nest. 

Their  humble  porch  with  honied  ftow'ra 
The  curling  woodbine's  shade  imbow'rs : 
From  tbe  small  garden's  tbymy  mound 
Their  bees  in  busy  swarms  resound : 
Nor  fell  Disease,  before  his  time, 
Hastes  to  consume  life's  golden  prime: 
But  when  their  temples  long  have  wort 
The  silver  crown  of  tresMs  hoar ; 
As  studious  still  calm  peace  Uxkeep^ 
Beneath  a  flowery  turf  they  sleep. 


ODE    IIL 

WRITTEN  NT  VALE-ROVAL  ABBEY »  W 

CHESHIRE. 

(POBLISHBO  IN  1777.) 

As  ereriing  slowly  spreads  Ms  mantle  hoar. 

No  ruder  sounds  the  bounded  valley  fill. 

Than  the  faint  din,  from  yonder  sedgy  shore. 

Of  rushing  waters,  and  the  OHMrmuring  mi|l. 

How  sunk  the  scene,  where  doister'd  leisuieiqitt'^ 

Where  ii(ar-7oni  Edward fMJd  his  aarfiil  vow; 

And,  lavish  of  magnifioenee,-  diffiit'd 

His  crowded  spires  o'er  the  broad  monnt^n's  bcow  t 

The  golden  fens,  that  o'er  the  tvrratt  strown, 

Quick-jj^andng  to  the  9an,  w^ld  nosio  ittade, 

Are  reft,iand  every  battleoient  o'eiyrowa 

With  knotted  thorns,  and  tbe  taU  sapling's  ibadti. 

The  prickly  thistle  sheds  its  ptumy  crest. 
And  matted  nettles  shade  the  crumbling  mass. 
Where  shone  the  pavement's  surfk^e  smooth,  iA|»rQtt 
With  rich  reflection  of  the  storied  glass. 

1  A  monastery  for  Qstercian  monks,  founded  b)r 
king  Edward  I.  about  the  year  1300,  ia  cqpsaqua^y , 
of  a  vow,  which  he  made  when  in  danger  of  being 
shipwrecked,  during  his  relam  from  a  etmmdm^ 
It  was  first  founded  at  Demhall  in  the  same  oomii- 
ty,  in  the  year  1270, 54th  of  the  reign  of  Henry  UL, 
But  afterwaiNis  Edward  I.  in  the  S7th  year  of  bis 
own  reign,  translated  it  to  a  place  on  tbe  river 
Wever,  not  fer  distant,  to  which  he  on  this  ooca* 
sion  gave  the  name  of  The  Vale-royal,  and  granted 
to  the  abbot  and  convent  several  parishes,  lands. 
&C.  adjcMning.  After  the  dtssohition  it  cane  into 
the  femily  of  HoksraH,  firon  whom  it  was  pur- 
chased about  tbe  middle  ef  the  17th  oentnnr  by! 
the  lady  Mary  Chdmley ;  and  ia  hn  immy^  I 
believe  that  k  still  <      ' 
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flere  liardy  cldefbum  slept  in  prood  repose, 
SaUimely  shrmM  in  gorgeous  imagery ; 
And  through  the  lessening  iles,  in  radiant  rows. 
Their  consecrated  banners  bung  on  high. 
There  oxen  browze,  and  there  the  sable  yew 
Through  the  dun  void  displays  its  baleful  glooms  ; 
And  sbe<ls  in  lingering  drops  un^enial  dew 
O'er  the  fbrgottea  graves  and  scattec'd  tombs. 
By  the  slow  c)ock»  in  stately 'measurM  chime. 
That  from  the  massy  tower  tremendous  tolPd, 
No  more  the  plowman  counts  the  tedious  time. 
Nor  distant  shepherd  peiis  his  twilight  fold. 
Nigh  o*er  the  trackless  heath  at  midnight  seen, 
No  more  the  windows,  raogM  in  loop;  array, 
(Where  the  tall  shaft  and  fretted  nook  between 
Thick  ivy  twines)  the  taper'd  rites  betray. 
Er^n  now,  anid  the  wavering  ivy-wreaths,      0 
(While  kindred  thoughts  the  pensive  sounds  inspire) 
When  the  weak  breeze  in  many  a  whisper  breathes, 
I  seem  to  listen  to  the  chanting  quire. 

As  o'er  these  shitter'd  towers  intent  we  muse. 

Though  rear'd  by  Charity *s  caprici6us  zeal. 

Yet  can  oar  breasts  soft  Pity's  sigh  refuse^ 

Or  conscious  (Candour's  modest  plea  conceal  ? 

For  though  the  sorceress,  Superstition  blind. 

Amid  the  pomp  of  dreadful  sacrifice. 

O'er  the  dun  roofo,  to  cheat  the  tranced  mind. 

Oft  bade  her  visionary  gleams  arise : 

Though  the  rain  hours  unsocial  Sloth  beguird. 

While  the  still  cloister's  gate  Oblivion  locked  ; 

And  thro*  the  chambers  pale,  to  slumbers  mild 

Wan  Indoleoce  her  drowsy  cradle  rock'd : 

Yet  hence,  hithronM  In  venerable  state. 

Proud  Hospitality  di^ns'd  her  store : 

Ah,  see,  beneath  yon  tower's  unvftulted  gate, 

Foriom  she  sits  upon  the  brambled  floor  1 

Her  ponderous  vase,  witii  Gothic  pourtraiture 

£mboss*d,  no  more  with  balmy  moisture  flows  ; 

Mid  the  mo'd  shards  o'erwhelmM  \\\  dust  obscure, 

No  more,  as  erst,  the  golden  goblet  glows. 

Sore  beat  By  storms  m  Glory's  arduous  way. 
Here  might  Ambition  muse,  a  pilgrim  sage  ; 
Here  raptur'd  see  religion's  evening  ray 
Gild  the  calm  walks  of  his  reposing  age. 

Here  ancient  Art  her  daedal  fancies  play'd 
Id  the  quaint  mazes  of  the  crisped  roof ; 
In  mellow  glooms  the  speaking  pane  array'd, 
And  rang'd  the  cluster'd  column,  massy  proof. 
Here  Learning,  guarded  from  a  barbarous  age, 
Hover'd  awhiU,  nor  daHd  attempt  the  day ; 
But  patient  trac'd  upon  the  pictur'd  page 
The  holj  legend,  or  heroic  lay. 
Hitiier  the  solitary  minstrel  came 
An  boDOor'd  gnest,  while  the  grim  evening  sky 
Hung  lowering,  and  around  the  social  flame 
Tan'd  his  bold  harp  to  tales  of  chivalry. 

Thus  sings  the  Muse,  all  pensive  and  alone ; 
Nor  sooms  within  the  deep  fiine's  inmost  cell, 
To  pluck  the  gray  moss  from  the  mantled  stone, 
Some  holy  founder's  mouldering  name  t:>  spell. 
Thus  smgs  the  Muse  :— <yet  partial  as  she  sings. 
With  food  regret  surveys  these  ruin'd  piles : 
And  with  lair  images  of  ancient  things 
Tha  cafthe  banPfe  gbfoqnioas  osind  beguiles. 


But  much  we  pardon  to  th'  ingennous  Muse ; 
Her  fairy  shapes  are  trick'd  by  Fancy's  pen : 
Severer  Reason  forms  far  6ther  views. 
And  scans  the  scene  with  philosophic  ken. 
From  these  deserted  domes  new  glories  rise  \ 
More  useful  institutes,  adorning  man, 
Manners  enlarged,  and  new  civilities, 
On  fi-esh  foundations  build  the  social  plan. 
Science,  on  ampler  plume,  a  bolder  flight 
Kssays,  escap'd  from  Superstition's  shrine  j 
While  freed  Religion,  like  primeval  light 
Bursting  from  chaos,  spreads  her  warmth  divine. 


OBE  IV, 


SOLITUDE  AT  AN  INK. 

(WBlTTail   MAT    15,    1769.) 

Opt  upon  the  twilight  plain. 

Circled  with  thy  shadowy  traia, 

While  the  dove  at  distance  coo'd. 

Have  I  met  thee.  Solitude  ! 

Then  was  loneliness  to  me 

Best  and  true  society. 

But  ah  !  how  alterM  is  thy  mien 

In  this  sad  deserted  scene  ! 

Here  all  thy  classic  pleasures  cease. 

Musing  mild,  and  thoughtful  peace  ; 

Here  thou  com'st  in  sullen  mood, 

Not  with  thy  fantastic  brood 

Of  magic  shapes  and  visions  airy 

Beckon'd  from  the  land  of  Fairy  : 

'^^ld  the  melancholy  void 

Not  a  ))ensive  charm  enjoy'd  ! 

No  poetic  being  here 

Strikes  with  airy  sounds  mine  ear  ; 

No  converse  here  to  foncy  cold 

With  many  a  fleeting  form  I  hold. 

Here  all  inelegant  and  rude 

Thy  presence  is,  sweet  Solitude. 


ODE    V, 
SFNT  TO  MR.  UPTON 

OK   HIS   EDITION   OF  THE    FAESIB   QUEENS  '• 

(published  in  1777.) 

As  oft,  reclin'd  en  CherwelPs  shelving  shore, 
I  trac'd  romantic  Spenser's  moral  paga 
And  sooth 'd  my  sorrows  with  the  dulcet  lore 
Which  Fancy  fabled  in  her  elfin  age ; 
Much  would  I  grieve,  that  envious  Time  so  soon 
O'er  the  lov'd  strain  had  cast  his  dim  disguise ; 
As  lowering  clouds,  in  April's  brighter  noon, 
Mar  the  pure  splendours  of  the  purple  skies. 
Sage  Upton  came,  from  every  mystic  tale 
To  chase  the  gloom  that  hung  o'er  fairy  ground  : 
His  wisard  band  unlocks  each  guarded  vale, 
And  opes  each  flowery  forest's  magic  bouhd. 

>  In  the  library  of  Trinity  College,  Oxford,  there 
is  a  copy  of  Urry's  Chaucer,  on  Uie  first  leaf  of 
which  is.  the  following  memorandum.'  Notulas 
manuscriptas  adjecit  Joannes  Upton,  Pnebemlarius 
Ecclesiaj  Rofltnsis.  Cujus  a  Muj^ajo  rodtmptus  est 
iste  liber,  7'.  Wartoiu 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


102 


WARTON^  POEMS. 


Thus,  never  knight  with  mortal  arms  assay'd 
The  castle  of  proud  Busyrane  to  quell, 
Till  Bfitomart  her  beamy  shield  difplay'd. 
And  broke  with  golden  spear  the  mighty  spell : 

Tlie  dauntless  maid  with  hardy  step  explor*d 

Each  room,  anrayM  in  glisterinfl^  imagery ; 

Axid  thro*  th'  enchanted  chamber,  richly  stor*d. 

Saw  Cupid's  stately  maske  come  sweeping  by. — 

At  this,  where'er  in  distant  region  sheen, 

She  roves,  embowered  with  many  a  spangled  bougb. 

Mild  Una,  lifting  her  majestic  mien, 

Braids  with  a  brighter  wreath  her  rsudiant  brow. 

At  this,  in  hopeless  sorrow  drooping  long. 

Her  painted  wings  Imagination  plumes ; 

Pleas'd  tliat  her  laureate  votary's  rescued  song 

its  native  charm  and  genuine  grace  resumes. 


ODE    VI. 
THE  SUICIDE  >. 

BsMfiATH  the  beechj  whose  branches  bare, 

Smit  with  the  1ightning*s  livid  glans, 
Ccrhang  the  craggy  road. 

And  whistle  hollow  as  they  wave ; 

Within  a  solitary  g^r^ve, 
A  slayer  of  himself  holds  his  accurs'd  abode. 

Lower*d  the  grim  mom,  in  murky  dies. 

Damp  mists  involved  the  scowling  skies. 
And  dimm'd  the  struggling  day ; 

As  by  the  brook,  that  lingering  laves 

Yon  rush-grown  moor  with  sable  waves. 
Pull  of  the  daiit  resolve  he  took  his  sullen  way. 

I  marked  his  desultory  pace. 

His  gestures  strange,  and  varying  face. 
With  many  a  muttered  sound ; 

And  ah  1<  too  late  aghast  I  viewed 

The  reeking  blade,  the  hand  embni'd ; 
He  fell,  and  groaning  graq>'d  in  agony  the  ground. 

Full  many  a  melancholy  night 

He  watch*d  the  slow  return  of  light ; 
And  sought  the  powers  of  sleep. 

To  spread  a  momentary  calm 

O'er  his  sad  couch,  and  in  the  balm 
Of  bland  oblivion's  dews  his  bummg  eyes  to  steep. 

Full  oft,  unknowing  and  miknown. 

He  wore  his  endless  noons  alone. 
Amid  th'  autumnal  wood : 

Oft  was  be  wont,  in  hasty  fit. 

Abrupt  the  aociial  board  to  quit. 
And  gaze  witli  eager  glance  upon  the  tumbling  flood. 

Beckoning  the  wretch  to  torments  nek. 

Despair,  for  ever  m  his  view, 
A  spectre  pale,  appear'd  : 

While,  as  the  shades  of  eve  arose, 

And  brought  the  day's  unwekx>me  cl()ce, 
More  horrible  and  huge  her  giant-shape  she  rear'd. 

>  I  am  well  informed  that  an  opinion,  which  has 
prevailed,  of  this  ode  having  been  occasioned  by  the 
death  of  Chatterton,  is  not  founded  on  fact 
Chatterton  destroyed  himself  by  swallowing  arsenic 
in  water.  Not  indeed  that  this  circumstance  would 
be  decisive  against  his  being  the  subject  of  it :  but 
I  know  from  indisputable  authority  that  be  was  not 
Mant. 


"  Is  this,"  mistakeO'Scom  will  cry, 
"  Is  this  the  youth  whose  genius  high 

Could  build  the  genuine  rhyme  ? 
Whose  bosom  mild  the  favouring  Mum 
Had  stor'd  with  all  her  ample  views,    . 
Parent  of  fairest  deeds,  aud  purposes  sublime." 

Ah !  from  the  Muse  that  bosom  mild 
By  treacherous  uiagic  was  bcguiPd, 

To  strike  the  deathful  blow : 
She  fill'd  his  soft  ingenuous  mind 
With  many  a  feeling  too  refin'd, 
And  rous'd  to  livelier  pangs  his  wakeful  sense  of  woe. 

Though  doom'd  hard  penury  to  prove. 

And  the  sharp  stings  of  hopeless  love ; 
To  griefs  congenial  prone. 

More  wounds  than  nature  gave  he  knew. 

While  misery's  form  his  fimcy  drew 
In  dark  kleal  hues,  and  horrours  not  its  ofwn. 

Then  wish  not  o'er  his  earthy  tomb 

The  tialeful  nightshade's  luiid  bloom 
To  drop  Its  deadly  dew : 

Nor  oh  1  forbid  the  twisted  thorn. 

That  rudely  binds  his  turf  fbrlom, 
^nth  qpring's  green-swelling  buds  to  vegetate  anew. 

What  though  no  marble-piled  bust 

Adorn  his  desolated  dust. 
With  speakhig  sculpture  wrought  ? 

Pity  diaU  woo  the  weeping  Nine, 

To  build  a  viskmary  shrine,  [bfoaglit. 

Hung  wiih  nofoding  flowers,  from  foiry  regioiis 

^^liat  though  refbs'd  each  chanted  rite  } 

Here  viewlos  mourners  riiall  delight 
To  touch  the  shadowy  shell : 

And  Pistrarch's  harp,  that  wept  the  doom 

Of  Laura,  lost  in  early  bloom. 
In  many  a  pensivepause  shall  seem  to  ring  his  knell. 

To  sooth  a  lone,  unhallowed  shade. 

This  votive  dirge  sad  duty  paid. 
Within  an  ivied  nook : 

Sudden  the  half'-suuk  orb  of  day 

More  radiant  shot  its  parting  ray. 
And  thus  a  cherub-voice  ray  charm'd  aUentioD  took. 

'*  Forbear,  fond  bard,  thy  partial  praise  ; 

Nor  thus  for  guilt  in  specious  lays 
The  wreath  of  glory  twine : 

In  vain  with  hues  of  gorgeous  glow 

Gay  Fancy  gives  her  vest  to  flow,  [confine. 

Unless   Truth's   matron-hand    the   floating  folds 

"  Just  Heaven,  man's  fortitude  to  prove, 

Permits  through  life  at  large  to  rove 
The  tribes  of  hell-bom  woe : 

Yet  the  same  power  that  wisely  sends 

life's  fiercest  ills,  indulgent  lends 
Religion's  golden  shield  to  break  th'  embattled  Ibe. 

Her  aid  divine  had  luH'd  to  rest 

Yon  foul  self-murthcrer's  throbbing  breast. 
And  stay'd  the  rising  storm  : 

Had  bade  the  sun  of  hope  appear 

To  gild  his  darken'd  hemiq;>here. 
And  give  the  wonted  bloom  to  nature's  blasted  flbraL. 

"  Vain  man !  'tis  Heaven's  prerogative 

lb  take,  what  first  it  deign'd  to  give. 
Thy  tributary  breath : 

In  awful  emctation  plac'd. 

Await  thy  diwro,  nor  impious  haste         [death.** 
To  pluck  from  Cod's  right  hand  his  instniiBciitv  oC 
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ODE    VIL 
SENT  TO  A  FRIEKD  «, 

•V  ail  LVATIIVG  A  FATOURm  VILLAGE  IN  HAMPSHIRE. 
(WRtmil   IN   1750.      PUELItOEP  IK    1177.) 

Ah  OMMim,  thoa  lor'd  retreat !  No  moFe 
ShRll  claitic  steps  thy  scenes  explore ! 
When  mom's  pale  rajs  but  fointly  peep 
CHsr  yonder  oak-ciown*d  airy  steep, 
Who  now  shall  climb  its  brows  to  view 
Hie  length  of  landscape,  e^'er  new. 
Where  Summer  fliags,  in  careless  pri^e. 
Her  varied  vesture  &r  and  wide  I 
Who  mark,  beneath,  each  village-charm, 
Or  grange,  or  dm- encircled  farm : 
The  flinty  dove-cote's  crowded  roof, 
Watch'd  by  the  kite  that  sails  aloof: 
The  tofted  pines,  whose  umbrage  tall 
Dnrfceos  the  long-deserted  hall : 
The  veteran  beech,  that  on  the  plain 
GoUeeCs  at  eve  the  playful  train  : 
The  eot  that  smokes  with  early  fire, 
The  kw-roof 'd  file's  embosom'd  spire  ! 

Who  DOW  shall  indolently  stray 
thoqgh  the  deep  forest's  tangled  way ; 
Plett>d  at  his  customed  task  to  find 
The  well  known  hoary-tressed  hind, 
That  toils  with  feeble  hands  to  glean 
Of  wither'd  boagbs  bis  pittance  mean! 
Who  mid  thy  nooks  of  hazle  sit. 
Lost  hi  some  melanch^y  fit  ^ 
And  listening  to  the  raven's  croak. 
The  distant  flail,  the  fiilling  oak  ! 
Who,  through  the  sunshine  and  the  shower. 
Descry  the  rainbow.painted  tower  ? 
Who,  wandering  at  return  of  May, 
Qrtch  the  first  cuckow*s  vernal  lay  ? 
Who  musing  waste  the  summer  hour, 
Where  high  o'er-arching  trees  embower 
The  grassy  lane,  so  rarely  pac'd. 
With  azure  flow'rets  idly  grac'd ! 
UuDOtic'd  now,  at  twilight's  dawn 
Returning  reapers  cross  the  lawn  \ 
Nor  food  attentkm  loves  to  note 
The  wether's  bell  from  folds  remote : 
While,  own'd  by  no  poetic  eye, 
Thy  pensive  evenmgs  shade  the  sky  ! 

fW  lo !  the  Bard  who  rapture  found 
In  every  rural  sight  or  sound ; 
Whose  genius  warm,  and  judgment  chaste. 
No  chaim  of  genuine  nature  pass'd  \ 
Who  felt  the  Muse's  purest  fires. 
Est  from  thy  fevour'd  baunt  retires : 
Who  peopled  all  thy  vocal  bowers 
With  shadowy  shapes,  and  airy  powers. 

Behold,  a  dread  repose  resumes, 
As  ent,  thy  sad  sequester'd  glooms ! 
ftom  the  deep  dell,  where  shaggy  roots 
Fringe  the  rough  brink  with  wreathed  shoots, 

1  To  his  brother,  Dr.  Joseph  Warton,  who  at  the 
tioM  of  this  ode  being  written,  1750,  was  ^ust 
lesmDg  Ids  rsskleiioe  at  Wynslade,  near  Basing- 
Adbty  and  gomg  abroad  with  Charles  duke  of 
BoHoo.  Hie  fim  Monet  contains  an  allusion  to 
UKfameereat 


Th'  unwilling  genius  flies  forlorn, 

His  primrose  chaplet  rudely  torn. 

With  hollow  shriek  the  nymphs  fbi'sake 

The  pathless  copse  and  hedge-row  brake : 

Where  the  delv'd  inountain*s  headlong  side 

Its  chalky  entrails  opens  wide, 

On  the  green  summit,  ambush'd  high. 

No  loncrer  Echo  loves  to  lie. 

No  pearl-crown'd  maids  with  wily  look. 

Rise  begkoning  from  the  reedy  brook. 

Around  the  glow-worm's  glimmering  bank. 

No  Fairies  run  in  fiery  rank  ; 

Nor  brush,  half-seen,  in  airy  tread 

The  violet's  unprinted  head. 

But  Fancy,  from  the  thickets  brown, 

The  glades  that  wear  a  conscious  frown» 

The  forest-oaks,  that,  pale  and  lonoi 

Nod  to  the  blast  with  hoarser  tone, 

Rough  glens,  and  sullen  waterfalls. 

Her  bright  ideal  eflspring  calls. 

So  by  some  sage  enchanter's  spell^ 
(As  old  Arabian  fablers  tell) 
Amid  the  solitary  wild, 
Luxuriant  gardeus  gaily  smil'd: 
From  sapphire  rocks  the  fountains  stream'd. 
With  gulden  fruit  the  branches  beam'd  ; 
Fair  forms,  in  every  wondrous  wogd. 
Or  lightly  trip|>'d,  or  solemn  stood  \ 
And  oft,  retreating  from  the  view, 
Bctray'd,  at  distance,  beauties  new : 
While  gleaming  o'er  the  crisped  bowers 
Rich  spires  aiose,  and  sparkling  towers. 
If  bound  on  service  new  to  go. 
The  master  of  the  magic  show. 
His  transitory  charm  withdrew. 
Away  th'  illusive  landscape  flew : 
Dun  clouds  obscar'd  the  groves  of  gold, 
Blue  lightning  smote  the  blooming  moulds 
In  visionary  glory  rear'd. 
The  gorgeous  castle  disap^pear'd  ; 
And  a  bare  heath's  unfruitful  plain 
Usurp'd  the  wisard's  proud  domain. 


ODE    VllL 

MORNING. 

THE  AUTHOR   CONFINED   TO  <:0LLBGE. 


Scribimus  inclusi.- 


Pers.  Sat  1.  vcr.  13. 


(written  in  1745,  bis  17th  year,  published  in 
1750,  in  the  student.) 

Once  more  the  vernal  Sun's  ambrosial  beams 

The  fields  as  with  a  purple  robe  adorn  : 
CherweU,  thy  sedgy  banks  and  glist'ring  streams 

All  laugh  and  sing  at  mild  approach  of  morn ; 
Thro'  the  deep  groves  I  hear  the  chanting  birds. 
And  thro'  the  clover'd  vale  the   various-lowing 

herds. 
Up  mounts  the  mower  from  his  lowly  thatch. 

Well  pleas'd  the  progress  of  the  spring  to  mark, 
The  fragrant  breath  of  breezes  pure  to  catch. 

And  startle  from  her  couch  the  early  lark ; 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


104 


WARTON'S  POEMS. 


More  gooulne  pleasnre  soothes  his  tranquil  breast, 
Than  higti-tbronM  kings  can  boast,  in  eastern  glory 
drest. 

The  pensive  poet  thro*  the  green-wood  steals, 

Or  treads  the  viliow'd  marge  of  fnurmuriog  brook, 
Or  climbs  the  steep  ascent  of  airy  hills; 

There  sits  him  down  beneath  a  branching  oak, 
Whence  various  scenes,  and  prospects  wide  below. 
Still  teach  his  musing  mind  with  fancies  high  to  glow* 
But  f  nor  with  the  day  awake  to  bliss, 

(Inelegant  to  me  lair  Nature's  face, 
A  blank  the  beauty  of  the  morning  is. 

And  grief  and  darkness  all  for  light  and  grace;) 
Noi*  bright  the  son,  nor  green  the  meads  appear. 
Kor  colour  charms  mine  eye,  nor  melody  mine  ear. 
Me,  void  of  elegance  and  manners  mild, 

With  leaden  rod,  stem  Discipline  restrains  ; 
Stifi'  Pedantry,  of  learned  Pride  the  child, 

My  rovins  genius  binds  in  Gothic  chains ; 
Nor  can  the  cluister'd  Muse  expand  her  wing, 
Nor  bid  these  twilight  roofr  with  her  gay  carols  ring. 


ODE  IX  K 


COMPLAINT  OF  CHERWELL  K 

(wftrrrsN  in  1761.    publishbd,  as  rr  now  stahos, 
IK  1777.) 

All  pensive  from  her  osier-woven  bowV 
Cherwell  arose.     Around  her  darkening  edge 
Pale  eve  began  the  steaming  mist  to  pour, 
And  breezes  fonn'd  by  fits  the  rustling  sedge : 
She  rose,  and  thus  she  cried  in  deep  despair, 

And  tore  .the  rushy  wreath  that  boond  her  stream- 
ing hair. 
"  Ah !  why,"  she  cried,  "  should  Isis  share  alone 
The  tributary  gifts  of  tuneful  fame ! 
Shall  every  song  her  happier  influence  own. 
And  stamp  with  partial  praise  her  favourite  name  ? 
Whije  I,  alike  to  those  proud  domes  allied, 

Nor  hear  the  Muse's  call,  nor  boast  a  classic  tide. 
"  No  chosen  son  of  all  ^on  fabling  band 
Bids  my  loose  locks  their  glossy  length  diffuse ; 
Nor  sees  my  coral -cincturM  stole  expand 
Its  folds,  besprent  with  Spring's  unnumber'd  hues : 
No  poet  builds  my  crotto's  dripping  cell,  [shelK 

Nor  studs  my  crystel  throne  with  many  a  speckled 
"  In  his'  vase  if  Fancy's  eye  discern 
Majestic  towers  embossed  in  sculpture  high  ; 
Lo  !  milder  glories  mark  my  modest  urn, 
The  simple  scenes  of  pastoral  imagery : 
What  though  she  pace  sublime,  a  stately  queen? 

Mine  is  the  gentle  grace,  the  meek  retiring  mien. 

1  This  ode  first  appeared  in  the  Oxford  collection 
of  verses  on  the  death  of  George  II.  in  the  name  of 
John  Chichester,  brother  to  the  earl  of  Donegall, 
Gent  Com.  of  Trih.  Coll.  It  ^as  afterwards  p\ib- 
lished  in  the  first  edition  of  Warton's  Poems,  with 
variations  in  general  not  important 

«  One  of  the  rivers  at  Oxford. 


**  Proud  nymph,  tince  late  the  Muse  tby  tri- 
umphs sung. 
No  more  with  mine  thy  scomldl  naiads  play, 
(While  Cynthia's  lampo'erthe broad  vale  is  hung,) 
Where  meet  our  streams,  indnlgmg  short  deUty  ; 
No  more,  thy  crown  to  braid,  thou  deign'it  to  take 

My  dress-bom  flowers,  that  float  m  many  a  shady 
lake. 
"  Vain  bards !  can  Isis  win  the  raptur'd  soul. 
Where  Art  each  wilder  watery  charm  invades  f 
Whose  waves,  hi  measnr'd  volumes  taught  to  roll, 

-  Or  stagnant  sleep,  or  rush  in  white  cascades : 
Whose  banks  with  echoing  industry  resound, 

Fenc'd  by  the  foam-beat  pier,  and  torrent-bravmg 
mound. 
"  Lo  I  here  no  commerce  spreads  the  fervent  toil. 
To  pour  pollution  o*er  my  virgin  tide  j 
The  freshness  of  my  pastures  to  defile. 
Or  bruise  the  matted  groves  that  fringe  my  side  : 
But  Solitude,  on  this  sequestered  bank. 

Mid  the  moist  lilies  sits,  attir'd  in  mantle  danik. 
'*  No  ruder  sounds  my  giwng  herds  aifrigiity 
Nor  mar  the  milk-maid's  sobtary  soog : 
The  jeakras  halcyon  wbeeU  her  hnmble  flight 
And  hides  her  emerald  wing  my  reeds  amoi^; 
All  unalarm'd,  save  when  tiie  genial  May    f  b«y. 

Bids  wake  my  peopled  shores,  and  rears  the  ripea'd 
"  Then  scorn  no  more  tho  nnfirequented  scene  '; 
So  to  neif  not^  shall  my  coy  Echo  string 
Her  lopely  harp.     Hither  the  brow  serene,^ 
And  the  sk>w  pace  of  Contemplation  bring : 
Nor  call  in  vain  inspiring  Ecstasy 

To  bid  her  visions  meet  the  finenzy-relling  eye. 
"  Whatever  the  theme ;  if  unrequited  love 
Seek,  all  unseen*  his  bashful  griefs  to  breathe  ^ 
Or  Fame  to  bolder  flints  the  bosom  move, 
Waving  aloft  the  glorious  epic  wreath  ; 
Here  1^1  the  Muses :  from  the  busy  throng 

Remote,  where  Fancy  dwells,  and  Nature  pronqg^i 
tbesong.*^ 


ODE    X 

THE  FIRST  OF  APRIL. 
(ruBLisHBD  iw  1777.) 

With  daUiance  rude  young  Zephyr  woot 
Coy  May:    Full  oft  with  kind  excuse 
The  boisterous  boy  the  fair  denies. 
Or  with  fi,  scornful  smile  complies. 

'  Instead  of  the  two  stanzas  which  noir  conehide 

this  ode,  there  were  originally  the  fblkiwing,  which 

allude  to  the  particular  occasion  of  it : 

Then  hither  hMte,  ye  youths,  whose  duty  bihigs 

To  George's  memory  the  votive  dirge ; 

Lo !  pensive  Peace  shall  tune  your  solemn  strings. 

To  saddest  airs  along  my  lonely  verge  $ 

Here  Grief  with  holy  musings  may  converse 

In  sounds,  that  best  shall  greet  the  glorious  hero's 

herse. 
» 

Or  if  auspicimis  themes  your  harps  would  owb. 

In  airy  visions  here  shall  meet  yonr  eye 

Fair  scenes  of  bliss :  a  blooming  monarch's  throiae 

Hung  with  the  wreaths  of  righteous  victory. 

The  decent  trophies  of  domestic  ease, 

A  people's  filial  love,  and  all  l^e  palmsiof  peace. 
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Miodfil  of  (tmster  past, 
And  shrinking  at  the  nortfaero  blast. 
The  sleety  stoitn  retunung  still. 
The  iDoraiDg  lioar,  and  evening  chill ; 
ReluctMOt  comes  the  timid  Spring. 
Scarce  a  bee,  with  airy  rtog. 
Murmurs  the  blossomed  boughs  around. 
That  clothe  the  garden's  southern  bound : 
Scarce  a  sickly  straggling  flower 
Decks  tlie  rough  castle's  rifted  tower : 
Scarce  the  hardy  primrose  peeps 
rrom  the  dark  dell's  entangled  steeps  ; 
0*er  the  fields  of  waving  broom 
Sknrly  shoots  the  ^.t^lden  bloom : 
And,  but  by  fits,  the  furze-dad  dale 
Tinctures  the  transitory  gale. 
While  from  the  shrubbery's  naked  maze^ 
Where  the  vegetable  blaze 
Of  FlorrnS  brightest  'broidery  shone. 
Every  cbcquer'd  charm  is  flown ; 
Sare  that  the  lilac  hangs  to  view 
Its  bursting  gems  in  clusters  blueJ 

Scant  akmg  the  ridgy  land 
The  beans  their  new-bom  ranks  expand : 
The  firesb-tum'd  soil  with  tender  blades 
Thinly  the  sprouting  barley  shades : 
Fnntnng  the  forest's  devious  edge,  / 

Half  rob*d  appears  the  hawthorn  hedge  ; 
Or  to  the  distant  eye  displays 
Weakly  green  its  budding  sprays. 

The  swallow,  for  a  moment  seen. 
Skims  in  baste  the  village  green : 
From  the  gray  moor,  on  feeble  wing. 
The  screaming  plovers  idly  spring: 
The  butterfly,  gay-painted  soon. 
Explores  awhile  the  tepid  noon ; 
And  fondly  tnists  its  tender  dies 
To  fickle  suns,  and  flattering  skies. 

Fraught  with  a  transient,  frozen  shower, 
If  a  dood  should  haply  lower. 
Sailing  o'er  the  landscape  dark. 
Mute  on  a  sudden  is  the  lark ; 
fiat  when  gleams  the  Sun  again 
O^er  the  pearl-besprinkled  plain. 
And  from  behind  his  wat<*ry  vail 
Loob  through  the  thin  descending  hail ; 
She  mounts,  and,  lessening  to  the  sight. 
Salute:  the  blithe  return  of  light. 
And  high  her  tuneful  track  pursues 
Mid  the  dim  rainbow's  scatter'd  hues. 

Where  in  venerable  rows 
Widely  waving  oaks  enclose 
The  moat  of  yonder  antique  hall, 
Svarm  the  rooks  with  clamorous  call ; 
And  to  the  toils  of  nature  true. 
Wreath  their  capacious  nests  anew. 

Musing  through  the  lawny  park. 
The  k»ely  poet  loves  to  mark 
Hov  various  greens  in  foint  degrees 
Tmjretbe  tall  groupes  of  various  trees ^ 
While,  careless  of  the  changing  year. 
The  pine  cerulean,  never  sere. 
Tower?  distinguiah'd  from  the  rest. 
And  proudly  vaunts  her  winter -vest 

Within  some  wbispering'oder  isle. 
Where  Glym's  low  hanks  neglected  smile  * ; 

*The  Glym  is  a  small    river  in  Oxfordshire, 
flowing  through  Warton's  parish  of  Kiddington,  or 


And  each  trim  meadow  still  retains 
The  wintry  torrent's  oozy  stams : 
Beneath  a  willow,  long  forsook. 
The  fisher  seeks  his  custom'd  nook ; 
And  bursting  through  the  crackling  sedge. 
That  crowns  th6  current's  cavem'd  edge. 
He  startles  from  the  bordering  wood 
The  bashfiil  wild  duck's  early  brood. 

O'er  the  broad  downs,  a  novel  race. 
Frisk  the  lambs  with  fauHering  pace, 
,And  with  eager  bleatings  fill 
The  foss  that  skirts  the  bcacon'd  hill. 

His  free-born  vigour  yet  unbroke 
To  lordly  man's  usurping  yoke, 
The  bounding  colt  forgets  to  play. 
Basking  beneath  the  noon-tide  ray. 
And  stretch'd  among  the  daisies  pied 
Of  a  green  dingle's  sloping  side : 
While  far  beneath,  where  Nature  spreadf 
Her  boundless  length  of  level  m^uls. 
In  loose  luxuriance  taught  to  stray 
A  thousand  tumbling  rills  inlay  , 

With  silver  veins  the  vale,  or  pass 
Redundant  through  the  sparkling  grass. 

Yet,  in  these  presages  rude, 
Midst  her  pensive  solitude. 
Fancy,  with  prophetic  glance, 
Sees  the  teeming  months  advance  ; 
The  field,  the  forest,  green  and  gay. 
The  dappled  slope,  the  tedded  hay  ; 
Sees  the  reddening  orchard  blow, 
The  harvest  wave,  the  vintage  flow  ; 
Sees  June  un'bid  his  glossy  robe 
Of  thousand  hues  o'er  all  the  globe; 
Sees  Ceres  grasp  her  crown  of  com. 
And  Plenty  load  her  ample  horn. 


ODE    XL 

ON   THE 

APPROACH  OF  SUMMER. 


Te,  dea,  te  fiigiunt  venti,  te  nubila  coeli, 
Adventumque  tuum  ;  tibi  suaveis  daedala  telluf 
Summittit  tlores  ;  tibi  rident  aequora  ponti ; 
riacatumque  nitet  diifuso  lumine  coelum. 

LOcasT. 


(fublished  IK  1T53.) 

Hence,  iron-scepter'd  Wipter,  haste 

To  bleak  Siberian  waste  ! 
Haste  to  thy  polar  solitude ; 

Mid  cataracts  of  ice,  [rude. 

Whose  torrents  dumb  are  stretch'd  In  fragments 

Cuddington,  and  dividing  it  into  upper  and  lower 
town.  It  is  described  by  himself  in  his  account  of 
Cuddington,  as  a  deep  but  narrow  stream,  winding 
through  willowed  mcaidows,  and  abounding  in  trouts, 
pikes,  and  wild-fowl.  It  gives  name  to  the  village 
of  Glymtop,  with  adjoins  to  KiddiDfton.     r 
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From  uMuny  an  airy  preeipioe» 
Where,  ever  beat  by  sleety  sbowhriy 
Thy  gloomy  Gothic  caitle  tofir'n. 
Amid  whose  honriiog  iles  and  halls. 
Where  no  gay  sun-ieam  paints  the  wall^ 
On  ebon  throne  thon  lov'st  to  shrood 
Thy  brows  in  many  a  murky  dond. 

E'en  now,  before  the  vernal  heat, 
Sollen  I  see  thy  train  retreat : 
X  Thy  ruthless  host  stem  Enrus  guides, 
That  on  a  ravenous  tiger  rides, 
Dim-figur*d  on  whose  robe  are  shown 
Shipwredu,  and  villages  o*erthrowi>: 
Grim  Auster,  drcpping  all  with  dew. 
In  mantle  clad  or  waichet  hue : 
And  Cold,  like  Zeinblan  savage  seen, ' 
Still  threatening  with  his  arrows  keen : 
And  next,  in  furry  coat  embost 
With  icicles,  his  brother  Frost 

Winter  larewell !  thy  forests  hoar. 
Thy  frozen  floods  delight  no  more ; 
Farewell  the  fields,  so  bare  and  wild  ! 
But  come  thou  rose-cheekM  cherub  mild. 
Sweetest  Summer  !  haste  thee  here, 
Once  more  to  crown  the  gladden'4  y^tf* 
Thee  April  blithe,  as  long  of  yore, 
Bermudas*  lawns  he  frolick'd  o'er. 
With  musky  nectar-trickling  wing, 
(In  the  new  wo^*s  first  dawning  spring.) 
To  gather  balm  of  choicest  dews. 
And  patterns  fidr  of  various  hues. 
With  which  to  paint,  in  changeful  die. 
The  youthful  Earth's  embroidery  ; 
To  cull  the  essence  of  rich  smells 
In  which  to  dip  his  new-bom  bells ; 
Thee,  as  he  skim'd  with  jmiions  fleet. 
He  found  an  infant,  smiling  sweet; 
Where  a  tall  citron's  shade  imbrown'd 
The  soft  lap  of  the  fragrant  ground. 
There  on  an  amaranthnie  bed, 
Thee  with  rare  nectarine  fruits  he  fU  ; 
Till  soon  beneath  his  forming  care. 
You  bloom'd  a  goddess  debonair 
And  then  he  gave  the  blessed  isle 
Aye  to  be  sway*d  beneath  thy  smile : 
There  plac'd  thy  green  and  gcassy  shrine, 
With  mjrrtle  bower'd  and  jefsamine : 
And  to  thy  care  the  task  assign*d 
With  quickening  hand,  and  nuftnre  kind. 
His  roseate  infont^rirths  to  rear, 
Till  Autumn's  mellowing  reign  appear. 

Haste  thee,  nymph !  and  hand  in  hand. 
With  thee  lead  a  buxom  band ; 
Bring  fontastic-iboted  Joy, 
With  Sjpcftt,  that  yeltow-tressed  boy : 
Leisure,  that  through  the  balmy  sky 
Chases  a  crimson  butterfly. 
Bring  Health,  that  loves  m  eariy  dawn 
To  meet  the  milk^maidon  the  lawn ; 
Bring  Pleasure,  rural  nymph,  and  Peace, 
Meek,  cottage-loving  shepherdess ! 
And  that  sweet  stripling.  Zephyr,  bring, 
Light,  and  forever  on  tha  #rog. 
Bring  the  dear  Muse,  that  loves  to  lean 
On  river-margins,  mossy  green. 
But  who  is  she,  that  bears  thy  train, 
Pacbg  light  tht  velvet  plain } 


The  pale  pink  binds  her  auburn  hair. 
Her  tresses  flow  with  pastoral  air ; 
Tis  Bfay,  the  Grace— confiest  she  stands 
By  branch  of  hawthorn  m  her  hands : 
Lo!  near  her  trip  the  lightsome  Dews, 
Their  wings  all  ting'd  in  iri«-hues ; 
Witl^  whom  the  pow*rs  of  Flora  pky. 
And  paint  with  pansies  all  the  way. 

Oft  when  thy  season,  sweetest  queen. 
Has  dress'd  the  groves  in  Uv>ry  green  ; 
When  in  each  foir  and  fertile  field 
Beauty  begins  her  bow*r  to  build ! 
While  Even'mg,  veiPd  in  shadows  brown. 
Puts  her  matron-mantle  on, 
And  mists  in  q>reading  streams  convey 
More  fifesh  the  fumes  of  new-shora  hay : 
Then,  goddesb,  guide  my  pilgrim  feet 
Contemplation  hoar  to  meet. 
As  slow  he  winds  in  musefol  mood. 
Near  the  rush'd  marge  of  Chenrell's  flood  ; 
Or  o'er  old  Avon's  magic  edge. 
Whence  Shakespeare  cull'd  the  spiky  sedge. 
All  playfiil  yet,  in  3rears  unripe. 
To  nrame  a  shrill  and  simple  pipe. 
There  thro*  the  dusk  but  dimly  seen. 
Sweet  ev'ning-objects  intervene : 
His  wattled  ootes  the  shepherd  plants. 
Beneath  her  elm  the  milk-maid  chantsi 
The  woodman,  speeding  home,  awhile 
Resti  him  at  a  riiady  stile: 
Nor  wants  there  fragrance  to  dispense 
Refreshment  o'er  my  soothed  sense  ; 
Nor  tangled  woodbine's  balmy  bloom. 
Nor  grass  besprent  to  breathe  perfume  : 
Nor  lurking  wild-thyme's  ^licy  sweet 
To  bathe  in  dew  my  roving  fe^ : 
Nor  wants  there  note  of  Phifomel, 
Nor  sound  of  distant-tinkling  bell : 
Nor  lowings  fiunt  of  herds  remote. 
Nor  mastiflPs  bark  from  bosom'd  cot  s 
Rustle  the  breezes  lightly  borne 
O'er  deep  embattled  ears  of  com  : 
Round  ancient  elm,  with  humming  noiie. 
Full  loud  the  chafifer-swarms  rejoice. 
Meantime,  a  thousand  dies  invest 
The  raby  chambers  of  the  West ! 
That  all  aslant  the  village  tow'r 
A  mild  reflected  radiance  pour. 
While,  with  the  level-streaming  rays 
Far  seen  its  arched  windows  blaze : 
And  the  tall  grove's  green  top  is  dight 
In  russet  tints,  and  gleams  of  light : 
So  that  th6  gay  scene  by  degrees 
Bathes  my  blithe  heart  in  ecstasies; 
And  Fancy  to  my  ravish'd  sight 
Pourtrajrs  her  kindred  visions  bright. 
At  length  the  parting  light  subdues 
My  soften'd  soul  to  calmer  views. 
And  fainter  shapes  of  pensive  joy. 
As  twilight  dawns,  my  mind  empAsiy, 
Till  from  the  path  I  fbndly  stray 
In  musings  lap'd,  nor  heed  the  way ; 
Wandering  through  the  landscape  still. 
Till  Melancholy  has  her  fill ; 
And  on  each  moss-wove  border  damp 
The  glow-worm  hangs  his  fiury  lamp. 

But  when  the  Sun,  at  noon-tkle  luxir. 
Sits  throng  in  his  highest  tow'r; 
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Me,  bcart-rejoicing  goddess,  lead 

To  tbe  tano*d  haycock  in  the  mead : 

Ti>  mix  in  rural  mood  among 

The  nymphs  and  swains,  a  busy  throng; 

f>r,  as  the  iepid  odours  breathe, 

Tbe  russet  pilet  to  lean  beneath  : 

IVre  as  my  listless  limbs  are  thrown 

On  couch  more  soft  than  palace  down  ; 

I  listeo  to  the  busy  sound 

Of  mirth  and  toil  that  hum^  around ; 

And  i^ec  the  team  shrill-tinkling  pass. 

Alternate  o'er  the  furrow'd  grass. 

But  ever,  after  summcr-sbowV, 
When  the  bright  Sun*s  returning  powV, 
W.th  laughing  beam  has  chas*d  the  storm, 
And  cheer'd  reriving  Nature's  form  ,• 
By  sweet-brier  hedges,  bath'd  in  dew, 
lit  me  my  wholesome  path  pursue ; 
There  issuing  forth  the  frequent  snail 
Wean  the  dank  way  with  slimy  trail. 
While,  as  1  walk,  from  pearled  bush 
Tbe  sunny-sparkling  drop  1  brush  ; 
And  all  tbe  landscape  fair  I  view 
dad  in  robe  of  fresher  hue  : 
And  so  loud  the  black-bird  sings, 
That  &r  and  near  the  valley  riogs. 
From  shelter  deep  of  shaggy  rock 
Tl»e  shepherd  drives  his  joyful  flock ; 
Aom  boweriug  beach  the  mower  blithe 
With  new>bom  vigour  grasps  the  scythe; 
While  o'er  the  smooth  unbounded  meads 
His  last  &int  gleam  the  rainbow  spreads. 
But  ever  against  restleis  heat. 
Bear  me  to  the  ruck-arcird  seat, 
0*er  nhose  dim  mouth  an  ivyM  oak 
Hangs  nodding  from  the  low-browM  rock  ; 
Haunted  by  that  chaste  nymph  alone. 
Whose  waters  cleave  the  smcotheil  stone  ; 
Which,  as  they  gush  upon  the  ground. 
Still  Kratter  misty  dews  around ; 
A  rustic,  wild,  grotesque  alcove, 
Its  side  with  mantling  woodbines  wove ; 
Cool  as  the  cave  where  Clio  dwells. 
Whence  Helicon's  fresh  fountain  wells ; 
Or  noun-tide  grot  where  Sylvan  sleeps 
lu  hoar  Lycaeum's  piny  steeps. 

Me,  goddess,  in  such  cavern  lay. 
While  all  without  is  scorchM  in  day ; 
Sore  sighs  the  weary  swain,  bcnentli 
His  withering  hawthorn  on  the  heath  ; 
The  drooping  hedger  wishes  eve. 
In  vain,  of  labour  short  reprieve  ! 
Meantime,  on  Afric's  glowing  sands, 
Smote  with  keen  beat,  tbe  travMler  stands : 
Low  sinks  hb  heart,  while  round  his  eye 
Measures  the  scenes  that  boundless  lie, 
NVer  yet  by  foot  of  mortal  worn, 
Where  Thirst,  wan  pilgrim,  walks  forlorn. 
How  does  be  wish  some  cooling  wave 
To  slake  his  lips,  or  limbs  to  lave  ! 
And  thwks,  in  every  whisper  low, 
He  hears  a  bursting  fountain  flow. 

Or  bear  me  to  yon  antique  wood, 
Dim  temple  of  sage  Solitude  ! 
There  within  a  nook  most  dark, 
Where  none  my  musing  mood  may  mark, 
Let  me  m  many  a  whu^per'd  rite 
Tbe  genius  old  of  Greece  hnrite. 


With  that  fair  wreath  my  brows  to  bind. 
Which  for  his  chosen  imps  he  twin'd. 
Well  nuitur'd  in  Pierian  lore. 
On  clear  llissus'  laureate  shore. 
Till  high  on  waving  nebt  reclin'd. 
The  raven  wakes  my  tranced  mind  I 

Or  to  the  forest-fringed  vale. 
Where  widow'd  turtles  love  to  wail. 
Where  cowslips,  clad  in  mantle  meek, 
"Nod  tlieir  tall  heads  to  breezes  weak: 
In  the  midst,  with  sedges  gray 
Crown'd,  a  scant  riv'let  winds  its  way. 
And  trembling  thro'  tlie  weedy  wreaths. 
Around  an  oo/.y  freshness  breathes. 
P*er  the  solitary  green, 
Nor  cot,  nor  loitering  l^ud  is  seen  : 
Nor  aught  alarms  the  mute  repose, 
S^ve  that  by  fits  an  heifer  lows : 
A  scene  might  tempt  some  peaceful  sage 
To  rear  him  a  lone  hermitage ; 
Fit  place  his  pensive  eld  might  chuse 
On  virtue's  holy  lore  to  muse. 

Yet  still  the  sultry  noon  t*  appease 
Some  more  romaiitip  scene  might  please  j 
Or  fairy  bank,  or  magic  lawn. 
By  Spenser's  lavish  pencil  drawn  : 
Or  bow'r  in  Vallombrosa*s  shade. 
By  legendary  pens  pourtray'd. 
Haste,  let  me  shroud  from  painful  light, 
On  that  hoar  hill's  aerial  height. 
In  solemn  state,  where  waving  wide. 
Thick  pines  with  darkening  umbrage  hide 
The  rugged  vaults,  and  riven  tow'rs 
Of  that  proud  castle's  painted  bow'rs. 
Whence  Hardyknute,a  baron  bold. 
In  Scotland's  martial  days  of  old. 
Descended  from  the  stately  feast. 
Begirt  with  may  a  warrior  guest. 
To  quell  the  pride  of  Norway's  king. 
With  quiv'ring  lance  and  twanging  string. 
As  thro'  the  caverns  dim  I  wind. 
Might  I  that  holy  legend  find. 
By  Fairies  spelt  in  mystic  rhymes. 
To  tench  inquiring  later  times. 
What  open  force,  or  secret  guile, 
Dash'd  into  dust  the  solemn  pile. 

But  when  niUd  Morn  in  safiron  stole 
First  issues  from  her  eastern  goal. 
Let  not  my  dnt^  feet  fail  to  climb 
Some  breezy  summit's  brow  sublime. 
Whence  Nature's  universal  face 
Illumin'd  smiles  with  new>bom  grace  ; 
The  misty  streams  that  wind  below 
With  silver-sparkling  lustre  glow ; 
The  groves  and  castled  clifls  appear 
Invested  all  in  radiance  clear  ; 
O  ?  every  village  charm  beneath  f 
The  smoke  that  mounts  in  azure  wreath  ! 
O  beauteous,  rural  interchange  ! 
The  simple  spire,  and  elmy  grange  I 
Content,  indulging  blissful  hours. 
Whistles  o'er  the  fragrant  flow'rs. 
And  cattle,  rous'd  to  pasture  new. 
Shake  jocund  frooi  their  sides  the  dew* 

Tis  thou,  alone,  O  Summer  mild. 
Canst  bid  me  carol  wood-notes  wild  : 
Whene'er  I  view  thy  genial  scenes  ; 
Thy  waving  woods,  cmbroider'd  greens  j 
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What  fires  within  my  bosom  wake» 
Vow  glows  my  mind  the  reed  to  takfe  ! 
What  charms  like  thine  the  Muse  can  call, 
With  whom  'tis  youth  and  laughter  all ; 
Witii  whom  each  field  's  a  paradise. 
And  all  the  glohe  a  bow'r  of  bliss ! 
With  thee,  conversing,  all  the  day, 
I  meditate  my  lightsome  lay. 
These  pedant  cloisters  let  me  leave. 
To  brcatlie  my  votive  song  at  eve, 
In  valleys,  where  mild  whispers  u^ 
Of  shade  and  stream,  to  court  the  Muse ; 
While  wand'ring  o'er  the  brook»s  dim  verge, 
-1  hear  the  stock  dove's  dying  dirge. 

But  when  life's  busier  scene  is  o'er^ 
And  age  shall  give  the  tresses  hoar, 
I'd  fly  soft  Luxury's  marble  dome, 
And  make  an  humble  thatch  my  home. 
Which  sloping  hills  aroand  enclose. 
Where  many  a  beech  and  brown  oak  grows  ; 
Beneath  whose  dark  and  branching  bow'^n, 
Its  tides  a  iar-fam'd  river  poors  ^ 
By  Nature's  beauties  taught  to  please, 
Sweet  Tusculane  '  of  rural  ease  J 
Still  grot  of  pace  1  m  lowly  shed 
Who  lores  to  rest  her  gentle  head. 
For  not  the  scenes  of  Attic  art 
Can  comfort  care,  or  sooth  the  heart : 
Kor  burning  cheek,  nor  wakeful  eye,^ 
For  gold  and  Tyrian  purple  fly« 

Thither,  kind  Heav'n,  in  pity  lent. 
Send  me  a  little,  and  content ; 
The  faithfol  friend,  and  cheerful  night, 
^The  social  scene  of  dear  delight : 
The  conscience  pure,  the  temper  gay. 
The  musing  eve,  and  idle  day. 
^Give  me  beneath  cool  shades  to  srt, 
^Kapt  with  the  charms  of  classk:  wit : 
To  catch  the  bold  heroic  flame,^ 
That  built  immortal  GrsBcia's  fame. 
Kor  let  me  fail,  meantime,  to  raise 
The  solemn  song  to  Britain's  praise : 
To  spurn  the  shepherd's  simple  reeds. 
And  paint  heroic  ancient  deeds : 
To  chant  famM  Arthur's  magic  tate. 
And  Edward,  stem  in  sable  mail ; 
Or  wand'ring'Brutus'  lawless  doom  s. 
Or  brave  Bcmduca,  scourge  of  Rome. 

^  Tuseulanum,  or  Ager  T^sculanvm,  the  country 
about  Tusculuro,  where  Cicero  had  a  villa,  to  which 
be  used  to  retire  from  the  labours  of  the  bar,  to 
relax  his  mind  in  the  company  of  a  few  select 
friends,  and  to  pursue  his  philosophical  researches. 

s  Brutus,  according  to  Geoffrey  of  Monmouth, 
was  son  of  Sylvius,  grandson  of  Ascanins,  and  great 
grandson  of  JEneas.  Having  accid)entally  killed  his 
fether  in.  the  chase,  he  was  banished  by  hb  kindred 
from  Italy  into  Greece;  where  he  delivered  his 
countrymen  the  Tnjans  from  the  bondage  of  Pan- 
drasus ;  and  having  made  a  treaty  with  him,  and 
married  his  daughter  Innogen,  left  Greece  with  the 
Trcgans  in  a  fleet  of  324  sail,  in  search  of  a  new 
country ;  and  after  wandering  about  some  time,  in 
the  course  of  which  he  met  with  Corineos  in  Tuscany, 
with  whom  he  joined  forces,  at  lenath  arrived  at 
Totness  in  Devonshire.  Cornwall  by  lot  fell  to 
Corineus3  and  Brutus  iilmself  reigoed  over  the 


O  ever  to  sweet  Poesy 
Let  me  live  true  votary  ! 
She  shall  lead  me  by  the  band. 
Queen  of  sweet  smjles,  and  solace  Uand ! 
She  from  her  precious  stores  shall  shed 
Ambrosial  flow'rets  o'er  my  head  : 
She,  from  my  tender  youthful  cheek. 
Can  wipe,  with  lenient  finger  mee^, 
The  secret  and  unpitied  tear. 
Which  still  I  drop  in  darkness  drear. 
She  shall  be  my  blooming  bride ; 
With  her,  as  years  successive  glide, 
('11  hold  divinest  dalliance. 
For  ever  held  in  holy  trance. 


ODE  XIL 

THE  CRUSADE. 

(published  IV  1777.) 

ADVBBTISCMBirr. 

King  Richard  the  first,  celebrated  for  his  achiere- 
ments  in  the  Crusades,  was  no  less  distinguished 
for  his  patronage  of  the  Provencial  mmstrels,  and 
his  own  compositions  in  their  species  of  poetry. 
Returning  from  one  of  his  expeditions  in  the  holy 
land,  in  disgoise,  he  was  hnprisoned  in  a  castle  of 
Leopold  duke  of  Austria.  Hb  favourite  minstrel, 
Blondel  de  Nesle,  having  traversed  all  Germany  in 
search  of  his  master,  at  length  came  to  a  castle, 
in  which  he  found  there  was  only  one  prisoner,  and 
whose  name  was  unknown.  Suspecting  that  he 
had  made  the  desired  discovery,  he  seated  himself 
under  a  window  of  the  prisoner's  apartment;  and 
began  a  song,  or  ode,  which  the  king  and  himself 
had  formerly  composed  together.  When  the 
prisoner,  who  was  king  Richard,  heard  the  song,  be 
knew  that  Blundel  must  be  the  singer :  and  when 
Blondel  paused  about  the  middle,  the  king  b^an 
the  remainder,  and  completed  it  The  foUowiog 
ode  is  supposed  to  be  this  joint  composition  of  the 
minstrel  and  king  Richard.     W, 


Bound  for  lioly  Palestine, 
Nimbly  we  brush'd  the  level  brioe. 
All  in  azure  steel  array'd ; 
O'er  the  wave  our  weapons  play'd. 
And  made  the  dancing  billows  glow  ; 
High  upon  the  trophied  prow, 
Many  a  warrior-minstrel  swung 
His  sounding  harp,  and  boldly  song : 

"  Syrian  virgins,  wail  and  weep, 
English  Richard  ploughs  the  deep ! 
Tremble,  watchmen,  as  ye  spy 
From  distant  towers,  with  amuoos  eye. 
The  radiant  range  of  shield  and  laooe 
Down  Damascus'  hills  advance : 

island,  the  name  of  which  he  changed  from  Albion 
to  Britain,  84  years,  when  he  died  and  was  buried 
in  a  city  built  by  hinuelf,  called  Troja  nova,  after- 
wards Trinovantom,  on  that  which  it  now  the  site 
of  London* 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


ODES. 


109 


From  SioD^  turrets  at  aiar 

Yc  km  th«  march  of  Europe^  warl 

Saladio,  thou  paynim  king, 

From  Albion*^  isle  revenge  we  bring ! 

Go  Acoii*8  s^piry  citadel^ 

Thouch  to  the  gale  thy  Imnncrs  swell, 

PKtiir'd  witU  the  silver  Moon ; 

England  shall  end  tby  glory  soon  1 

la  vaiQ«  to  break  our  firm  array, 

Thy  brazen  drums  hoarae  discord  bray : 

Those  sounds  our  rising  fury  fan : 

Euglish  Richard  in  tb^  van. 

On  tj  victory  we  go, 

A  munting  infidel  the  foe." 

filoodel  led  the  tuneful  band, 
And  swept  the  wire  with  glowing  band. 
Cyprus,  frum  her  rocky  mound, 
AnJ  Crete,  with  pmy  verdure  crown'd, 
Far  along  the  smiling  main 
Echoed  thf  prophetic  strain. 

Soon  we  kiss*d  the  sacred  eartli 
That  gave  a  murdered  Saviour  birth  ; 
Thea  with  ardour  fresh  endu'dy 
Thu5  the  solemn  song  renew'd. 

"  Lo,  the  toilsome  voyage  past. 
Heaven's  favoured  hills  appear  at  last ! 
Otject  of  our  holy  vow, 
We  tread  the  Tyriau  valleys  now. 
From  Carmel's  alpond  shaded  steep 
We  feel  the  cheenng  fragrance  creep: 
O'er  Eagaddi's  shrubs  of  balm 
Waves  the  date>empurpl*d  palm : 
See  Lebanon's  aspiring  bead 
Wide  his  immortal  umbrage  spread ! 
Hail  Calvary,  thou  mountain  boar. 
Wet  with  our  Redeemer's  gore  ! 
Ye  trampled  tombs,  ye  fiines  forlorn. 
Ye  stones,  by  tears  of  pilgrims  worn; 
Your  ravished  honours  to  restore. 
Fearless  we  climb  this  hostile  shore  ! 
And  thou,  the  sepulchre  of  God  1 
By  mocking  pagans  rudely  trod. 
Bereft  of  every  awful  rite, 
Aod  qnench'd  thy  lamps  that  beamed  10  bright ; 
for  tbee,  from  Britain's  distant  coast, 
Ld,  R)chard  leads  his  fiuthful  host ! 
Aloft  in  his  heroic  hand, 
Bbzinf ,  like  the  beacon's  brand. 
O'er  the  fiir-afirighted  fields, 
Besi^less  Kalibum  ^  he  wields. 
Prood  Saracen,  pollute  no  more 
Hie  shrines  by  martyrs  built  of  yore  ! 
FrcND  each  wild  mountain's  trackless  crown 
lo  vain  thy  gloomy  castles  frown  : 
Tby  battering  engines,  huge  and  high, 
lo  vain  our  steel-clad  steeds  defy ; 
And,  rolling  m  terrific  state, 
Oq  giant- wfaeeb  harsh  thunders  grate. 
When  eve  has  hush'd  the  buaczing  camp, 
Amid  the  moon-light  vapours  daimp. 
Thy  necromantic  forms,  in  tub. 
Haunt  us  on  tlie  tented  plain : 

>  Kalibum  is  the  iwofd  of  king  Arthur ;  which 
n  the  monkish  historians  say,  came  into  the  posses- 
son  of  Richard  I.  and  was  given  by  that  monarch, 
in  the  Crusades,  to  Tancred  king  of  Sicily,  as  a  royal 
present  of  inestimable  value,  about  the  year  1190. 
SeetbefoUowhigode.  IT. 


We  bid  the  spectre-shapes  ataont,  • 
Ashtaroth,  and  Termagaunt !  > 
With  many  a  demon,  pale  of  hue, 
Doom'd  to  drink  the  bitter  dew 
That  drops  fi[om  Maron's  sooty  tree. 
Mid  the  dread  grove  of  ebony. 
Nor  magic  charms,  dot  fiends  of  Hell, 
The  Christian's  holy  courage  queU. 

Salem,  in  ancient  majesty 
Arise,  and  lift  thee  to  the  sky ! 
Soon  on  thy  battlements  divine 
Shall  wave  the  badge  of  Constantlne. 
Ye  barons,  to  the  Sun  unfold 
Our  cross  with  crimson  wo^  and  gold  I'* 


ODE    XIIL 

THE  GRAVE  OF  KINO  ARTHUR. 

(roiLISHBD  IN   1777.) 


AOVERTISBMSIVT. 

King  Henry  the  second,  having  undertaken  aa 
expedition  into  Ireland  to  suppress  a  rebellion 
raised  by  Roderic  king  of  Connaught,  commonly 
called  O'Connor  Dunn,  or  the  brown  monarch  of 
Ireland,  was  entertained,  in  his  passage  through 
Wales,  with  the  songs  of  the  Welsh  bards.  The 
subject  of  their  poetry  was  king  Arthur,  whose 
hii^tdry  had  been  so  disguised  by  ^bulous  inven- 
tions, that  the  place  of  his  burial  was  in  general 
scarcely  known  or  remembered.  But  in  one  of 
these  Welsh  poems  sung  before  Heni;y',  it  wat  | 
recited,  that  king  Arthur,  after  the  battle  of  Camlaa 
in  Cornwall,  was  interred  at  Glastonbury  Abbey, 
before  the  high  altar,  yet  without  any  external 
mark  or  memorial.  Afterwards  Henry  visited  the 
abbey,  and  commanded  the  spot,  described  by  the 
bard,  to  be  opened  :  when  digging  near  twenty 
feet  deep,  they  found  the  body,  deposited  under- 
a  large  stone,  inscribed  with  Arthur's  name.  This 
is  the  ground-work  of  the  following  Ode  :  but,  for 
the  better  accommodation  of  the  story  to  our  pre- 
sent purpose,  it  is  told  with  some  slight  variations 
firom  the  Chronicle  of  Glastonbury.  The  castle  of 
Cilgarran,  where  this  discovery  is  supposed  to  have 
been  mrde,  now  a  romantie  ruin,  stands  on  a  rock 
descending  to  the  river  Teivi  in  Pembrokeshire  j 
and  was  built  by  Roger  Montgomery,  who  led  the 
van  of  the  Normans  at  Hastings.     W, 

Stately  the  fAst,  and  high  the  cheer  : 
Girt  with  many  an  armed  peer. 
And  canopied  with  golden  pall. 
Amid  Cilgarran's  castle  hall. 
Sublime  in  formidable  state. 
And  warlike  splendour,  Henry  sate ; 
Prepar'd  to  stain  the  briny  flood 
Of  Shannon's  lakes  with  rebel  blood. 

3  Ashtaroth  is  mentioned  by  Rfdton  as  a  general 
name  of  the  Syrian  deities  :  Par.  Lost.  i.  42'2.  And 
Termagaunt  is  the  rame  given  in  the  old  romance 
to  the  god  of  the  Saracens.  See  Percy's  Refiques, 
vqI.  i.  p.  74. 
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ninmmiog  the  tkulted  roof, 
A  thoanod  torcra JamM  aloof:  , 

fWmi  massy  cups,  with  golden  gleam 
Sparkled  the  red  metheglm's  stream : 
To  grace  the  gorgeous  festiral, 
Akmg  the  lofty-wmdow'd  hall^ 
The  storied  tapestry  was  hung : 
With  minstrelsy  the  taftert  rung 
Of  harps,  that  with  reflected  light 
From  the  proud  gallery  glitter*d  bright : 
While  gifted  bards,  a  rt^  throng, 
(From  distant  Mona,  nnrse  of  song, 
From  Teivi,  fringed  with  umbrage  brown, 
From  Eivy's  vale  ',  and  Cader's  crown  «, 
From  many  a  shaggy  precipice 
That  shades  leme's  hoarse  abyss. 
And  many  a  sunless  solitude 
Of  Radnor^  inmost  moontains  rude,) 
To  crown  the  banquet*s  solemn  close. 
Themes  of  British  glory  chose ; 
And  to  the  strings  of  various  chime 
Attempered  thus  the  &blbg  rhyme. 

"  O'er  Comwairs  clife  the  tempest  roar'd,'  / 
High  the  screaming  sea-mew  soared ; 
On  Tmtaggel's  ^  topmost  tower 
Darksome  fell  the  sleety  shower ; 
Round  the  rough  castle  shrilly  sung 
The  whirling  blast,  and  wildly  flung 
On  each  tall  rampart's  thundering  skle 
The  surges  of  the  tumbling  tide : 
When  Arthur  rang'd  his  red-cross  ranks 
On  conscious  Ckmlan's  *  crimson*d  banks : 
By  Mordred's  fitithless  guile  decreed 
Beneath  a  Saxon  spear  to  bleed  ! 
Yet  in  vain  a  paynim  foe 
Arm*d  with  fate  the  mighty  blow  ; 
For  when  he  fell  an  elfin  queen  ^ 
All  in  secret,  and  unseen, 
0*er  the  fainting  hero  threw 
Her  mantle  of  ambrosial  blue ; 
And  bade  lier  spirits  bear  him  far. 
In  Merlin's  agate-axled  car. 
To  her  green  isle's  enameli'd  ^cep, 
Far  in  the  navel  of  the  deep. 

>  The  EIvy  is  a  small  rirer,  which  rising  in 
Denbighshire,  and,  flowing  tiirongh  a  beautiful  and 
rich  valley,  foils  into  thcClwyd  in  Flintshire,  not  Ihr 
from  St.  Asaph,  to  which,  in  tl^c  language  of  tht; 
country,  it  gives  the  name  of  Lhau-Elwy,  or  the 
church  on  the  Elwy. 

2  Kader  is  tlie  name  of  several  mountains  in 
Wales,  so  called  either  from  their  resemblance  to  a 
chair  (k^dair)  ;  or  because  they  have  been  forti- 
fied places,  or  were  considered  as  naturally  impreg- 
nable, the  British  word  kader ,  signifying  a  fort  or 
bulwark. 

3  Tintaggel  or  Tmtadgel  castle,  wliere  king  Ar- 
thur is  said  to  have  been  bom,  and  to  have  chiefly 
resided.  Some  of  its  huge  fragments  still  remain, 
on  a  rocky  |>ctiiiisula  cape,  of  a  prodigious  decli- 
vity towards  the  sea,  and  almost  inaccessible  from 
the 'land  side,  on  the  northern  coasts  of  Corn- 

vaii.    rr. 

*  On  the  nor^  coast  of  Corrwall,  not  far  from 
Tlntaggcl :  called  by  Camden  the  river  Alan, 
Cambalan,  and  Camel. 

^  The  name  by  which  she  is  known  in  the  old 
romances  is  Morgaio  le  &y,  or  the  faery. 


O'er  his  wounds  she  sprinkled  dew 
From  flowen  that  in  Arabia  grew  ; 
On  a  rich  enchanted  bed 
She  pillowM  his  majestic  head  ; 
O'er  bis  brow,  with  whispers  bland. 
Thrice  she  wav'd  an  opiate  wand ; 
~  And  to  sofl  music's  airy  sound. 
Her  magic  curtains  clos'd  around. 
There,  renewed  the  vital  spring, 
Again  he  r^gns  a  mighty  king ; 
And  many  a  fair  and  fragrant  clime, 
Blooming  in  immortal  prime. 
By  gales  of  Eden  ever  fanned,  ' 
Owns  the  monarch's  high  command : 
Thence  to  Britain  shall  return, 
•  ( If  right  prophetic  rolls  I  learn) 
Borne  on  Victory's  spreading  plume. 
His  ancient  sceptre  to  resume ; 
Once  more,  in  old  heroic  pride. 
His  barbed  courser  to  bestride ; 
His  knightly  table  to  restore, 
And  brave  the  tournaments  of  yore." 

They  ce^'d :  when  on  the  tuneful  stage 
Advanc'd  a  bard,  of  aspect  sage ; 
His  silver  trq^ses,  thin  besprent. 
To  age  a  graceful  reverence  lent  j 
His  beard,  all  white  as  spangles  frore 
That  clothe  Plinlmimon*s  forests  hoar, 
Down  to  his  harp  descending  flo#*d  ; 
With  Tmie's  faint  rose  his  futures  g!ow»d ; 
His  eyes  difius'd  a  sofien'd  fire. 
And  thus  he  wak'd  the  warbling  wire. 

"  Listen,  Henry,  to  my  read  ! 
Not  from  faicy  realms  I  lead 
Bright-rob'd  Tradition,  to  relate 
In  forged  colours  Arthur's  fate ; 
Though  much  of  old  romantic  lore 
On  the  high  theme  I  keep  ra  store : 
But  boastful  Fiction  should  be  dumb, 
Where  Truth  the  strain  might  best  become. 
If  tliine  ear  may  still  be  won 
With  songs  of  Other's  glorious  son, 
Henry,  1  a  tale  unfold, 
Never  yet  in  rhyme  enrolPd, 
Nor  sung  nor  harp'd  in  hall  or  bower ; 
Which  in  my  youth's  full  early  flower, 
A  minstrel,  sprung  of  Cornish  line. 
Who  spoke  of  kings  from  old  Locrinc, 
Taught  me  to  chant,  one  vernal  dawn. 
Deep  in  a  cliff'-encircled  lawn. 
What  tinne  the  glistening  vapours  fled 
From  cloud- envelopM  Clyder's^  head ; 
And  on  its  sides  the  torrents  gray 
Shone  to  the  morning's  orient  ray. 

•*  When  Arthur  bow'd  his  haughty  crest. 
No  princess,  veil VI  in  azure  vest, 
Snatch'd  him,  by  Merlin's  pitent  spell, 
In  groves  of  golden  bliss  to  dwell ; 
Where,  crown'd  witli  wreaths  of  tnislctoc,         t 
Steughter'd  kings  in  glory  go  ^ 
But  when  befell,  with  winged  speed. 
His  champions,  on  a  milk-uhite  steed. 
From  the  battle's  hurricane. 
Bore  him  to  Jo«?ph*s  towered  fane  ', 

^  Or  Glyder,  a  moimtain  in  Caernarvonshire.  fF. 

'7  Glastonbury  Abbey,  said  to  be  founded  by 
Joseph  of  Arimathea,  in  a  spot  anciently  called  the 
island,  or  valley,  of  Avalonia.  fV, 
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h  Uk  fiur  vtkfflff  At»]od  : 

There,  with  chanted  oraoo, 

Aid  the  kng  blaze  oTtapen  cleu*, 

Tte  fCoM  firtfaen  met  the  bier ; 

IVoi^  the  dim  iles,  m  order  dread 

Of  Mitia]  woe,  the  chief  they  led, 

Aad  deep  intoiab'd  in  hdy  groond, 

Bdbre  the  altar's  soletnn  boand. 

Armnd  no  dusky  banneri  wave, 

Ko  moalderifig  trophies  mark  the  grave : 

Avay  the  mthleM  Dane  has  torn 

£Kh  tiaoe  that  Time's  slov  touch  hid  worn: 

Aod  kRig,  o'er  the  neglected  stone, 

ObfifioB's  veil  its  shade  has  throim : 

The  fiHled  tomb,  with  honour  due, 

lis  tfajoe,  O  Henry,  to  renew  ! 

TbitheT,  when  OQnc)nest  has  lestor'd 

Job  reoeant  isle,  and  sheath'd  the  swoi^, 

Wbtt  Pence  with  pafan  has  ctown'd  thy  brows, 

fitale  thee,  to  pay  thy  pilgrim  tows. 

fwre,  ofatemmt  of  my  lore. 

The  pavcmem*s  halkiw^  depth  eiplore; 

Aai  thrice  a  &thom  nndemeatfi 

fine  into  tiie  Tanlts  of  Death. 

IVn  shsil  thine  eye,  with  wiM  amaze, 

Oi  hi»g%Biitk:  stature  gaze ; 

neie  AmH,  thon  ind  the  monarch  bud, 

AB  li  warrior-weeds  array'd  5 

Coring  in  death  his  helroet-crown, 

A»d  weapons  huge  of  old  renown. 

MBvtkl  priDce,  tie  thipe  to  aave 

Fiom  dark  oN'mon  Arthur's  grsTC ! 

Su  miy  thy  ships  securely  stem 

TIk  western  frith :  thy  diadem 

^K  TiclDffioos  in  the  van, 

^  heed  the  slings  of  Ulster's  clan : 

py  Korman  pike^men  win  their  way 

Ip  the  dnn  rods  of  Harald*s  bays  : 

^^  from  the  steeps  of  rough  Kildare 

Tby  pmcing  hootfs  the  folcoo  scare : 

S»  laay  thy  bow's  unerring  yew 

hi  Aafts  in  Roderic's  heart  imbrew  V* 

^■id  the  pealing  symphony 
Je  spiced  goblets  ihanUed  high  ; 
*n  panioos  new  the  song  onpnss'd 
7W  fiMosng  king's  impatient  breast: 
'^**  •he  keen  lightnings  from  his  eyes  ;  * 
^  •sms  awhile  his  bold  emprise ; 
'"«»  «»•  he  seems,  with  eager  pace, 
^  ft«ecratcd  floor  to  trace, 
^  ope,  finom  its  tremendous  gloom, 
jy  tieanne  of  the  wondrons  tomb  : 
P«  BOW  be  bums  hi  thought  to  rear, 
^  its  dark  bed,  the  ponderous  spear, 
*<^  with  the  gore  of  Pictish  kings : 
r«  SBW  fcod  hope  his  fancy  wings, 
"^  paiss  the  monarch's  massy  blade, 
*<  nsoR.temper'd  metal  made ; 
Jj*  <rag  to  day  the  dinted  shiekl 
*«  fcit  the  itorm  of  Camlan's  field. 

' T^^  oC Dnbfin.     HaraM,  or  Harsager,  the 

— ed.  king  oC  Norway,  is  said,  in  the  life  of 

ap  Oddzh,  prince  of  North  Wales,  to  have 

-^  *«*««*,  •nd  to  have  foumfedDublm.  fV, 

Hwy  is  soppoaed  to  have  succeeded  in  this 

ve^mse,  chiefly  by  the  use  of  the  ioog  bow,  with 

'«« the  trisb  were  Bntirely  unacquainted.  fK 
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O'er  the  Mpnlchre  profomid 
E^en  now,  with  archmg  sculpture  crowh*d. 
He  plans  the  chantry's  choral  shrine, 
llie  daily  dirge,  and  rites  divme. 


XIF. 
ODE  FOR  MUSIC. 

Am  performed  at  the  theatre  in  Oxford,  on  tke  2d 
of  July,  1751,  being  theannivemry  appointed 
by  the  late  lord  Crew,  bishop  of  Durham,  for 
the  commemoration  of  benefactow  to  the  uni- 
ver^ty. 


Quique  sacerdotes  casti,  dum  vita  manebdt; 
Quique  pit  vates,  &  Pbosbo  digna  locuti ; 
Inventas  aut  oui  vitam  excoluere  per  artes  ; 
Quique  sui  memores  alios  fecere  mer«ndo; 
Omnibus  his—  ^  Virgil. 


BICrTAT.      ACCOMP. 

Wnias  shall  the  Muse,  that  on  the  sacred  shell» 
Of  men  in  arts  and  arms  reoown'd,  ' 
The  solemn  strain  delights  to  swell ; 
Oh  !  where  shall  Clio  choose  a  race, 
Whom  Fame  with  every  laurel,  every  grace. 
Like  those  of  Albion's  envied  isle,  has  crown'd  ? 
cHoaus. 
Daughter  and  mistress  of  the  sea. 
All-honoured  Albion,  bail ! 
Where'er  thy  commerce  spreads  the  swelling  sail. 
Ne'er  shall  she  find  a  land  like  thee. 
So  brave,  so  learned,  and  so  free ; 
All-booour'd  Albion,  hail ! 
aaciT. 
But  in  this  princely  land  of  all  that's  good  and 
great, 
Wonld  Clio  seek  the  most  distioguisb'd  seat. 
Most  blest,  where  all  is  so  sublimely  blest. 
That  with  superior  grace  o'erlooks  the  rest. 
Like  a  rich  gem  in  circliog  gold  enshrin'd ; 

AIR  I. 

\Vhere  Isis'  waters  wind 

Along  the  sweetest  shore, 
That  aver  felt  fair  Culture's  hands, 
Or  Spring's  embroxler'dtmaotle  wore, 
Lo  [  where  majestic  Oxford  stands; 

CHORUS. 

Virtue's  awful  throne  ! 
Wisdom's  immortal  source ! 

RECIT. 

Thee  well  her  best  belov'd  may  boasting  Alb'ipa 
own. 
Whence  each  foir  purpose  of  ingenuous  praise. 
All  that  in  thought  or  deed  divine  is  deem'd. 
In  one  unbounded  fide,  one  unremitted  course. 

From  age  to  age  has  still  successive  streamed; 

Where  Learning  and  whefe  Liberty  have  nurs'd. 

For  those  that  in  their  ranks  have  shone  the  first. 
Their  most  luxuriant  growth  of  ever  blooming  b^s. 
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RECtTATIVI  AfiOOIir« 

In  ancient  days,  «ben  the,  tbe  queeo  eadu'd 
With  more  than  female  fortitude, 
Bonduca  led  her  painted  ranks  to  6glit; 
Oft  times,  in  adamantine  arms  array'd, 
Pallas  descended  from  the  realms  of  light. 
Imperial  Brttouei»e !  thy  kindred  aid. 
As  once,  alUglowhig  from  the  well  fought  day 

The  goddess  tongfat  a  cooling  stream, 
By  chance  inviting  with  their  glassy  gleam. 
Fair  Isis  waters  flow'd  not  fu  away* 
Bagershe  riew'd  the  war^ 
On  the  cool  bank  die  bwr'd  her  breast. 

To  tbe  soft  1^  her  locks  ambrosial  gave; 
And  thM  the  wat>iy  n>'mph  addmaM, 

Alt    II. 

«'  Here,  gentle  nymph,  whoe'er  thou  art. 

Thy  sweet  refreshing  stores  impart : 

A  goddess  from  thy  moAy  brink 

Asks  of  thy  chrystal  stream  to  drink  : 

Lo !  Pallas  asks  the  fHendly  gift ; 

Thy  coral-crowned  tresses  li^ 

Itise  fhwi  the  wave,  propitious  pow»r, 

O  listen  from  thy  pearly  bow'r." 
aicrr. 
Her  accents  Isb*  calm  attention  canght, 

As  lonesome,  in  her  secret  cell, 
In  CTcr-varjriBg  hues,  as  nimBie  fancy  taught 

She  ranged  the  iM&y-tinctnf*d  shdh 
Then  from  her  work  arose  the  Nais  mild  ; 

AIR    III. 

She  rose,  and  sweetly  smil'd 
With  many  a  lovely  look. 
That  whi^per*d  soft  consent : 
KEcrr. 
She  smiFd,  and  gave  the  goddess  in  her  flood 
To  dip  her  casque,  tho*  dy'd  in  recent  bk)od  ; 

While  Pallas,  as  the  boon  she  took. 
Thus  pour*d  the  grateful  sentiment, 

AIR    IV. 

"  For  this,  thy  flood  tbe  fairest  name 
Of  all  Britannia's  streams  shall  glide. 
Best  favorite  of  the  sons  of  lame,  \ 

Of  every  tuneful  breast  the  pride : 
For  on  thy  borders,  bounteous  queen. 
Where  now  the  eowelip  paints  the  green 
With  unregarded  grace. 
Her  wanton  herds  where  Nature  fseds. 
As  lonesome  o^er  the  breezy  reeds 
She  bends  her  silent  pace  ; 
Lo !  there,  to  wisdom's  goddess  dear, 
A  far-fiun'd  city  shall  her  turrets  rear, 
Rtcrr. 
**  There  all  her  force  shall  Pallas  prove  ; 
Of  classic  leaf  with  every  crown. 
Each  olive,  meed  of  okl  renown. 
Each  ancient  wreath,  which  Athens  wove, 
ril  bid  her  blooming  bow'rs  abound ; 
And  Oxford's  sacred  seats  shall  tow'r 
To  thee,  mild  Nais  of  the  flood. 
The  trophy  of  my  gratitude  1 
The  temple  of  my  power  1" 
Ricrr. 
Nor  was  the  pkms  promiie  vain  ; 
Soon  illustrioos  AKked  oame,  [plain. 

And  pitch'd  fiur  Wisdom^  tent  on  Istt*  pleiSteoas 
Alfred,  on  thee  ibaU  all  tba  Muses  wait, 


,  AIR  V.  k  coott^i. 

Alfred,  nmjestic  name. 
Of  all  our  praise  tbe  spring ! 
Thee  all  thy  sons  shall  siug, 
Deck'd  with  the  martial  and  the  civic  wreath  ? 
In  notes  most  awful  shall  the  trtimpet  breathe,  • 
To  thee,  great  Romulus  of  learning's  richeat  state, 
RBcrr. 
Nor  Alfred's  boonteoiis  hand  alone, 
Oxford,  thy  rising  temples  own : 
Soon  many  a  sage  immtflcent, 
The  prince,  iSbe  prelate,  laurd-crowncd  crowds 
Their  ample  bounty  lent 
To  build  the  beauteous  monnmeoty 
That  Pallas  vow>d. 

aZCIT.  ACCOMP. 

Aftd  now  she  lifts  her  bead  sabKaie, 
Ifijestic  is  tbe  moas  of  tioie ; 
Nor  wants  there  Oreoia's  better  pait, 
'Mid  the  proud  piles  of  aneient  art, 
Whoseftvtted  spires,  with  mder  hand, 
Wamfleet  and  Wiekham  bravely  plam^  ; 
Nor  decent  Dorie  to  dispense 
New  chanas  Inid  old  magnificeBce  | 
And  here  and  there  soft  Goriath  weavea 
Her  dsBdal  coronet  of  leaves  ; 

mncT. 
While,  as  with  rival  pride,  their  tow'TS  invade 

the  sky, 
Radcliffe  and  Bodley  seem  to  vie. 
Which  shall  deserve  tbe  foremost  place. 
Or  Gothic  strength,  or  Attic  grace. 

RBcrr. 
O  Isis !  ever  wHl  I  chant  thy  praise : 
Not  that  thy  sons  have  straek  the  goMea  lyre 
With  hands mostskilf^*  hanre their  brows  ostwin'd 
With  every  isirest  tower  of  Helicon, 
The  sweetest  swans  of  all  tii'  harmooioas  choir 

And  bade  the  musing  mind 
Of  every  science  pierce  the  pathlees  wajriy 
And  from  the  restthe  wreath  of  wisdom  won; 

AIR    VI. 

But  that  thy  sons  have  dar'd  to  fSad 
For  freedom*s  cause  a  sacred  zeal ; 
With  British  breast,  and  patriot  pride. 
Have  still  corruption's  cup  defy'd ; 
In  dangerous  da]rs  untaught  to  fear 
Have  held  the  name  of  honour  dear. 
RBcrr. 
Bat  chief  on  this  ilhistrioas  day, 
The  Mttse  her  loudest  peans  loves  to  pay- 
Erewhile  she  strove  with  accents  weak 
In  vain  to  build  tbe  lofty  rtiyme ; 
At  length,  by  better  days  of  bounty  cheeT'd^ 
She  dares  unfold  berwing. 

AIR  VII. 

Hail  hour  of  transport  most  sublime ! 

In  which,  the  man  rever'd. 
Immortal  Crew  commands  to  sing. 
And  gives  the  pipe  to  breathe,  the  strhig  to  ipadu 
cHomos. 
Blait  prelate,  bail  I 
Most  pkms  patrdn,  most  trivrnphanttbtme  f 

Fkum  whose  anspicKMis  hand 
On  Isis'  tow'TS  new  beauties  beam, 
I        ^ 
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New  prabe  her  ourtiiig  fstheit  gain ; 
Immortal  Crew! 
Blest  prelate,  bail ! 
Rccrr. 
Vea  now  6i'd  &Dcy  feet  thee  lead 
To  Fame^s  high  seated  &jie 

The  shouting  band  ! 
O'er  ev^  hallovM  head 
Fame's  choicest  wreaths  she  sees  thee  spread  ; 
Alfred  superior  smiles  the  solemu  scene  to  Tiew  ; 

AIR  Vfll. 

And  bids  the  godd«w  lift 

Her  loudest  tmmpet  to  proclaim, 
O  Crew,  thy  consecrated  gift. 
And  ecbo  with  his  own  in  social  strains  tby  name. 
[Chorus  repealed. 


ODE  XV, 


ON 

HIS  MAJESTY'S  BIRTH-DAY, 

Joke  4th,  1785. 

Amid  tfie  thander  of  the  war, 
True  glory  guides  no  echoing  car; 
Nor  bids  the  sword  her  bays  bequeath. 
Nor  stahis  wHh  blood  her  brightest  wreath ; 
No  plumed  ho«ts  her  tranquil  triumph  own ; 
Nor  spuils  of  murder'd  multitudes  she  brings. 
To  swell  the  state  of  her  distinguished  kings, 
And  deck  her  chosen  throne. 
On  that  fair  throne,  to  Briuin  dear. 
With  the  flow'ring  twin'd 
High  she  hangs  the  herol  spear, 
And  there  with  all  the  palms  of  peace  cothbra*d. 
Her  unpolluted  hands  the  milder  trophy  rear. 
To  kings  like  these,  her  genuine  theme. 
The  Mate  a  blameless  homage  pays. 
To  George  of  kings  like  these  supreme 
She  wishes  honoured  length  of  days. 
Nor  prostitutes  the  tribute  of  her  lajrs. 
Tis  his  to  bid  neglected  genius  glow, 
Aod  teach  the  regal  bounty  how  to  flow. 
His  tutelary  sceptre's  sway 
The  Tindicated.  arts  obey, 

And  hail  their  patron  king; 
Tis  his  to  judgments  steady  line 
Their  flights  fantastic  to  confine, 
And  yet  expand  their  wing ; 
The  fleeting  forms  of  fiishion  to  restrain, 
And  bind  capricious  taste  in  troth's  acmal  clydn. 
Sculpture,  licentious  now  no  more, 
Prom  Greece  her  great  example  takes, 
With  Nature's  warmth  the  marble  waku«. 
And  spurns  the  toys  of  modem  lore ; 
In  native  beauty  simply  plaun'd, 
Corinth,  thy  tufted  shafts  ascend  ; 
The  Graces  guide  the  painter's  hand, 
His  imigic  mimicry  to  blend. 
While  snch  the  gifts  hit  reign  bestows. 

Amid  the  pnrad  display, 
Thow  gems  around  the  throne  he  throws, 
That  shed  •  tofter  ray : 

YauXVIU. 


While  from  the  summits  of  sublime  renown 
He  ¥rafts  his  favours  universal  gale. 

With  those  sweet  flow'rs  he  binds  a  crown» 
That  bkwm  in  Virtue's  humble  vale : 
With  rich  munificence  the  nuptual  tie 
Unbroken  he  combines, 
Conspicuous  in  a  nation's  eye 
The  sacred  pattern  shines. 
Fair  Science  to  reform,  reward,  and  raise. 
To  spread  the  lustre  of  domestic  praise. 
To  fbster  Emulation's  holy  flame. 
To  build  Society's  majestic  frame. 
Mankind  to  polish,  and  to  teach. 

Be  this  the  monarch's  aim; 
Above  ambition's  giant  reach 
The  monarch's  meed  to  claidi* 


VDE    XVL 

FOR 


THE  NEW  YEAR,  1786. 

**  DtAR  to  Jove,  a  genial  isle 
Crowns  the  broad  Atlantic  wave  ; 
The  seasons  there  in  mild  assemblage  tmil^ 
And  vernal  blossoms  clothe  the  fruitful  prime  i 
There,  in  many  a  fragrant  cave. 
Dwell  the  spirits  of  the  brave. 
And  braid  with  amaranth  their  brows  tuhUme.** 

.     So  fcijni'd  the  Grecian  bards  of  yore  j 
And  veil'd  in  Fable's  fancy-woven  vest 

A  visionary  shore. 
That  faintly  gleam'd  on  their  prophetic  eye 
Through  the  dark  volume  of  futurity : 
Nor  knew  that  in  the  bright  attire  they  dress'd 

Albion,  the  green -hair'd  heroine  of  tlie  West; 
Ere  yet  she  claim'd  old  Ocean's  high  command. 
And  snatched  the  trident  from  the  tyrant's  hand. 
Vainly  flow'd  the  mystic  rhyme  ? 
Mark  the  deeds  from  age  to  age. 
That  fill  her  trophy-pictur»d  page  : 
And  see^  with  all  its  strength,  untam'd  by  time. 
Still  glows  her  valour's  veteran  rage 
O'er  Calpe's  *  clifls,  and  steopy  tow'rs. 
When  stream'd  the  red  sulphureoHS  showers. 
And  Death's  own  band  the  dread  artillery  threw  ; 

While  fisr  along  the  midnight  mam 

Its  glaring  arch  the  flaming  volley  drew  ; 

How  triumph'd  Elliot's  patient  train. 

Baffling  their  vain  confedeiate  fdcs  ; 

And  met  th'  unwonted  fight's  terrific  form  ; 

And  hurling  back  the  burning  war,  arose 

Superior  to  the  fiery  storm  ! 
Is  there  an  ocean  that  forgets  to  roll 
Beneath  the  torpid  |K)le, 
Nor  to  the  brooding  tempest  heaves  ? 
Her  hanly  keel  the  stubborn  bilSow  cleaes. 
The  ruf  ged  Neptune  of  the  wint'ry  briue 
lo  vain  his  adamantine  breast-plate  wears : 
To  search  coy  Nature's  guarded  mine. 
She  bursU  the  biimeis  of  th'  indignant  ice  ; 
O'er  sunless  bays  the  beam  of  Sciiuce  bears : 
And  rousing  far  around  the  polar  sleep. 

Where  Drake's  bold  ensigns  fcar'd  to  sweep, 
She  sees  new  nations  flock  to  some  fell  sacrifice. 

1  Gibraltar* 
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She  speeds,  at  George's  sage  coiomaiid. 
Society  from  deep  to  deep, 

And  zone  to  zone  she  binds ; 
From  shore  to  shore,  o*er  every  land. 
The  golden  chahi  of  Commerce  winds. 

Meantime  her  patriot-cares  explore 

Her  own  rich  woofs  exhausUess  store  ; 

Her  native  fleece  new  fervour  feels. 

And  wiUens  all  ita  whirHng  wheels. 

And  mocks  the  rainbow's  radiant  (fie ; 
M,ore  wide' the  laboars  of  the  loom  she  spreadi. 
In  firmer  bands  domestic  Commerce  weds. 
And  calls  her  sister-isle  to  share  the  tie : 

Nor  heeds' the  violence  that  broke 
From  filial  realtaos  her  old. parental  yoke  F 
Her  cities,  thnmg'dwith  oumy  an  Attic  dome. 
Ask  not  the  banner'd  bastion,  massy  proof; 

Firm  as  the  castled  feudal  foofj 
Stands  the  Briton's  social  home. — 
Hear,  Gaul,  of  England's  liberty  the  lot  1 
Right,  Order,  Law,  protect  her  shnplest  plain ; 
Nor  scorn  to  guard  the  shepherd's  n^bUy  fokl. 

And  watch  around  ihe  ferest  cot 

With  conscious  certainty,  the  twain 

Gives  to  the  .ground  his  trusted  grain. 
With  eager  hope  the  reddening  harvest  eyea ; 

And-olaimf  the  ripe  aatnmnal  gold. 
The  meed  of  toil,  of  mdnstry  the  prize. 
For  ours  the  king,  who  boasts  a  parent's  praiae, 

Whoae  hand  the  people's  sceptre  swaryi ; 
Ours  is  the  senate,  not  a  speoioos  name. 
Whose  active  plans  pervade  the  ciril  frame : 
Where  bold  debate  its  noblest  war  diq>lays, 
And,  in  the  kindUag  strife,  unlocks  the  tide 
Of  manliest  eloquence,  and  rolls  the  torrent  widew 

Hence  then,  each  vain  complaint,  away, 

.Esch  captions  doubt,  and  cautious  fear  f 
Nor  blast  the  new-bom  year. 

That  anxious  waits  the  sprmg's  slow-shooting  ray: 

Nor  deem  that  Albbn's  hooours  ceastf  to  bloom. 

With  candid,  gbnee,  th'  nnpartial  Muse, 

Invok'd  on  this  anspickms  mom. 
The  present  scans,  the  diatant  tceoe  purraes. 
And  breaks  opinioiiPs  speculative  gtoom : 
Interpret^  of  ages  yet  unborn, 
Fiill  right  she  spells  the  characters  of  Fate, 
That  Albion  still  shall  keep  her  wonted  state ! 

Still  in  eternal  story  shme. 

Of  Victoi^  the  sea-beat  shrine ; 

The  source  of  every  splendid  art, 
f;>f  old,  of  ftttore  worlds  Qm  vniTerwl  mtrl. 
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Wrbn  Freedom  nurs'd  her  native  fire 

In  ancient  Greece,  and  rul'd  the  Xjft  | 
Her  bards,  disdainful,  from  the  tyrant's  htotf 

The  tinsel  gifts  of  flattery  tore ; 
But  paid  to  f^iltless  power  their  willing  vow  : 

And  to  the  throne  of  virtuous  kings. 
Tempering  the  tone  of  their  vindictive  striagt, 

From  truth's  unprostituted  store. 
The  fragrant  wreath  of  gratolation  bore. 


Twas  thus  Alexias  smote  ^c  fomily  c}yoc4 1 

And  Pindar  on  the  Pentian  lord 

His  notes  of  indignation  hurrd. 
And  spum'd  the  minstrel  slaves  of  eastern  sway. 
From  ^remblim:  Jhel^es  extorting  conscious  sUame; 
But  o'er  the  antdem,'by  ft-eedom's  flame 
iUum'd,  the  banner  of  renown  unfori'd  : 

Thus  to  his  Hiero  decreed, 
^ongst  the  bold  chieftains  of  the  Pythian  game. 
The  brightest  verdure  of  Castalia's  l»y  ; 

And  gave  an  ampler  mr«d 
Of  Pisan  palms,  than  in  Ute  field  of  feme 
Were  wont  to  crown  the  car's  victorious  speed  : 
And  hall'd  his  scepter'd  champion's  patriot  zeal. 
Who  mix'd  the  monarch's  with  the  people'^  jweal  -, 

Brom  civil  plans  who  claim'd  applause. 
And  train'd  obedient  realms  to  Spartan  laws. 
And  he,  sweet  master  of  the  Doric  oet, 

Theocritus,  forsook  awhile 

The  graces  of  his  pastoral  isle. 

The  lowing  vale,  the  bleating  cote. 

The  clusters  on  the  sunny  steep. 

And  Pan's  own  umbrage,  dark  and  deep^ 

The  caverns  hung  with  ivy  -twine. 

The  clifls  that  wav'd  with  oak  and  piat* 

And  Etna's  hoar  roi^antic  pile : 

And  caught  the  Md  Homeric  note. 

In  stately  f^unch  ewa.Uii]g  high. 

The  reign  of  txHinti^us  Ptolemy : 

Like  the  pbtity-tcemiag  tide 

Of  hiso^n  Nilt]*i  rr^dundant  fioo4« 

O'er  the  ciiL^^cM  riaiuin.s,  fur  and  iricll^ 
Difiuaing  0[iijV'ih!c  i\\\<\  ^jubUc  good  j 

While  in  y\\k'  richly -warbled  lays. 

Was  blended  Biereuice!s  name. 

Pattern  feir  of  female  fame« 

Solt'ning  with  domestic  life 

Imperial  aplendoiir's  dazzling  rayi* 

The  qfifeen,  the  mother,  and  the  wife !      - 
To  deck  with  honour  due  this  festal  day, 
O  for  a  slrain  from  these  sabUmer  baida! 
Who  free  to  giant,  yet  fearless  t0tr«fiif« 
Their  awlid  anffinage,  witk  io^artiai  am 
Invok'd  the  jealoua  panegyric  Hi6e.; 
Nor,  but  to  gonttiae  wortilL's  severer  deim^ 

llieir  proud  diftinction  deign'd  to  pay. 
Stem  arbiters  of  glory's  bright  awards ! 

For  peerless  bards  like  these  alone,        ^ 

The  baids  of  Greece  might  best  adom« 
With  seemly  song,  the  monarch's  natal  mom  i 
Who,  thron'd  in  the  magnificeQce  of  peaces 

Rivals  their  richest  regal  theme : 

Who  rules  a  people  lie  their  owi^ 

in  arms,  in  pollsh'd  arts  supreme  ; 

Who  bids  his  Britaip  vie  wHh  Greece. 
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In  rough  magniftoano^arragF^ 

Wheu  ancient  Cbivaliy,  dis|:4«F'cL 

The  pomp  of  her  heroic  gian^; 

And  crested  chiefs*  and  \JmM  ^»m^ 

Assembled,  at  the  clarion's  calV 

In  some  proud  castle's  high-arch^  haU» 
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lb  grace  romantic  Qkry's  ftnial  rites :        * 
AMociate  of  the  gorgeous  festiira], 
Tbe  mingtrel  struck  hb  kindred  string, 
And  told  of  many  a  steel-clad  king. 
Who  to  the  Inaey  tnunVi  bis  haidy  knif^ts; 
Or  bore  tbe  racbant  red-cross  shield 
Mid  tbe  bold  peers  of  Salem's  field ; 
Wbo  traFers*d  pagan  climes  to  quell 
Tbe  wiaard  ftie's  terrific  spell ; 
In  rode  affrays  untaught  to  fear 
Tbe  Saracen's  gigantic  spear. 
Tbe  listening  champions  felt  the  £sbling  rhyme 
With  fisiry  trappings  fraught,  and  shook  their  plumes 
s«ib]ime. 

Snob  were  the  themes  of  regal  praise 
Dear  to  tbe  basd  ef  dder  days  ; 
The  soBgB,  to  savi^  virtue  dear. 
That  woo  of  yore  tbe  puMic  ear  $ 
Ere  Polity,  sedate  aMi  sage. 
Had  queook'd  tbe  fires  of  feudal  nge. 
Had  stemm'd  tbe  torrent  of  eternal  strife. 
And  cbarm'a  «»  rsst  an  unrelentini:  afe.— 
No  more,  io  formidable  ftate, 
Tbe  castle  abists  its  tbmideriDg  gate  t 
New  colours  suit  tbe  scenes  of  sofflea'd  his  ; 
No  more,  baafcriding  barbed  steeds, 
Adrenturona  Vakmr  idly  bleeds : 
Aoi  now  tbe  band  in  alter  *d  tones 
A  theme  of  worthier  triompb  ewne ; 
By  social  imagery  begnil^d, 
He  monMa  bis  baqp  to  manners  mild; 
Kor  binger  vcnvea  tbe  wreath  of  war  akme. 
Nor  bails  tbe  boctile  forma  that  grae'd  tbe  Ootbic 
tbroDBb 

And  nosr  be  tanes  bis  plansire  lay 
To  kinga,  wbo  plant  tbe  civic  bay ! 
Whocbooae  tbe  pMriot  8aTereign>s  part, 
Diffnsing  commence,  peace,  and  art ; 
Who  spread  tbe  virtuous  pattern  wide. 
And  tfiwrnph  in  a  nation's  pride ; 
Wbo  seek  coy  Science  in  her  cloistet'd  nook. 
Where  Thames,  yet  rural,  rolls  an  artless  tkle  ; 
Wbo  k>ve  to  view  tbe  vale  divine. 
Where  revel  Nature  and  the  Nine, 
And  dttsteiing  towers  the  tufted  grove  overlook  ; 
To  kings^  who  rule  a  filial  land, 
Wbo  claim  a  peGple*8  vows  and  pray'rs, 
SboKild  Treason  arm  the  weakest  hand  >  ! 
T^  these  bis  beart-felt  praise  he  bears. 
And  with  new  rapture  hastes  to  greet 
This  fiestal  mom,  that  longs  to  meet. 
With  luckiest  auspices,  the  laughing  Spring: 
And  opes  her  glad  career,  with  blessings  on  her  wing ! 


HIS  BfAJBSrrS  BIRTH.DAY, 
JuMB  4th,  1787. 

Tsa  neblest  bards  of  Albion's  choir 
H«se  struck  of  ohi  this  festal  lyre, 
Ere  Scianee,  strnggimg  dk  bi^  vain. 
Had  dar'd  to  break  her  Gothic  chain, 
Vktorians  Edwatfl  gave  the  Temal  bough 
Oi  Britaio's  bay  to  bfeon  on  Chaucer's  brow : 


.  to  tiia  attempt  just  made  on 
majesty^  life  by  an  unhappy  maniac. 


his 


Fir'd  with  tiie  gift,  he  chang'd  to  aonndi  soblima 
His  Norman  minstrelsy's  discordant  chime  ; 
li^  tones  majestic  hence  be  told 
Tbe  banquet  of  Cambnscan  bold ; 
And  oft  he  sung  (howe'er  tbe  rhyme 
Has  mouMer'd  to  tbe  touch  of  time) 
His  martial  master's  knightly  buard. 
And  Arthur's  imcient  rites  restor'd ; 
The  prince  in  sable  steel  that  sternly  fkown^. 
And  Gallia's  captive  king,  and  Cressjr's  wreath  re- 
nown'd. 
Won  from  the  shepherd's  simple  meed. 
The  whispers  wrW  of  Miilla's  reed, 
Sage  Spenser  wakM  his  lofty  lay 
To  grace  Bliza's  golden  swtcy  : 
O'er  the  proud  theme  new  lustre  to  diffUse, 
He  chose  th^  gorgeous  allegoric  Muse, 
And  call'd  to  life  old  Uther's  elfin  tale, 
And  rov'd  thro'  many  a  necromantic  vale, 
Pourtraying  cbiefi  that  knew  to  tame 
The  goblin's  ire,  the  dragon's  flame, 
To  pierce  the  dark  enchanted  hall, 
Where  Virtue  sate  in  lonely  thrall. 
From  fsbling  Fancy's  inmost  store 
A  rich  romantic  robe  he  bore ; 
A  veil  with  visionary  trappings  hung, 
Abd  o'er  his  virgin  -queen  ^e  ^ry  texture  flung; 
At  length  the  matchless  Dryden  came. 
To  light  the  Bluses'  clearer  flamo; 
To  lofty  numbers  grace  to  lend. 
And  strength  with  melody  to  blend ; 
To  triumph  in  the  bold  career  of  song. 
And  roll  th'  unwearied  energy  along. 
Does  the  mean  incense  of  promiscuous  praise. 
Does  servile  fear,  disgrace  his  regal  bays  ? 
1  spurn  his  panegyric  strings. 
His  partial  homage,  tun'd  to  kings  ! 
Be  mine,  to  catch  his  manlier  chord. 
That  paints  th'  impassion'd  Persian  lord. 

By  glory  fir'd,  to  pity  su'd, 
Rous'd  to  revenge,  by  love  ^niKlu'd  ; 
And  still,  with  transport  new,  the  strains  to  trace, 
Hiatcbantthe  Theban  pair,  and  Tancred*8  deadly 
vase. 
Had  these  Mest  bards  been  call'd,  to  pay 
The  VOW8  of  thn  auspicious  day. 
Each  had  confessed  a  fairer  throne, 
A  mightier  aoveretgn  than  his  own  ! 
Chaucer  had  made  his  hero-monarrh  yield 
The  martial  fisme  of  Cressy  s  wdl-fbught  field 
^To  peaceful  prowess,  and  the  conquests  calm. 
That  braid  the  sceptre  with  tbe  patriot*s  palm : 

V  His  cbaplets  of  fhntastic  btoom. 
His  colourings,  warm  from  Fiction's  loom, 
Spenser  had  cast  in  scorn  away, 
And  decked  with  truth  alone  the  lay ; 
All  real  here,  the  Uinl  had  seen 
The  glories  of  his  pictur'd  qtieen  ! 
The  tuneful  Dryden  had  not  Hatter'd  here, 
His  lyre  had  blameless  been,  bis  tribute  all  stnoere ! 
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Runs  was  th'-  :)ile,  and  massy  proof. 
That  first  uprear'd  its  haughty  roof  ^Ip 
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On  Windsor*!  brow  sublime,  m  warlike  tftate : 

The  Norman  tyrant^s  jealous  hand 

The  giant  fabric  proudly  plann'd : 

With  recent  victory  elate, 

"  Ob  this  majestic  ateep,"  he  cried, 
«*  A  regalibrtress,  threatening  wide, 

Shall  spread  my  terronrs  to  the  distant  hilla ; 
Its  formidable  shade  shall  throw 
Far  o^er  the  broad  expanse  below. 
Where  winds  yon  mi^ity  flood,  and  amply  fillt 
With  flowery  verdure,  or  with  golden  grain, 
The  iairest  fields  that  deck  my  new  domain  ! 

And  London's  towers  that  reach  the  watchman's 

eye,      '  [«l^y." 

Shall  see  with  conscious  awe  my  bulwark  climb  the 

Unchanged,  through  many  a  hardy  race, 
Stood  the  h)ugh  dome  in  sullen  grace; 

Still  on  its  angry  front  defiance  frown  d : 

Though  monarclis  kept  their  sUte  within. 
Still  murmur'd  with  the  martial  din 
The  gloomy  gateway's  arch  profound; 
And  armed^rms,  in  airy  row. 
Bent  o'er  the  battlements  their  bows. 

And  blood-stain'd  banners  crown'd  its  hostile  head  j 
And  oft  its  hoary  ramparts  wore 
The  ruggUl  scars  of  conflict  sore ; 

What  time,  pavilion'd  on  the  neighbouring  mead, 
T^h*  indignant  barons  rang'd  in  bright  array 
Their  fradal  bands  to  curb  despotic  sway ; 
And  leagu'd  a  Briton's  bnrthright  to  restore. 

From  John's  rehictant  grasp  the  roll  of  freedom  bore. 

When  lo,  the  king,  that  wreath'd  hw  shield 
With  lilies  pluck'd  on  Crcssy's  field, 

Heav'd  from  its  base  the  mouM'ring  Norman  finme! 
New  glory  cloth'd  th'  exulting  steep. 
The  portals  towcr'd  with  ampler  sweep  j 
And  Valour's  soften'd  genius  came. 
Here  held  his  pomp,  and  ttail'd  the  pall 
Of  triumph  through  the  trophied  hall ; 

And  War  was  clad  awhrle  in  gorgeous  weeds : 
itmid  the  martial  pageantries, 

,      WhHe  Beauty*t  glance  adjudg'd  the  prize. 
And  beam'd  sweet  influence  on  heroic  deeds. 
Nor  long,  oie  Hemy'a  holy  aeal,  to  breathe 
A  milder  charm  upon  the  scenes  beneath, 
Rear'd  in  the  watery  glade  his  classic  shrine. 

And  call'd  his  stripI'mg-qaiEe,  to  woo  the  willing  Nine. 

T»tt»is  imperial  seat  to  lend 
Its  pride  supreme,  and  nobly  blend 
British  magnificence  with  Attic  art ; 
Proud  castle,  to  thybanner'd  bowers, 
Lo !  Pictwrebids  her  glowing  powers 
Their  bold  historic  groups  impart ; 
She  bids  th'  illuminated  pane. 
Along  thy  lofty-vaulted  fane, 
Shed  the  dim  bhuze  of  radiance  richly  clear. — 
Still  may  such  arU  of  Peace  engage 
Their  patron's  care  I  But  should  the  rage 
Of  war  to  battle  rouse  the  new-bom  year, 
Britain  arise,  and  wake  the  slumbering  fire. 
Vindictive  dart  thy  quick-rekmdling  ire  ! 
Or,  arm'd  to  strike,  in  mercy  spare  the  foe; 
And  lift  thy  thundering  hand,  and  then  withhold  the 
blow! 
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What  native  genius  taught  the  Britons  bold 

To  guard  their  sea-girt  cliflk  of  old  ? 

Twas  Liberty^ :  she  taught  dbdain 

Of  death,  of  Rome's  impenat  chain. 
She  bade  the  drutd  harp  to  battle  sound. 
In  tones  prophetic  thro*  the  gloom  profound 
Of  forests  hoar,  with  holy  foliage  hung  ; 
From  grove  to  grove  the  pealing  prelude  ran|^ ; 
Belinus  *  call'd  hb  painted  tribes  arouiid. 

And,  rough  with  many  a  veteran  scar. 
Swept  the  pale  legions  with  the  scythed  car. 

While  baffled  C»sar  fled  to  gain 
An  easier  triumph  on  Pharsalia*s  plain  ; 
And  left  the  stubborn  isle  to  stand  elate 
Amidst  a-ooaqoerHi  world,  in  kme  majestic  ftste  !  - 

A  kindred  spirit  soon  to  Britain's  shore 

The  SODS  of  Saxoo  Elva  bore ; 

Fraught  with  th'  unconquerable  soul, 

Who  died,  to  dram  the  wairior-bowl. 
In  that  bright  ball,  where  Odm's  Gothio  thmna 
With  the  broad  blaze  of  brandtsh'd  fidchioBt  sbooc; 
Where  the  long  roo&  rebounded  to  the  din 
Of  ^>ectre  chiefs,  who  feasted  fiir  mMak 
Yet,  not  intent  on  deathful  deeds  aloiie» 

They  felt  the  fires  of  social  zeal. 
The  peaceful  wisdom  of  the  public  weal ; 

Though  nurs'd  in  arms  and  haidy  sti^e,  ^ 
They  knew  to  frame  the  plans  of  temper'd  life  ; 
The  king's,  the  people'4  baUnc'd  clamis  to  foaoi 
On  one  atomal  base,  indissolubly  bound. 

Sudden,  to  shake  the  Saxons  mild  domain, 
Rush'd  in  rude  swanns  the  robber  Dane» 
From  frozen  wastes,  and  caverns  wild. 
To  genial  EngUAd's  scenes  beguil'd  ; 
And  in  ^is  clamorous  van  exulting  came 
The  demons  foul  of  famine  and  of  flame : 
Witness  the  sheep-clad  summits,  roughly  crown'4 
With  many  a  frowning  foss  and  airy  mound. 
Which  yet  his  desultory  march  proclaim  1— - 
Nor  ceas'd  the  tide  of  gore  to  flow,         ,  . 
Till  Alfred's  laws  allur'd  th'  intestine  foe  ^' 

And  Harold  calm'd  his  headlong  rage 
To  brave  achievement,  and  to  counsel  sage  ; 
For  oft  in  savage  breasts  the  buried  seeds 
Of  brooding  virtue  live,  and  freedom's  fiiirest  deeds! 

But  tee,  triumphant  o'er  the  southern  wave. 
The  Norman  sweeps  !    Tho*  first  he  gav« 
New  grace  to  Briton's  naked  plain. 
With  Arts  and  Manners  in  his  train  ;     ' 
And  many  a  fane  he  rear'd,  that  still  subliooe 
In  massy  pomp  has  mock*d  the  stealth  of  time  ; 
And  castle  fair,  that  stript  firom  half  its  tcnrVs, 
From  some  broad  steep  inshatter'd  glory  iow*n  : 
Yet  brought  he  Slavery  ftxim  a  aoAer  clim«  ; 

>  Cassifellaunua^Cassibellaunns,  or,  asbe  ia^^alled 
by  the  old  English  historians,  Cassibelinus.  Tbo 
Britons  united  under  him,  and  resisted  the  second 
inTasiv^  of  Cseiar,  flfty-fou^eait  b«ftfe  Christ;  '• 

,'igitized  by  VjOO: 
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Vjuh  ere,  the  ««rfew't  notes  tetert 
(That  now  but  aootbes  the  musiog  poet't  ear) 

At  the  new  tyrmot^s  stern  commaod, 
Wam'd  to  onvelcooie  rest  a  wakeful  land  ; 
While  proud  Oppreanoo  o'er  the  ravisbM  field 
High  rais'd  hit  armed  hand,  and  shook  the  feudal 

thield. 
aoop*d  then  that  Freedom  to  despotic  sway. 

For  which,  in  many  a  fierce  affray, 

The  Britons  bold,  the  Saxons  bled, 

His  Danisb  Javelins  Leswin  led 
0*er  Hastings*  plain,  to  stay  the  Norman  yoke  ? 
Sbe  felt,  but  to  resist,  the  sadden  stroke : 
The  tjrrant^baron  grasp'd  the  patriot  steel, 
And  taught  the  tyrant  king  its  force  to  feel ; 
And  qniek  revenge  the  regal  bondage  broke. 

And  still,  unchang'd  and  uncontroiPd, 
its  rescued  rights  shall  the  dread  empire  liold  ; 
For  lo,  revering  Britain's  cause, 

A  king  new  Instre  lends  to  native  laws, 

The  sacred  sovereign  of  this  festal  day 
On  ABnoo'k  old  renown  reieots  a  kindred  ray  ! 
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As  when  the  demon  of  the  summer  storm 
Walks  Ibith  the  noontide  landscape  to  deform, 
0Bik  grows  the  vale,  and  dark  the  distant  grove, 
And  thick  the  bolts  of  angry  Jove 
Athwart  the  watery  welkin  glide. 
And  streams  the  aerial  torrent  far  and  wide  : 
If  by  short  fits  the  struggling  ray 
Sboold  dart  a  momentary  day, 
Th*  iUumin'd  mountain  glows  awhile. 
By  fiunt  degrees  the  radiant  glance 
Pnrples  th'  horizon's  pale  expanse, 
And  gilds  the  gloom  with  hasty  smile  : 
Ah  !  fickle  smile,  too  swiftly  past  1 
Again  resonnds  thtsweeping  blast , 
With  hoarser  din  the  demon  howls  ; 
Again  the  blackening  concave  scowls  ; 
Sodden  the  shades  of  the  meridian  night 
Yietfl  to  the  triumph  of  rekindling  light ; 
The  reddening  Son  regains  his  golden  sway  ; 
And  Nature  stands  revealed  in  all  her  bright  array. 
Such  was  the  cbangefiil  conflict  that  possess'd 
With  trembling  tamnlt  every  British  breast, 
Whai  Albsoii,  towering  in  the  van  sublhne 
Of  Olory't  march,  from  clime  to  clime 
Envied,  belovM,  rever'd,  renown'd. 
Her  brows  with  every  blissful  chaplet  bound. 
When,  in  her  rnid  oareer  of  state, 
Sbe  felt  her  monarch's  awful  fate  1 
Tin  Mercy  from  th'  Aknigbty  throne 
Look'd  dewn  on  OMn,  and  wskvmg  wide 
Her  wvanth  that,  in  the  rainbow  dyed, 
Witii  hues  of  aoften'd  luytr^  shone, 
Andhendiag  finra  her  sapphire  cloud 
O'er  legal  griff  benignant  bow'd  ; 


To  transport  tum'd  a  people's  fears. 
And  stay*d  a  people's  tide  of  tears : 
Bade  this  blest  dawn  with  beams  auspicious  spring. 
With  hope  serene,  with  healing  em  its  wing ; 
And  gave  a  sovereign  o'er  a  gratdtil  land  [hand. 
Again  with  vigorous  grasp  to  stretch  the  scepter'd 

O  favour'd  king,  what  rapture  more  refin'^. 
What  mightier  joy  can  fill  |he  human  mind. 
Than  what  the  monarch's  conscious  bosom  feels. 
At  whose  dread  throne  a  nation  kneels, 
And  haiJs  iIk  father,  fnend,  and  lord. 
To  life's  career,  to  patriot  sway  restor'd  ^ 
And  bids  the  loud  responsive  voice 
Of  union  all  around  rejoice  ? 
For  thus  to  thee  when  Britons  bow. 
Warm  and  spontaneous  from  ihe  heart. 
As  late  their  tears,  their  transports  start* 
And  nature  dictates  duty's  vow. 
To  thee,  recall'd  to  sacred  health. 
Did  the  proud  city's  lavish  wealth. 
Did  crowded  streets  alone  display 
The  long-drawn  blaze,  the  festal  ray  ? 
Meek  Poverty  her  scanty  cottage  grac'd. 
And  flung  her  gleam  across  the  lonely  waste  t 
Th'  exulting  isle  io  oite  wide  triumph  strove. 
One  social  sacrifice  of  reverential  love ! 

Such  pure  unprompted  praise  do  kingdoms  pay. 
Such  willing  zeal,  to  thrones  of  lawless  sway  ? 
Ah  !  how  unlike  the  vain,  (be  venal  lore. 
To  Latian  rulers  dealt  of  yore. 
O'er  guilty  pomp  and  hated  power 

When  stream'd  the  sparkling  panegyric  shower; 
And  slaves,  to  sovereigns  unendear'd. 
Their  pageant  trophies  coldly  rear'd  * 
For  an&  the  charities,  that  blend 
Monarch  with  man,  to  tyrants  known  } 
The  tender  ties,  that  to  the  throne 
A  mild  domestic  glory  lend, 
Of  wedded  love  the  league  sincere. 
The  virtuous  consort's  faithful  tear  ? 
Nor  this  the  verse,  that  flattery  brings, 
Nor  here  I  strike  a  Siren's  strings ;        [Muse 

Here  kindling  with  her  country's  warmth,  the 

Her  country's  proud  triumphant  theme  pursues; 

E'en  needless  here  the  tribute  of  her  lay  ! 
Albion  the  garland  gives  on  this  distinguish'd  day. 


ODE  XXI JL 


HIS  MAJESTY'S  BIRTH-DAY, 

June  4th,  1790. 

Within  what  fountain's  craggy  cell 
Delights  the  goddess  Health  to  dwell. 
Where  from  the  rigid  roof  distills 
Her  richest  stream  in  steely  rills  > 
WHiat  mineral  gems  intwine  her  humid  locks  ? 
Lo!  Rparkling  high  from  potent  springs 
To  Britain's  sons  her  cup  she  brings !— > 
Romantic  Matlock !  are  thy  tufted  rocks. 
Thy  fring'd  declivities,  the  dim  retreat 
Where  the  coy  nymph  has  fix*d  her  favourite  seat. 
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And  bean,  racUn'd  along  thtHninilawiif  ilvre. 
Indignant  Darw«nt's  deniltory  tide 
'  I^  rqgged  chanod  rudely  chide,       [jgon  N— 
Darweoty  whose  fthaggy  wreath  is  «taiB*d«ith  Danish 
Or  does  she  dien  her  naiad  cava 
With  ^oral  spoils  from  Neptune's  wav«» 
And  held  short  revels  with  the  tram 
Of  nymphs  that  tread  the  neighbonring  main, 
And  from  the  dift  of  Avon's  cavem'd  side 
Temper  the  balmy  beverage  pure. 
That,  franght  with  drops  of  precious  cure, 
Brings  beck  to  trembl'rag  hope  the  drooping  bride, 
That  in  the  vh^n's  cheek  renews  the  rose, 
,  And  wraps  the  eye  of  pain  in  quick  repoae  > 
While  oft  she  climbs  the  mountain's  shelving 

steeps, 
And  calls  her  votaries  wan  to  catdi  the  gale. 
That  breathes  o^r  Ashton's  elmy  vale, 
And  from  the  Cambnan  hilb  the  billowy  Severn 
sweeps  !^ 

Or  broods  the  nymph  with  watcfafnl  wing 
O'er  ancient  Badon's  mystic  spring. 
And  speeds  from  its  solphureoas  source 
'The  steamy  torrent's  secret  course, 
And  fsiis  th'  eternal  spariks  of  hidden  Are, 
In  deep  unfetbom'd  beds  below 
By  Bladud's  magic  taught  to  glow, 
Bladiid,  high  theme  of  Fancy's  gothic  Ivre  ?— 
Or  opes  the  healing  power  her  chosen  fount 
In  the  rich  veins  of  Malvern's  ample  mount. 
From  whose  tall  riflge  the  noontide  wanderer 

views 
Pomona's  {rarple  realm,  in  April's  pride. 
Its  blaze  of  bloom  expanding  wide. 
And  waving  groves  array 'd  in  Flora's  fiuresthues? — 

Haunts  she  the  scene,  where  Nature  low'ra 
O'er  Buxton's  heath  in  lingering  show'rs  ? — 
Or  loves  she  more,  with  sandal  fleet 
In  matin  dance  the  nymph?  to  meet. 
That  on  the  flowery  marge  of  Chelder  play  ? 
Who,  boastfhl  of  the  stately  train. 
That  deign'd  to  grace  his  simple  plain, 
late  with  new  pride  along  his  reedy  way 
Bore  to  Sabrina  wreaths  S(  brighter  hue. 
And  mark'd  his  pastoral  urn  with  emblems  new.— - 
Nowe'er  these  streams  ambrosial  may  detain 
Thy  steps,  O  genial  Health,  yet  not  akme 
Thy  gifts  tlie  nakMl  sisters  own ;  [main. 

Thine  too  the  briny  flood,  and  Ocean's  hoar  do- 

And  lo,  amid  the  watery  roar 
In  Thetis'  car  she  sldms  the  shore. 

Where  Portland's  brows,  embattled  high 
"^        With  vodu,  in  rugged  majesty 

Frown  o*er  the  billows,  and  the.^torm  restrain. 
She  beckons  Britain's  scepterM  pair 
Her  treasures  of  tba  deep  to  share  1— 
Hail  then,  oo  this  glad  mom,,  the  mighty  main ! 
Which  fends  the  boon  divine  oi  leogthen'd  datyi 
To  those  who  wear  the  noblest  legal  bays: 
That  mighty  mam,  which  on  iu  conscious  tida 
Their  boundless  oommeice  pours  on  every  cHme, 
Their  dauntless  banner  bears  sublime  ; 
And  wafts  their  pomp  of  war,  and  wpteadt  their 
thundec  wid^  1 


SONNETS. 


SONSET  1. 

WRITTEN  AT  WINSLADC 

IN  HAMPSHIRE. 

(wmrrrtii  aaovr  tub  riAa  1150.    FrautttsB  m 

DoDster's  CoLLBCTtOM  1T75.) 

WivsLADs,  thy  beech-capt  bills,  with  waving  grain 
Maatled,  thy  chequer'd  views  of  wood  aad  lawn. 
Whilom  cotUd  charm,  or  when  the  gradual  dawn 
'Gan  the  gray  mist  with  orient  purple  stain. 
Or  evening  gUmmer'd  o'er  the  folded  train : 
Her  fairest  kmdscapes  whence  my  Muse  hasdrawi^ 
Too  free  with  servile  courtly  phrase  to  fswv. 
Too  weak  to  try  the  buskin's  stately  strain :  - 
Yet  now  no  more  thy  slopes  of  beech  and  com. 
Nor  views  invite,  since  be  '  &r  distant  strays. 
With  whom  I  traced  their  sweets  at  eve  and  iiior«» 
From  Albion  far,  to  cull  Hesperian  bays ; 
In  this  alone  they  please,  liowe'cr  forlorn. 
That  still  they  can  recal  those  happier  days. 


S^iHET  If. 

ON  BATHING. 


(this  and  THt  POfcLQWINO  SONKBTS  WEES  rUBLI8BBI» 

iif  1777.) 

Wbbm  late  the  trees  were  stript  by  Winter  pale. 
Young  Health,  a  dryad-maid  in  vesture  green» 
Or  like  the  forest's  silver-quiver'd  queen. 
On  airy  uplands  met  the  piercing  gale  ; 
And,  ftre  its  earliest  echo  shook  the  vale. 
Watching  the  hunter's  ^yoos  Jiom  was  seen. 
But  since,  gay-thron'd  m  fiery  chariot  sheen. 
Summer  has  smote  each  daisy-dappled  dale  ; 
She  to  the  cave  retires,  high-archM  beneath 
The  fount  that  laves  proud  Isis'  towery  brran : 
And  now,  aU  glad  the  temperate  air  to  breathy 
While  cooling  drops  distil  from  arches  dim. 
Binding  her  dewy  locks  with  sedgy  wreath. 
She  sits  amid  the  quire  of  Naiads  trim. 


SONNET   UI. 


warrrBM  tB  a  blabk  leaf  op  BirGiui.B'a 

MOBASnCOM. 

Dcbm  not,  devoid  of  elegance,  fbe  sage. 
By  fancy's  genuine  fbelings  aafiagailM, 
Of  painfol  pedantry  the  iMriag  eMMt; 
Who  turns,  ofthcaa  proiid  domei,  th' I 
Now  suiA  by  tlaie,  and  llanrf*Bieiioei 
Thmk'st  thou  tiie  warbling  BfusesMsar  Bmll^ 
OnhtslonehoaT«?  Ingenuous  vkmu  eaga|{» 
His  thoo^ts,  OB  tbeuMBi  anbiaBsit  Ikbelir  B^d. 
Intent    While  cHoMw'dPtalydiBplaya 
Her  monMeHbg  raN^  tlM-piBitiQig^ya  w^iluBua 
New  manners,  and  the»ptiMp*af  aidiv  days^ 
Whence  enllBthe  peori^  kod  his  pidlaM  Btoves. 
Nor  rough,  adr  b«rfa*v  ^>^  *ti^  wi^iHy  waya 
Of  hoar  iMtiqaityv  barun*«willKiloiiBia. 

1  His  brother  Df.  Jos.  Wirtott. 
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WSS^T   IV. 


mtlTTtK   AT  STOMCHKNC^ 


Tiioc  noUeet  monuTni-nt  of  Albion's  isle ! 

Whether  b\*  Merlin's  aid  from  Scythia*8  shore  ', 

To  Amber's  fiitfll  plain  Pendragon  bore, 

Hosre  frame  of  jriani:- hands,  the  mighty  pile, 

T  entomb  his  Britrw^s  slain  by  Hengisi's  guile  : 

Or  droid  priests,  spnnkled  writh  human  j^re, 

Tauj^t  mid  thy  ma^y  maze  their  mystic  lore. 

Or  Banish  chiefr,  cnrichM  with  savage  spoil. 

To  V»ctnry*8  idol  vast,  an  nnhewn  shrine, 

R<«r*d  the  rode  heap :  or,  in  thy  hallow'd  round, 

Rq)ose  the  king«  of  Brutus*  genuine  Ime ; 

Or  here  those  kings  in  solemn  state  were  ciownM : 

Studious  to  trace  thy  wondrous  origin, 

We  muse  on  many  an  ancient  tale  renowned. 


SO}iSET    V. 

WaiTTBK   APTSX   SBEIMO   WtLTON-BOT/SB. 

Fi'>»i  Pembroke's  princely  dome,  where  mimic  Art 
Decks  with  a  ma|pc  hand  the  dazzling  bow'rs. 
Its  liring  hues  where  the  warm  pencil  pours, 
And  breathmir  fbniis  from  the  rude  marble  start. 
How  to  life*s  humbler  scene  can  I  depart ! 
My  breast  all  glowing  from  those  gorgeous  tow'rs, 
lo  my  low  cell  bow  cheat  the  srtllen  hours ! 
Vsio  the  complaint :  for  Fancy  can  impart 
(To  &te  superior,  and  to  fortune's  doom) 

I        Wliate'er  adorns  the  stately-storied  hall : 
She,  mid  the  dungeon's  solitary  gloom, 
Uo  dress  the  Graces  in  their  Attic  pall : 
Sid  the  green  landscape's  Temal  beauty  bloom ; 

I       And  la  bright  tmphies  clothe  the  twilight  wall. 


SONNET    VL 

T©  MR.  GRAY. 

Nor  that  her  blooms  are  mark'd  with  beauty's  hoe* 
Ify  rustic  Msse  bar  votiTe  chaplet  brings ; 
UoBeeDy  vnheanl,  O  Gray,  to  thee  she  shags  !— 
While  slowly.jMh«iiig  thro'  the  chordh^yard  dew. 
At  corfeo-tiMe,  beoeath  the  dark-green  yew, 
Thy  peDBire  gcoms  strikes  the  moral  strings ; 
Or  bonw  sttk^iiBe  ^n  Inspiration's  wings, 
Hean  Osnibris^  bards  devote  the  dreadftd  chie 
Of  EdwanTs  race,  witKitiarthan  foiil  defil'd; 
Cm  aught  ny  pipe  to  reach  tkiae  ear  essay  ? 
No,  ban!  diyiae  !  fbr  many  a  care  begml'd 
By  the  sweet  m^  ef  thy  soothihg  lay. 
For  many  a  rapttir'd  thooq^  and  vision  wild, 
To  thee  tJ^  ttiain  o^grttkude  I  pay. 

lOoe  of  tU6  Bar<ti8h  traahtons  stout  Stone- 
hrage.  W» 


SONNET    VIL 

Whilb  sununer-suns  o'er  the  gay  prospect 'play 'd. 
Through  Surry's  vCrdant  scenes,   where    £psom 

spreads 
Mid  intermingling  elms  her  flowery  meads. 
And  Hascombe's  bill,  in  towering  groves  array'd, 
Rear'd  its  romantic  steep,  with  mind  serene, 
I  joumey'd  blithe.     Full  pensfve  I  retorn'd  ; 
For  now  my  breast  with  hopeless  passion  burn'd. 
Wet  with  hoar  mists  appeared  tlie  gaudy  scene, 
\^Tiich  late  in  careless  indolence  I  pass'd  ; 
And  Autumn  all  aroiind  those  hues  had  cast 
Where  past  delight  my  recent  grief  might  trace. 
Sad  change,  that  Nature  a  congenial  gloom  [chase, 
Should  wear,  when  most,  my  cheerl^  mood  ta 
I  wish'd  her  green  attire,  and  wonted  bloom ! 


SONNET  VIIL 


ON  KINiS  ARTHUR'S  ROUND  TABL^,, 

AT  WIRCBESTBR. 

Whbbb  Yenta's  Norman  castle  still  uprears 
Its  rafter>d  haU,  that  o'er  the  grassy  fDss, 
And  scatter'd  flinty  fragments  clad  in  moss. 
On  yonder  steep  in  naked  state  appears ; 
High-hung  remains,  the  pride  of  wariike  yev«» 
Old  Arthur's  board :  on  the  capacious  rouid 
Some  British  pen  has  sketched  the  names  renown'd. 
In  marks  obscure,  of  his  immortal  peers. 
Though  joined  by  magic  skill,  with  many  a  rfasrme, 
The  I^id  frame,  ouhooonr'd,  falls  a  prey 
To  the  slow  vengeance  of  the  wisard  Time, 
And  fade  the  British  characters  away ; 
Yet  Spenser's  page,  that  chants  in  verse  sublioM 
Those  chiefs,  shall  live,  unconscious  of  decay. 


SONNET     IX. 
TO  THE  RIVER  LODON  •• 

Ah  !  what  a  weary  race  my  fleet  have  run. 
Since  first  I  trod  thy  banks  with  alders  crown'd. 
And  thought  my  way  was  all  thro*  fairy  ground, 
Beneath  thy  azure  sky,  and  golden  sun : 
Where  first  my  Muse  to  lisp  her  notes  begun ! 
While  pensive  Memory  traces  back  the  round. 
Which  fills  the  varied  interval  between ; 
Much  pleasure,  more  of  sorrow,  marks  the  scene. 
Sweet  native  stream  !  those  skies  and  suns  so  pure 
No  more  return,  to  cheer  my  evening  road ! 
Yet  still  one  joy  remams,  that  not  obscure. 
Nor  useless,  all  my  vacant  days  have  flow'd. 
From  youth's  gay  dawn  to  manhood's  prime  mature; 
Nor  with  the  Muse's  laurel  unbestow'd. 

1  Near  Basingstoke,  Warton's  natis'c  country. 
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SATIRICAL 

AND 

HUMOROUS  PIECES. 

KEfniARKET,  ^ 

A  SATIRE. 
(pOBurasD  in  1751.) 


Tfii  rf.  Sopbod.  Elect.  508i 


His  country's  hope,  when  now  the  blooming  behr 
Has  lost  the  parent's  or  the  guardian's  cate ; 
Food  to  possess,  yet  eager  to  destroy, 
or  each  vain  youth,  say,  what's  the  darling  joy  ? 
Of  each  rash  frolic  what  the  source  and  end, 
His  M>le  and  first  ambition  what  ? — to  spend. 

Some  'squires,  to  Gallia's  cooks  devoted  dupes. 
Whole  manors  melt  in  sauce,  or  drown  in  soups : 
Another  doats  on  fiddlers,  till  he  sees 
His  hills  no  longer  crown'd  with  towering  trees ; 
Convinc'd  too  late  that  modem  strains  can  move, 
Like  those  of  ancient  Greece,  th'  obedient  grove  : 
In  headless  statoes  rich,  and  useless  urns, 
Marmoreo  from  the  classic  tour  retums.^- 
But  would  yott  learn,  ye  leisurc-loving  'squires. 
How  bc«t  ye  may  disgrace  your  prudent  sires; 
How  soonest  soar  to  fashionable  shame, 
Be  damn'd  at  once  to  ruin — and  to  fame ; 
By  bands  of  groooM  ambitious  to  be  crown'd, 
O  greatly  dare  to  tread  Olympic  ground  I 

What  dreams  of  conquest  flush'd  Hilario's  breast, 
When  the  good  knight  at  last  retir'd  to  rest ! 
Behold  the  youth  with  new-felt  rapture  mark 
"Each  pleasing;  prospect  of  4he  spacious  park : 
Hiat  park,  where  beauties  undisguis'd  engage. 
Those  beauties  less  the  work  of  art  than  age ; 
In  simple  state  where  genuine  Nature  wears 
Her  venerable  dress  of  ancient  years ; 
Where  all  the  charms  of  chance  with  order  meet 
The  rude,  the  gay,  the  graceful,  and  the  great. 
Here  aged  oaks  uprear  thdr  branches  boar. 
And  form  dark  groves,  which  Druids  might  adore ; 
With  meeting  boughs,  and  deepening  to  the  view,' 
Here  shoots  the  broad  umbrageous  avenue : 
Here  various  trees  compose  a  chequer'd  scene, 
Glowhig  in  gay  diversities  of  green : 
There  the  fiill  stream  thro'  iotermingruig  glades 
Shines  a  broad  lake,  or  iislls  in  deep  cascades. 
Nor  wants  there  hazle  copse,  or  bcecben  lawn, 
To  cheer  with  sun  or  shade  the  bounding  fawn. 
'   And  see  the  good  old  seat,  whose  Gothic  tow'rs 
Awful  emerge  from  yonder  tufted  bow'rs ; 
Whose  rafter'd  ball  the  crowding  tenanU  fed. 
And  dealt  to  Age  and  Want  their  daily  bread ; 
Where  crested  knights  with  peerless  damsels  joiu'd. 
At  high  and  solemn  festivals  have  din'd  ; 
Presenting  oft  fair  Virtue's  shining  task. 
In  mystic  pageantries,  and  moral  mask. 


But  vain  all  ancient  praise,  or  boast  of  biitb. 
Vain  all  the  palms  of  old  heroic  worth  ! 
At  once  a  bankrupt  and  a  prosp'nms  heir, 
Hilario  bets^ — park,  house,  dissolve  in  air ; 
With  antique  armour  hung,  his  trc^hied  rooms 
Descend  to  gamesters,  prostitutes,  and  grooms. 
He  sees  his  steel-clad  sires,  and  mothers  mild. 
Who  bravely  shook  the  lance,  or  sweetly  smil'd. 
All  the  Ceut  series  of  the  whisker'd  race. 
Whose  pictur'd  forms  the  stately  gallery  grace ; 
Debas'd,  abus'd,  the  price  of  ilUgot  gold. 
To  deck  some  tavern  vile,  at  auctions  soM. 
The  parish  wonders  at  the  unopening  door. 
The  chimnies  blaze,  the  tables  groan,  no  more. 
Thick  weeds  around  th'  untrodden  courts  arise. 
And  all  the  social  scene  in  silence  lies. 
Himself,  the  loss  politely  to  repair. 
Turns  atheist,  fiddler,  highwayman,  or  play'rt 
At  length,  the  scorn,  the  shame  of  man  and  God, 
Is  doom'd  to  rub  the  steeds  that  once  he  rode. 

Ye  rival  youths,  your  golden  hopes  how  vam. 
Your  dreams  of  thousands  on  the  listed  pUm ! 
Not  more  fantastic  Sancho's  airy  course. 
When  madly  mounted  on  the  magic  horse  >, 
He  pierc'd  Heav'n's  opening  tptoneswith  dazzled 

eyes 
And  seem'd  to  soar  in  visionary  skies. 
Nor  less,  I  ween,  precarious  is  the  meed 
Of  young  adventurers  on  the  Muse*8  steed ; 
For  poets  have,  like  joa,  their  destin'd  rounds 
And  ours  is  but  a  race  on  classic  gfoond. 

Long  time,  the  child  of  patiinicnial  ease^ 
Hippolitus  had  carv'd  sirloins  in  peace ; 
Had  quafi^d  secure,  unyez'd  by  toil  or  wifie. 
The  mild  October  of  a  private  life  : 
Long  liv'd  with  calm  domestic  conquests  crowned, 
And  kill'd  his  game  cm  safe  paternal  ground  : 
And,  deaf  to  Honour's  or  Ambition's  call. 
With  rural  spoils  adom'd  his  hoary  ball. 
Am  bland  he  pofi^d  the  pipe  o*er  weekly  news. 
His  bosom  kindles  with  sublimer  views. 
Lo  there,  thy  triumphs.Taafie,  thy  paliiis,Poitmoie ! 
Tempt  him  to  stake  his  lands  and  treasur'd  store. 
Like  a  new  bruiser  on  Broughtonic  sand. 
Amid  the  lists  our  hero  takes  his  stand ; 
Suck'd  by  the  sharper,  to  the  peer  a  prey. 
He  rolls  hb  eyes,  that  witness  huge  dismay; 
When  lo  !  the  chance  of  one  ingtorioas  heat 
Strips  him  of  genial  cheer  and  snug  letieat 
How  awkward  now  he  bears  disgrace  and  dht. 
Nor  knows  the  poor's  last  refuge,  to  be  pert ! — 
Thd  shiftless  beggar  bears  of  ilis  the  worst. 
At  once  with  dulness  and  with  bunser  curst 
And  leeis  the  tasteiesa  breast  eqntsCrian  fires  ? 
And  dwelb  luoh  mighty  rage  in  graver  'squires  ? 

In  aU  aAtempts,  but  for  their  country,  bold, 
Britam,  thy  consoript  counsellors  behold ; 
(For  some,  perhaps,  by  fbftube  favOniM  yet. 
May  ^ih  a  bomugh,  fimn  a  lucky  bet,) 
Smit  with  the  love  of  the  laconte  boot. 
The  cap,  and  wtg^tMcioet,  the  sittttii  suit. 
Mere  moAom  Phaetons^  imirp  (Im  rein. 
And  scour  in  rival  «ace  the  tttnptiag  plahL 
See,  side  by  side,  his  jockey  And  air  John 
Discuss  th'  important  point—  of  At  lo  one. 

1  Oavikiio.     See  Doa  Qaooteu  B»  ii.  Chap* 
41.    IF.  -^  -«-r 
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fbr  oh !  tbe  boMbed  prif H^  how  dear. 
How  great  the  pride,  to  gain  a  jockey's  ear  I 
See,  like  a  routed  host,  with  headlong  pace, 
Thy  membefs  pour  aoiid  the  nungliug  race ! 
All  ask,  vhat  crowds  the  tumult  could  produce 
If  Bedlam  or  the  commons  all  broke  loose  ? 
Their  way  nor  reason  guides,  nor  caution  checks. 
Proud  on  a  high>bred  thing  to  risque  their  necks. 
Thy  safes  hear,  amid  th'  admiring  crowd, 
Adjwlge  the  slakes,  most  eloquently  loud  : 
With  critic  skill  o'er  dubious  bets  preside, 
The  low  dispute,  or  kindle,  or  decide: 
All  empty  wisdom,  and  judicious  prate, 
Of  dtstanc'd  horses  gravely  fix  the  fote : 
And  with  paternal  care  unwearied  watch 
CKer  the  nice  conduct  of  a  daring  match. 

Meaoiime,  no  more  the  mimic  patriots  rise, 
To  guard  Britannia's  honour,  warm  and  wise : 
No  more  in  senates  dare  assert  her  laws, 
Nor  poor  the  bold  debate  in  freedom's  cause : 
Neglect  the  counsels  of  a  sinking  land, 
And  know  no  rostrum,  but  Newmarket's  stand. 

Is  this  the  band  of  civil  chie£i  design'd 
Od  England's  weal  to  fix  the  pondering  mind  > 
Who,  while  their  country's  rights  are  set  to  sale. 
Quit  Europe's  balance  for  the  jockey's  scale. 
0  say,  when  least  their  sapient  schemes  are  crost. 
Or  vheo  a  nation  or  a  match  is  lost  ? 
Who  dams  and  sires  with  more  exactness  trace. 
Than  of  their  country's  kings  the  sacred  race : 
Thiak  London  journeys  are  the  worst  of  ills ; 
Sobscribe  to  articles^  instead  of  bills : 
Strangers  to  all  our  annalists  relate, 
Tbeifs  are  the  memoirs  of  the  equestrian  stato  : 
Who,  k»t  to  Albion's  past  and  present  views, 
Heber  ^  thy  chronicles  alone  peruse. 

Go  on,  brave  youths,  till  in  some  future  age 
Whips  shall  become  the  senatorial  badge  -, 
Till  Eagland  see  her  thronging  senators 
Meet  all  at  WesUninster,  in  boots  and  spurs ; 
See  the  whole  House,  with  mutual  frenzy  mad. 
Her  patriots  all  in  leathern  breeches  clad  : 
Of  bets,  not  taxes,  learnedly  debate. 
And  guide  with  equal  reins  a  steed  or  state. 

How  wouU  «  rirtuous  Houhnhym  neigh  disdain. 
To  see  his  brethren  brook  th'  imperious  rein ; 
Bear  slavery's  wanton  whip,  or  galling  goad, 
Soioke  thro'  the  glebe,  or  trace  the  destined  road  ; 
And,  robb'd  of  manhood  by  the  murderous  knife, 
Sustam  each  sordid  toil  of  servile  life. 
Yet  oh  !  what  rage  would  touch  his  generous  mind, 
To  see  his  sons  of  more  than  human  kind ; 
A  kind,  with  each  exalted  virtue  blest. 
Each  gentler  feeling  of  the  liberal  breast, 
Afibcd  diversion  to  that  monster  base. 
That  meanest  spawn  of  man's  half-monkey 'race  ; 
Id  whom  pride,  avarice,  ignorance,  conspire. 
That  hated  anraoal,  a  Yahoo  'squire. 

How  are  the  Tberons  of  these  modern  days  [bays ; 
Chang'd  firom  those  .chiefs  who  toil'd  for  Grecian 
Wbo^  fir'd  with  genuine  glory's  sacred  lust, 
Wbirl'd  the  swift  axle  through  the  Pythian  dust ! 
Theirs  was  the  Pisan  olive's  blooming  spray, 
Thdn  was  the  Tbeban  bard's  recording  lay.  [odds  ? 
What  though  the  grooms  of  Greece  ne'er  took  the 
They  won  no  bets, — but  then  they  soar'd  to  gods; 

s  Author  of  an  Historical  List  of  the  Running 
nana,  he    m 


And  more  an  Hiero's  palm,  a  Pindar's  ode. 
Than  all  th'  united  plates  of  George  bestow'd. 

Greece  1  how  I  kindle  at  thy  magic  name. 
Feel  all  thy  warmth,  and  catoh  the  kindred  flama 
Thy  scenes  sublime  and  awful  visions  rise 
In  ancient  pride  before  my  musing  eyes. 
Here  Sparta's  sons  in  mute  attention  hang. 
While  just  Lycurgus  pours  the  mild  harangue  ; 
There  Xerxes'  hosts,  all  pale  with  deadly  fear. 
Shrink  at  her  fated  hero's  flashing  spear. 
Here  hung  with  many  a  lyre  of  silver  string. 
The  laureate  alleys  of  Ilissus  spring ; 
And  lo,  where  rapt  in  beauty's  heavenly  dream 
Hoar  Plato  walks  his  oliv'd  Academe- 
Yet  ah  !  no  more  the  land  of  arts  and  arms 
Delights  with  wisdom,  or  with  virtue  warms. 
Lo !  the  stem  Turk,  with  more  than  Vandal  rage. 
Has  blasted  all  the  wreaths  of  ancient  age : 
No  more  her  groves  by  Fancy's  feet  are  trod. 
Each  Attic  grace  has  left  the  lov'd  abode. 
Fall'n  is  fair  Greece !  by  Luxury's  pleasing  bane 
Seduc'd,  she  drags  a  barbarous  foreign  chain. 

Britannia,  wateh  !  O  trim  thy  withering  bays. 
Remember  thou  hast  rivall'd  Gnecia's  praise, 
Great  nurse  of  works  divine  !  Yet  oh  !  beware 
Lest  thou  the  fote  of  Greece,  my  country,  share. 
Recall  thy  wonted  worth  with  conscious  pride. 
Thou  too  hast  seen  a  Solon  in  a  Hyde ; 
Hast  bade  thine  Edwards  and  thine  Henries  rear 
With  Spartan  fortitude  the  British  spear ; 
Alike  hast  seen  thy  sons  deserve  the  meed 
Or  of  the  moral  or  the  martial  deed. 
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OLD  WINCHESTER  PLAYHOUSE 

OVER   THB   BUTCHSa's  SHAMBLES. 

Whoe'er  our  stage  examines,  must  excuse 
The  wondrous  shifts  of  the  dramatic  Muse  | 
Then  kindly  listen,  while  the  prologue  rambles 
From  wit  to  beef,  from  Shakespeare  to  the  sham- 
bles ! 
Divided  only  by  one  flight  of  stairs, 
The  monarch  swa^ers,  and  the  butcher  swears ! 
Quick  the  transition  when  the  curtain  drops. 
From  meek  Monimia's  moans  to  mutton«chops ! 
While  for  I^othario's  loss  Lavinia  cries. 
Old  women  scold,  and  dealers  d — n  your  eyes ! 
Here  Juliet  listens  to  the  gentle  lark. 
There  in  harsh  chorus  hungry  bull-dogs  bark. 
Cleavers  and  scymitars  give  blow  for  blow, 
And  heroes  bleed  above»  and  sheep  below  ! 
While  tragic  thunders  shake  the  pit  and  box. 
Rebellows  to  the  roar  the  staggering  ox. 
Cow-horns  and  trumpets  mhi  their  martial  tones. 
Kidneys  and  kings,  mouthing  and  marrow>bones. 
Suet  and  sighs,  blank  verse  and  blood  abound. 
And  form  a  tragi-comedy  around. 
With  weeping  lovers,  dying  calves  complain. 
Confusion  reigns — chaos  is  come  again  1 
Hither  your  steelyards,  butcherR,  bring,  to  weigh 
The  pound  of  flesh,  Anthonio's  bond  must  pay  I 
Hither  your  knives,  ye  Christians,  clad  in  blue. 
Bring  to  be  whetted  by  the  ruthless  Jew  • 
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Hard  it  ont  f<^  who,  setdom  doomM  to  «irt. 
Cast  a  Aeep Veye  oo  this  furfouMenlkieat-^ 
Gaze  m  tirMm,  wh(ch,  ah !  me  <Aimot  cait^ 
And  in  the  midst  of  legi  of  nuitttti— starve ! 
But  woaM  yoa  to  our  house  in  erowds  repair. 
Ye  gcn»roiw  captaiosk  Hod  ye  Uoomliig  flUr, 
The  &te  oTTantahis  we  shOnM  not  fear, 
Nor  pine  for  a  rep*9t  that  is  so  Dem*. 
Moaarebs  no  moi«  would  tupperiess  remain, 
Kor  prq^nAtttqneeoi  for  cutlets  loog  to  vaSo. 


A  PANfiOYRIC 

OK 

OXFORD  ALB. 


■'      '  "Mea  nee  Palenus 
Temperant  titts,  neque  Forntimi 

Pocula  colles.  Hot. 


(wamaK  in  1748.    miusBcp  m  1750.) 

Balm  of  my  caret,  sweet  solace  of  my  toils. 

Hail,  juice  benignant !  O'er  the  costly  cups 

Of  riot-stlrriog  wioe,  unwholesome  drausbt. 

Let  Pride's  loose  sons  prolong  the  wasteful  night; 

My  sober  erening  let  the  tankard  bless. 

With  toast  embrown'd,  and  fragrant  nutmeg  fraught, 

While  the  rich  draught  with  oft-repeated  whiA 

Tobacco  mild  improves.    Divine  repast ! 

Where  no  crude  snrfSeit,  or  intemperate  joys 

Of  lawlew  Bacchus  reign  ;  but  o'er  my  soul 

A  calm  Lethean  creeps ;  in  drowsy  trance 

Each  tbooght  tubsidcHH  and  sweet  oblivion  wraps 

My  peaceful  brain,  as  if  the  leaden  rod 

Of  magic  Morpheos  o*er  mine  ejres  had  shed 

Its  opiate  inAuence.    What  tho*  sore  ills 

Oppress,  dire  want  of  cbill*di8pe1lingcoak 

Or  cfaeerftti  candle,  (save  the  make- weight's  gleam 

Haply  remaining)  beart-rcjoicing  Ale 

Cheers  the  sad  scene,  and  every  want  supplies. 

Meantime,  not  mjndlest  of  the  daily  task 
Of  tutor  sage,  upon  the  learned  leaves 
Of  deep  Smiglecnv  much  I  meditate  ; 
WUIe  Ale  inspirrs,  and  lends  its  kindred  aid. 
The  thought-perplexing  labour  to  pursue. 
Sweet  Helicon  of  logic  !  But  if  friends 
Congenial  call  me  from  the  toilsome  page, 
To  pol-bouse  I  repair,  the  saored  haunt. 
Where,  Ale,  thy  votaries  so  full  resort 
Hold  rites  ndctumal.    In  capacious  chair 
Of  moDumental  oak  and  antiqae  mouki. 
That  long  has  stood  the  rage  of  cooqueriag  years 
Iavk>bite,  (nor  in  more  ample  chair 
Smokes  rosy  Jostioe,  when  th^  important  cause, 
Whether  of  henHEOOst,  or  ot  mirthful  npe, 
In  all  the  majesty  of  paunch  he  tries) 
Studious  of  eaee,  and  provident^  I  place 
My  gladsome  limbs  $  while  in  repeated  rooad 
Retim  replenished  the  successive  cnp^ 
AM  the  bnsfc  fire  oonsptres  to  genial  joy : 
While  haply,  te  relieve  tiie  lia^riiy  bom 
In  famocetai  dfelii^  awMwre  pntt 


On  sofooth  joint-ilool  In  emblematic  play 
The  vain  ^issftutfes  dflbrttine  shows. 
Nor  reckoning,  name  tremendous,  me  d'*stiirti*» 
Nor,  calW  fbr,  <*ill9  my  breast  with  sudden  feir^, 
White  on  the  #onted  door,  expressive  mark. 
The  frequent  penny  stands  describe  to  view, 
In  snowy  characters  and  gNu^efbl  row.— 

Hail,  Ticking !  shrest  ^lairltan  of  disnm ! 
Beneath  thy  shelt^,  pennyK^  »  i  qnsff 
The  cheerfol  cup,  nor  hear  with  hop^ess  heart 
New  oystera  cry'd  j— tho'  much  the  poet's  friend, 
Ne'er  yet  attempted  in  poetic  strain. 
Accept  this  tribute  of  poetic  praise ! 

Nor  proctor  thrice  with  vocal  heel  alarms 
Our  joys  Secure,  nor  deigns  the  lowly  roof 
Of  pot-house  snug  to  visit :  wiser  he 
The  splendki  tavern  haunts,  or  coflec-hrHwe 
Of  James  or  Juggins,  where  the  {nattftl  bieath 
Of  loath'd  tobacco  ne'er  dilRw'd  its  bain ; 
But  the  lewd  spendthrift,  fklsely  deemed  polite, 
While  steams  aronnd  the  fraprant  ImJImi  bowl. 
Oft  damns  the  vulgar  sons  of  humbler  Ale : 
In  vain— ^he  proctor's  voice  nrrwts  thdr  inys; 
Just  fktc  of  wanton  pride  and  loose  excess ; 
Nor  less  by  day  delightful  Is  thy  draught, 
AlUpow*rfoi  Ale  !  whose  sonrw-aoothlng  sweets    ' 
Oft  I  repeat  in  vacant  afternoon. 
When  tatter'd  stockings  ask  toy  mending  hand    ' 
Not  unexperienced ;  while  the  tedkras  tdl 
Slides  unregarded.     Let  the  tender  swain 
Each  mom  regale  on  nerve-relaxing  tea, 
Companion  meet  of  Iftngu^r^oving  nymph : 
Be  mine  each  mom  with  eager  appetite 
And  hunger  undtssembled,  C6  repah* 
To  friendly  battery ;  there  on  smoakmg  crust 
And  foaming  Ale  to  banquet  unrestrainM, 
Material  breskfhst !  Thus  in  ancient  days 
Our  ancestors  robust  with  liberal  cups 
Usbeed  the  mora,  unlike  the  squeamish  sons 
Of  modem  times :  nor  ever  had  the  might 
Of  Britons  brave  decayed,  had  thns  t1>ey  fed. 
With  British  Ale  improving  British  worth. 
With  Ale  irrigtious,  undismay'd  I  hear 
The  frequent  dun  ascend  my  tefty  dome 
Importunate :  whether  the  plaintive  ▼oice 
Of  laikndress  shrill  awake  my  startled  ear ; 
Or  barber  spruce  with  sUppTe  look  intnide  ; 
Or  taylor  with  obsequious  bow  advance  ; 
Or  groom  invade  me  with  defying  front 
And  stem  demeanour,  whose  emaciate  steeds 

'  In  the  Companion  to  the  Guide,  dCc.  our  author 
thus  humorously  comments  on  his  own  poan ; 
"  In  this  neighbourhood,  adjdnmg  to  the  east  end 
of  Caciax  church,  are  to  be  fbuul  the  imperfect 
ttaces  of  a  place,  properly  dedicated  to'the  Mbses, 
and  described  hi  out  statutes  by  the  ^n^tiar  but 
forbiddmg  denomhiation  of  PennyUst  Bench.  Bift- 
tory  and  tradition  report,  that  mJiny  eikilnent  poeta 
have  been  btnehers  here.  T6  this  teat  o(f  the  Mus5 
we  are  most  probably  mdebted  tor  that  cefebraccd 
poem.  The  SbUndid  Shilling  of  PhOips;  and  that 
the  author  of  the  Panegyric  an  Oajbrd  Ale  waa  no 
stranger  to  this  inspiring  bench,  may  be  ^ty  con- 
cluded from  these  verses.  Where  he  auldK^  the 
god  or  goddess  of  ticking  ; 

«•  Benaatl\  thy  shelter,  pennyle$s  I  quaff 
The  chieerfbl  cup." 
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(Whene'er  or  Phoebus  sbone  with  kindlier  beams. 
Or  luckier  chance  the  borrow'd  boots  supplyM) 
Had  panted  oft  beoeftth  my  goring  steel. 
In  vain  they  plead  or  threat :  all-pow'rful  Ale 
Excuses  new  supplies,^  and  each  descends 
With  joyless  pace,  and  debt-despairing  looks : 
Fen  Spacey  with  indignant  brow  retires. 
Fiercest  of  duns  !  and  conqner'd  quits  the  field. 

Why  did  the  gods  such  various  blessings  pour 
On  hapless  oioitaU,  from  their  grateful  hanids 
So  soon  the  short-livM  bounty  to  recall  ?— 
I1iu«  while,  improTideot  of  future  ill» 
I  quaff  the  luscious  tankard  uncontrollM, 
And  thoughtless  riot  in  unUcens'd  bliss ; 
Sadden  (dire  fate  uf  all  things  excellent !) 
Th'  unpitying  bnrsar's  cross-affixing  hand 
Blasts  all  my  joys,  and  stops  my  glad  career. 
Nor  DOW  the  friendly  pot-'fiouse  longer  yields 
A  sure  retreat,  when  night  o*ershades  the  skies ; 
Nor  Sheppsrd,  barbarons  matron,  longer  gives 
The  wobted  triist,  and  Winter  ticks  no  more. 

Thus  Adam,  exil'd  from  the  beauteous  scenes 
Of  Eden,  griev'd,  no  more  m  fragrant  bow*r 
On  fruits  divine  to  feast,  fresh  shade  and  vale 
No  more  to  visit,  or  vioe-maniled  grot ; 
But  all  forlortt,  the  dreary  wilderness 
And  aorqoicmg  solitudes  to  trace : 
Thas  too  the  matchless  banl  S  whose  lay  resound^ 
The  Splendid  SbiIlio|r*s  praise,  in  nightly  gloom 
Of  kwesome  garret,  pin'd  for  cheerful  Ale  ; 
Whose  steps  io  verse  Miltonic  1  pursue. 
Mean  follower :  like  him  with  honest  love 
Of  Ale  divine  inspired,  and  love  of  song. 
Bat  kxig  may  bonuteoos  Heav*n  with  watchful  care 
Avert  his  hapless  lot !  Enough  for  me 
That  bomjug  with  congenial  dame  I  dar'd 
His  guiding  steps  at  distance  to  pursue. 
And  sing  his  favorite  theme  in  kindred  strains. 
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Whiii  now  mature  in  classic  knowledge. 

The  joyful  youth  is  sent  to  college, 

Bis  iaUier  comes,  a  vicar  plain. 

At  Oxford  brad — m  Anna's  reign, 

And  tbos,  in  form  of  bnmble  suitor, 

Bowing  accosts  a  reverend  tutor :  ' 

*J.  Philips. 

1  This  poem  took  its  rise  from  an  epigram,  which 
our  poet  wrote  as  scholar  of  Trinity  College ;  and 
which  meeting  with  the  approbation  of  the  presi- 
dent. Dr.  Huddetdbrd,  Warton  at  his  request  para- 
phrased in  English.  The  English  poem  was  first 
poUisbed  in  the  Student,  in  Uie  year  1750,  aind 
afterwards  much  altered  and  improved.  The  ori- 
ginal Latin  sketch  will  be  found  among  bis  Latin 
poems.  '*  At  the  hazard  of  an  imputation  of 
paftia!it|r  to  the  author  (says  Dr.  Warton  in  his 
edition  of  Pbpe,  vol.  ii.  p.  3Q2A  I  venture  to.  ssy 
that  I  prefer  a  poem  called  The  Progress  «/  !)•#- 
content,  to  any  imitaftk>9  of  Swif^  that  bMSTer  7^^ 
appeared." 


"  Sir,  Fm  a  61o^»l«raliif«  divine^ 

And  this  my  eldest  son  of  aine ; 

My  wife's  ambition  and  ray  own 

Was  that  this  child  shook!  wear  a  go«m  i 

Y\\  warrant  that  his  good  behaviottr 

Will  justify  your  future  favour; 

And,  for  his  parts,  to  tell  the  truth. 

My  son's  a  very  forward  youth; 

Has  Horace  all  by  heart— ^you'd  wonder— . 

And  mouths  out  Homer's  Greek  like  thmider. 

If  you'd  examine— and  admit  hitt, 

A  scholarship  would  iricely  fit  him  ; 

That  he  succeeds  tis  ten  to  one  ;     * 

Your  vote  and  interest,  sir  f'^-'Tis  done. 

Ourpnpirs  hopes,  tho*  twice  defeattKl, 
Are  with  a  scholarship  completed : 
A  scholarship  but  half  maintains. 
And  college-rules  are  heavy  chains  : 
In  garret  dark  he  smokes  and  puns, 
A  prey  to  discipline  and  dona  ; 
And  now,  intent  on  new  designs, 
Sighs  for  a  fellowship— and  fines. 

When  nine  full  tfrdioos  winters  past  *, 
That  utmost  wish  is  crown*d  at  last: 
But  the  rich  prize  no  sooner  got. 
Again  he  quarrels  with  his  lot : 
"  These  fellowships  are  pretty  things. 
We  live  indeed  like  petty  kmgs : 
But  who  can  bear  to  waste  his  whole  age 
Amid  the  dulness  of  a  college, 
Debarr'd  the  common  joys  of  life, 
.\nd  that  prime  bliss — a  loving  wife ! 
O  !  what's  a  table  richly  spread. 
Without  a  woman  at  its  hc»d  ! 
Would  some  snug  benefice  but  fell, 
Ye  feasts,  ye  dinners !  fiirewell  all  ! 
To  offices  I'd  bid  adieu, 
Of  dean,  vice  praes.— of  bursar  too; 
Come  joys,  that  rural  quiet  yield'^, 
Come,  tythes,  and  house,  and  fruitful  fields  !" 

Too  fond  of  freedom  and  of  ease 
A  patron's  vanity  to  pleate, 
IxMig  time  he  watches,  and.  by  stealth. 
Each  frail  incumbent^  doubtful  health  ; 
At  length,  and  in  his  fortieth  year, 
A  living  drops— two  hundred  clear  ! 
With  breast  elate  beyond  expression, 
He  hurries  down  to  take  possession, 
With  rapture  views  the  sweet  retreat— 
"  What  a  convenient  house  !  how  neat  * 
For  fuel  here's  sufficient  wood  : 
Pray  God  the  cellars  BMy  be  good  ! 
The  garden — that  most  lie  new  plann'd — 
Shall  these  old-fashion'd  yew-trees  stand  } 
O'er  yonder  vacant  plot  sl)all  rise 
The  flow'ry  shrub  of  thousand  dies : — 
Von  wall,  that  feels  the  southern  ray. 
Shall  blush  with  ruddy  firuitage  gay : 
While  thick  beneath  its  aspect  warm 
O'er  well-rang'd  hives  the  bees  shall  s#arm, 
From  which,  ere  I6ng,  of  golden  gleam 
Metheglin's  luscious  juice  shall  stream : 
This  awkward  hut,  o'ergrown  with  ivy, 
i  We'll  alter  to  a  modem  pKJ^ : 


«The  scholars  of  Trinity  are  superannuated,  if 
they  do  not  succeed  to  fellowships  in  nine  yearr 
after  their  election  to  scholarships. 
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WARTON'S  POEM& 


Up  yon  gftem  t1ope»  of  baieli  triiBy 

An  avenae  to  cool  and  dim 

Shall  to  an  harbour  at  the  end, 

In  spite  of  goilt,  entice  a  friend. 

My  prwicre»or  lov'd  derotion-* 

But  of  a  garden  had  no  notton." 
Continniog  this  fantastic  force  oOy 

Be  now  commences  country  puvon* 

To  make  his  character  entire^ 

He  weds— a  cousin  of  the  'aqoire; 

Not  over  weighty  in  the  purse. 

But  many  doctors  have  done  worse : 

And  tho'  she  boasts  no  charms  divine, 

Yet  she  can  carve  and  make  birch  wine* 
Thus  fixt,  content  he  taps  his  barrel, 

Exhorts  his  neighbours  not  to  quarrel ; 

Fmds  his  church-wardens  have  discerning 

Both  in  good  liqnor  and  good  learning; 

With  tythes  his  bams  replete  he  sees. 

And  chuckles  o'er  his  surplice  fees  ; 

Studies  to  find  out  latent  duet. 

And  regulates  the  state  of  pews  ; 

Rides  a  sleek  diare  with  purple  housing, 

To  share  tlie  monthly  club^s  carousing ; 
Of  Oxford  pranks  facetious  tells. 

And — but  on  Sundays— hears  no  bells  ; 
Sends  presents  of  his  choicest  fruit. 
And  prunes  himself  each  sapless  dioot; 
Plants  cauliflowers,  and  boasts  to  rear 
The  earliest  melons  of  the  year ; 
Thinks  alteration  charming  work  is. 
Keeps  Bantam  cocks,  and  feeds  his  turkies; 
Builds  in  his  copse  a  fav'rite  bench, 
And  stores  the  pond  with  carp  and  tench. — 

But  ah  I  too  soon  his  thottghtlett  breast 
By  cares  domestic  is  opprest ; 
And  a  third  butcher's  bill,  and  brewing. 
Threaten  inevitable  ruin : 
For  chMdren  fresh  expenses  yet. 
And  Dicky  now  for  school  is  fit 
«  Why  did  I  sell  my  college  life" 
(He  cries)  **  for  benefice  and  wife  } 
Return,  ye  days,  when  endless  pleasure 
I  found  in  reading,  or  in  leisure  ! 

-  When  calm  around  the  common  room 
I  puiTd  my  daily  pipe's  perfume  I 
Rode  for  a  stomach,  and  inspected. 
At  annual  bottlings,  corks  selected : 
And  din'd  untaxed,  untroubled,  under 
The  portrait  of  our  ^pious  founder  1 
When  impositions  were  supply'd 
To  light  my  pipe — or  sooth  my  pride- 
No  cares  were  then  for  forward  peas, 
A  yearly-longing  wife  to  please ; 
My  thoughts  no  cbrist'ning  dinners  crost. 
No  chUdren  cry'd  for  buttered  toast ; 
And  ev'ry  night  I  went  to  bed. 
Without  a  modus  in  my  head  !*' 

Oh  1  trifling  head,  and  fickle  heart ! 
C!h^grin*d  at  whatsoe'er  thoa  art ; 
A  dupe  to  follies  yet  untrsr'd. 
And  sick  of  pleasures,  scarce  enjoy'd  I 
Each  prize  pussets^d,  thy  transport  ceises, 
And  in  pursoii  alone  il  pteasM.       * 


PHAETON, 

AND  THE 

ONE-HORSE  CHAHL 

At  Blagrave's  >  once  upon  a  time. 

There  stood  a  Phaeton  sublime : 

Unsullied  by  th^  dusty  ruad 

Its  wheels  with  recent  crimson  glow'd  ; 

Its  rdes  displayed  a  dazzling  hue, 

Its  harness  tight,  its  lining  new : 

No  scheme-enamourM  youth,  I  ween, 

Survey*d  the  gaily-deck*d  machine. 

But  fbndly  longM  to  seize  the  reins. 

And  whirl  o'er  Caropsfield's  <  tempting  plains. 

Meantime  it  chanc*d,  that  hstd  at  hand 

A  One-Horse  Chair  had  took  its  sUod : 

When  thus  ouf  vehicle  begun 

To  sneer  the  luckless  Chaise  and  One. 

**  How  could  my  master  place  me  here 
Within  thy  vulgar  atmosphere  ? 
Fhxn  classic  s round  pray  shHt  thy  sution, 
Thon  scorn  of  Oxford  education ! — 
Your  homely  make,  believe  me,  man. 
Is  craite  upon  the  Gothic  plan  ; 
And  you,  and  all  your  clumsy  kind. 
Far  lowest  purposes  designed : 

I  Fit  only,  with  a  one-ey'd  mare, 
To  drag,  for  benefit  of  ah*, 
The  country  parson's  pregnant  wife. 
Thou  friend  of  dull  domestic  life  ! 
Or,  with  his  maid  and  aunt,  to  school 
To  carry  Dicky  bn  a  stool : 
Or,  haply,  to  some  christening  gay 
A  brace  of  godmothers  convey. — 
Or,  when  blest  Saturday  prepares 
For  London  tradesmen  rest  from  cares, 
Tis  thine  to  make  them  happy  one  day, 
Companion  of  their  genial  Sunday ! 
Tis  thine,  o'er  turnpikes  newly  made. 
When  thnely  show'rs  the  dust  have  laid. 
To  bear  tome  alderman  serene 
To  fragrant  Hampstead*s  sylvan  sceiie. 
Nor  higher  scarce  thy  merit  rises 
Among  the  polish'd  sons  of  Isis. 
Hir'd  for  a  solitary  crown, 
C&inst  thou  to  schemes  invite  the  gown  ? 
Go,  tempt  some  prig,  pretending  taste. 
With  hat  new  cock'd,  and  newly  iac'd» 
O'er  mutton-chops,  and  scanty  wine. 
At  hiimble  Dorchester  to  dine ! 
Meantime  remember,  lifeless  drone ! 
I  carry  bucks  and  bloods  alone. 
And  oh  I  whene'er  the  weather's  friendly^ 
What  mn  at  Abingdon  or  Henley, 
But  still  my  vast  importance  feels. 
And  gladly  greets  my  entering  wheels ! 
And  think,  obedient  to  the  thong. 
How  yoD  gay  street  we  smoke  along : 
While  all  with  envious  wonder  view 
The  comer  turn'd  to  quick  and  true." 
To  check  an  upstart't  empty  pride. 
Thus  sage  the  One-Horse  Chair  reply'd. 

1  Blagnrve,  well  known  at  Oxford  for  letting  out 
carriages,  1769.  W. 
t^Xfttliatoad^BleidiehB.  W. 
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ODE  TO  A  GRIZZLE  WIG.  ....  SOLILOQUY. 


"  Prty,  when  the  consequence  is  weigh*(], 
What's  mil  your  spirit  and  )Nirade  ? 
Pnxn  mirth  ta  grief  what  sad  transitions. 
To  broken  bones  and  impositions  ! 
Or  if  uo  bones  are  broke,  what's  worse, 
Yoor  schemes  make  work  for  Glass  and  Kourse  ^. 
On  us  pray  spare  your  keen  reproaches, 
FrofQ  One- Horse  Chain  men  rise  to  Coaches  ; 
If  calm  Discretion's  stedfest  hand 
With  caations  skill  the  reins  command. 
From  me  fair  Health's  fresh  fountain  springs, 
Cer  roe  soft  Sougness  spreads  her  wings  : 
And  Inoucence  reflects  her  ray 
To  gild  my  calm  sequesler'd  way  : 
Fen  kings  might  quit  their  state  to  share 
Comaotment  and  a  One-Horse  Chair/— 
What  though,  o'er  yonder  echoing  street 
Your  rapid  wteels  resound  so  sweet  j 
Shall  Isis'  sons  thus  vainly  prize 
A  rattle  of  B  larger  size  ?" 

Blagrave,  who  during  the  disput* 
ftood  in  a  comer,  snug  and  mute, 
Surpris'd,  no  doubt,  in  lofty  versa 
To  hear  bis  carriages  converse. 
With  soleom  lace,  o'er  Oxford  ale. 
To  me  discloa»d  this  wondrous  tale : 
1  straight  dispatcb'd  it  to  the  Muse, 
Who  brush'd  it  up  for  Jackson's  news. 
And,  what  has  oft  been  penn'd  in  prosey 
Added  this  moral  at  the  close. 

"  Things  may  be  nstful,  tho»  obscure  j 
The  pace  that's  slow  is  often  sure : 
When  empty  pageantries  we  prize. 
We  mast  but  dust  to  blind  our  eyas.* 
Tbe  goMeo  mean  can  best  bestow 
Ssfety  for  unsobsfeantial  show." 
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ODE 

TO   A 

GRIZZLE  WIG. 

BY  A  CSNTLXliAlf    WBO   HAD   JUST  LEFT  OFF  HIS  BOB 

Ail  bail,  ye  tfurls,  that;  rang'd  in  reverend  tow, 
TVTth  snowy  pomp  my  conscious  shoulders  hide  t 
Thit  fisll  beneath  in  venerable  flow. 
And  crown  my  brows  above  with  feathery  pride ! 
High  on  your  summit,  Wisflom's  mimick'd  air 
Sitsthroo'd,  with  Pedantry  her  solemn  sire. 
And  m  her  net  of  awe-diffusing  hair 
Eotangies  fools,  and  bids  the  crowd  admire, 
aer  every  lock,  that  floats  in  full  display, 
Stge  Ignorance  her  gloom  scholastic  throws  ; 
Asd  stamps  o'er  all  my  visage,'  once  so  gay, 
Uomeaning  Gravity's  serene  repose. 
Cm  thus  large  wigs  our  reverence  engage  ? 
HiTe  baibtm  thus  the  pow'r  to  blind  our  eyes } 
1$  science  thus  conferred  on  every  sage. 
By  Bayliss,  Blenkinsop^  and  lofty  Wise  i  ? 
Bat  thoQ,  forewell,  my  Bob  !  whose  thin-wove  thatch 
Was  ster'd  with  qu^  and  cranks,  and  wanton  wiles, 
Tbat  love  to  live  within  the  one-curl'd  scratch. 
With  Fan,  and  all  the  fomily  of  Smiles. 


^Sorgeonsm  Oxford 

» SmiDeiil  perakc-ioaken  in  Oxford. 


W. 


Safe  m  thy  privilege,  near  Isis'  brook. 
Whole  afternoons  at  Woltercote  I  quard ; 
At  eve  my  careless  round  in  High-street  took. 
And  call'd  at  Jolly's  for  the  casual  draught. 
No  more  the  wherry  foels  my  stroke  so  true : 
At  skittles,  in  a  Grizzle,  can  I  play  ? 
Woodstock,  farewell !  and  WaUingford,  adieu ! 
Where  many  a  scheme  reliev'd  the  lingering  day. 
Such  were  the  joys  that  ouce  Hilario  crown'd. 
Ere  grave  Preferment  came  my  peace  to  rob : 
Such  are  the  less  ambitious  pleasures  found 
Beneath  the  liceat  of  an  humble  Bob. 


CASTLE  BARBEW8  SOULOHUY. 

WRlTraN   IN  TBI   tATl  WAt. 

I  WBO  with  such  success— alas  f  till 

The  war  came  on — have  shav'd  the  Castle : 

Who  by  the  nose,  with  hand  unshaken. 

The  boldest  heroes  oft  have  taken  ; 

In  humble  strain  am  doom'd  to  mourn 

My  fortune  chBng»d,  and  state  forlorn ! 

My  soap  scarce  ventures  into  froth. 

My  razors  rust  in  idle  sloth ! 

Wisdom  » !  to  you  my  verse  appeals; 

You  share  the  griefs  your  bari)er  feels: 

Scarce  cotnes  a  student  once  a  whole  age. 

To  stock  your  desolated  college. 

Our  trade  how  ill  an  army  suits ! 

This  comes  of  pickiog  up  recruits. 

last  is  the  robber's  occupation ; 

No  robbing  thrives — but  of  the  nation : 

For  hardy  necks  no  rope  is  twisted. 

And  e'en  the  hangman's  self  is  hsted.— 

Thy  publishers,  O  mighty  Jackson  I 

With  scarce  a  scanty  coat  their  backs  on. 

Warning  to  youth  no  longer  teach. 

Nor  live  upon  a  dsring  speech. 

In  cassoc  clad,  for  want  of  breeches. 

No  more  the  Castle-chaplain  preaches. 

Oh  !  were  our  troops  but  safely  landed. 

And  every  regiment  disbanded  ! 

They'd  make,  I  trust,  a  new  campaign 

On  Henley's  hill,  or  Campsfleld's  plain : 

Destin'd  at  home,  in  peaceful  state. 

By  me  fresh-sbav'd,  to  meet  their  fate  ! 

Regard,  ye  justices  of  peace  ! 
Tlie  Castle-barber's  piteous  case  : 
And  kmdly  make  some  snug  addition. 
To  better  his  distrest  condition. 
Not  that  I  mean,  by  such  expressions. 
To  shave  your  worships  at  the  sessions  | 
Or  would,  with  vain  presumption  big. 
Aspire  to  con»b  the  judge's  wig  : 
Far  less  ambitious  thoughts  are  mine. 
Far  humbler  hopes  my  views  conflne.-— 
Then  think  not  that  I  ask  amiss; 
My  small  request  is  only  Uiis, 
That  I,  by  leave  of  Leigh  or  Pardo, 
May,  with  the  Castle — shave  Bocardo  «. 

»  The  governor  of  Oxford  castle.      fT, 

«  The  name  of  a  prison  ip  ^'^f'^ripV-^z-^rrTp 


Thus,  u  at  tev  oft  F«e  bea^U 
Bough  semtowio  Wales  i««fcnr*d. 
The  JoMCB,  Moigani.  and  Ap-Ricei, 
Keep  fiddles  with  their  benefiocai 


WAR.TON*  POSMS. 


OXFORD  NEffSMA}?S  VERSES. 

KA  THE  Y£AR  1760. 

TaniK  of  the  palmi,  injr  masters  dear ! 
That  crown  this  memorable  year  I 
Come  m  the  glass,  mf  b««t»  €i  gold. 
To  Britam's  heroes  brisk  and  bold ; 
While  into  rhyme  I  strive  to  turn  all 
The  fem*d  events  of  many  a  journal. 

France  feeds  her  ions  oo  meagre  sonp, 
>Twas  hence  they  lost  their  Guadaloup : 
What  tho*  they  dress  so  fine  and  ja»nty  ? 
They  could  not  keep  Marigalante. 
Their  forts  in  Afric  could  not  repel 
The  thunder  of  undaunted  Keppel : 
Brave  commodore !  how  we  a4ore  jr* 
For  giving  us  suq<»ss  at  Ooree. 
Tjconderago,  and  Niagara, 
Make  each  true  Briton  singO  rare  a  ! 
I  trust  the  taking  of  Crown-Point 
Has  put  French  courage  out  of  joi»fc» 
Can  we  forget  the  tiipely  check 
Wolfe  gave  the  scoundrel^  at  Qud>ec  *  ? — 
That  name  has  stopp'd  my  glad  career,— 
Your  foithfiil  newsman  drops  a  l«ar! — 

But  other  triumphs  still  remain, 
And  rouse  to  glee  my  rhymes  again. 

On  Minden's  plains,  ye  meek  mounteers  1 
Remember  Kingsley's  grenadiers. 
You  vamly  thought  to  ballarag  us 
With  your  fine  squadron  off  cape  Lagos.; 
But  when  Boscawen  came,  La  Clue  « 
Sheer'd  off,  and  look'd  confounded  blue* 
Conflans  \  all  cowardice  and  puff, 
Hop'd  to  demolish  hardy  Ditff ; 
But  soon  unlook'd-for  gons  o'eraw'd  bim> 
Hawke  darted  ft>rtH,  and  nobly  claw'd  him. 
And  now  their  vaunted  Formidable 
Lies  captive  to  a  British  cable. 
Would  you  demand  the  glorious  cause 
Whence  Britain  every  trophy  draws  ? 
You  need  not  puzzle  long  your  wit  j— « 
Fame,  from  her  trumpet,  answers—Pilt 


When  «wy  netk  prodoc'd  soae  lucky  biT, 
And  all  our  paragra^  were  plann'd  by  PitU 
We  newsmen  dnnk-«as  Eaghmd's  heroes  fotiglit. 
While  every  victory  procnr'd— *  pot. 
Abroad,  we  coiM|Her'd  Frai^  ami  hambted  Spams 
At  hoflse,  ficb  haciiesls  csowa'd  the  laughing  plwi. 
Then  ran  in  wuaken  free  the  newsman's  versea. 
Blithe  waie  our  hearty  and  full  our  leathern  pucses. 
But  now,  no  more  the  stream  of  plenty  flows. 
No  more  new  conquests  warm  the  oewsmaa's  nose* 
Our  sb^tta'd  cOtagcfi  admit  the  rain, 
Our  infiinta  steetch  their  hands  for  bread  in  vain. 
All  hope  is  fied,  our  fsmilies  are  WKtooe  ; 
Provisions  all  aro  carr5''d  up  to  Ixmdoa ; 
Our  copious  granaries  disjUUers  thin,  ' 

Who  raise  our  bread--hut  do  not  cbeapeo  gisi. 
Th'  effects  of  expoitatioa  slill  we  me ; 
I  wish  th'  exporters  wera  exported  too ! 
In  every  pot-house  is  tv^iaid  our  score ; 
And  generous  captain  Jolly  ticks  mo  more  ! 
Yet  still  in  stoieafgOebftpyiness  remains. 
Some  triumphs  that  may  grace  these  annual  sftnnf. 
Misfortunes  pest  no  kunger  T  repeat- 
George  has  declared— that  we  aj^Mi  shall  eal. 
Sweet  Willhelminy,  spite  of  wind  and  tide. 
Of  Denmark's  monarch  shines  the  blaoiiiiag  bridee 
She^sgooe!  but  tbem'&  another  in  her  stead. 
For  of  a  princes*  Chaslotte's  broaght  to  bed : — 
Oh,  cou'd  1  but  have  had  one  single  sap. 
One  single  snifi;  at  Chadotie^s  candle-cap  ! 
I  heai^-Oodhtess  it^lis  a  eharoing  girl. 
So  here's  her  health  in  half  a  pint  of  purl* 
But  much  I  fear,  this.  rhynse-achaMsted  soo^ 
Has  kept  you  from  your  ChriUmaa  cheer  toa  to^ 
Our  poor  endeavouia  view  wilA^  graoioiis  eye* 
And  bake  these  lines  beneath  a  Choitiiias-pie ! 


FOR  THE  YF.AR  1767. 

Dismal  the  news,  which  Jackson's  yearly  bard 
Each  ciroling  Christmas  brinjrs,— "  The  times  are 

haid !» 
There  was  a  time  when  Granby's  grenadiers 
Trimm'd  the  tec'd  jackets  of  the  French  moanseers ; 

I  Before  this  place  feU  the  brave  Wolfe ;  yet  with 
the  satisfaction  of  first  hearing  that  his  troops  ware 
victorioas.  The  other  places  here  enumerated  were 
conquests  of  the  preceding  year.  W. 

«  The  French  admiral.  fV. 

'  Another  Prem^  admiral  9V, 


FOR  THE  YEAR  1768. 

Still  shall  the  newsman^  annual  rh3rmes 

Complain  of  taxes  and  the  times  ? 

Each  year  our  copies  shall  we  make  on 

The*prioe  of  batter,  bread,  and  bacon  f 

Forbid  it,  all  je  pow»rs  of  verse ! 

A  happier  subject  I  rehearse. 

Farewell  distress,  and  gloomy  cares  I 

A  merrier  theme  my  Muse  prepares. 

For  lo !  to  save  us,  oo  a  sudden. 

In  shape  of  porter,  beef,  and  puddfeg. 

Though  late,  electioneering  comes  I — 

Strike  up,  ye  trumpets,  and  ye  drums  ; 

At  length  we  change  our  wonted  note. 

And  feast,  all  winter,  on  a  vote. 

$ure  canvaming  was  never  hotter ! 

But  whether  Hareoart,  Nares.  or  Cotler  >, 

At  this  grand  crisia  will  succeed, 

We  freemen  have  not  jwt  decreed. — 

Methinks,  with  mirtb  yaur  sides  are  shakiar» 

To  hear  us  talk  of  member-making  I 

Yet  know,  that  we  di^«ct  the  state ; 

On  us  depends  the  nation*s  fate. — 

What  though  some  doctor's  cast-off  wig 

O'ershades  my  pate,  not  worth  a  fig ; 

My  whole  apparel  in  decay ; 

My  beaid  unshav'd— on  new-year's  day; 

1  Candidates^foc  the  city, cf  Oxford.    fT. 
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Id  mebchoM  (U»*  Uni**  pwUsctor) 
A  freemwi,  newwnaik  and  clfsftor ; 
TbiwHfh  cold,  and  nil  uwMr  my  *««  5— 
My  brent  for  BriUia's  freedom  gM»  i — 
Tboa^  turned,  by  poverty,  my  coat. 
It  ne'er  wm  tmuM  to  give  a  vote- 

Meantime,  howc'er  improvM  our  fate  is 
J?r  jovial  cup«,  eadbi  evening,  yrati^; 
Forget  net,  'midst  yoat  Christmas  cheer. 
The  customs  of  the  coqainf  yev  s— " 
Jo  answer  to  this  short  epistle. 
Your  Unkard  tend,  to  wet  ouf  wbisHe! 


FOB  TH£  YEAJR  1770. 


With  the  Arst  iKitnots  of  the  Datk»; 

In sfsritliigh,  » podwt  l«w^ 

We  patriots  of  the  Bu*ohar-n)V* 

Tbos,  Uhe  out  betteis,  ask  redren 

For  high  and  Vtsfaty  irrievanoca, 

Real,  tho'  pevk^  in  rhyme,  as  thoae 

Which  oft  onr  Joui»»l  !••«  m  proas  >— 
•<  Ye  rarmi  'squires,  so  phimp  and  sloek. 

Who  Hiwly     Ts<  Ison,  once  a  week  ; 

While  nam  your  bospihiMe  board 

With  coM  sMoio  is  amply  rtorM, 

And  oU  October,  iiotBMSg»d  nice, 

Sead  OS  a  tankard  and  a  sKoe ! 

Ye  cooatry  panoos,  stand  our  firic^ids. 

While  ao«  tfaa  dririag  slael  descends ! 

Gite  us  yom-  aatiywtad  canes, 

Tohdp  us  throygk  tbe  miry  lanes; 

Or  with  a  rus^  griazle  wig 

This  Christmas  deign  owr  pates  to  ng. 

Ye  Boble  gern'man  of  the  gown. 

View  not  onr  ▼ersea  with  a  firownl 

Bat,  io  return  for  quick  dispatches, 

fainte  us  to  yoor  bottcry-halcbes ! 

Ye  too.  whose  booses  arc  so  bandy, 

P«r  co&e,  tea,  rorn,  wine,  and  brandy  } 

Pride  of  fisir  Oxford's  gawdy  streets, 

YoQ  too  oor  strain  sobmissive  greets ! 

Hear  Honcnan,  Spindlow,  Khig.  and  Harper  H 

The  weather  smc  was  never  sharper  i — 

Matnm  of  matrovn,  Martha  Baggs ! 

Dnm  your  poor  newsman  clad  in  rags  ! 

Dirt  mbdnefs  folks  above  are  brewing, 

Tbe  aation's — maA  tbe  newsman's  ruin  ;»- 

lis  yoms  our  sorrows  to  remove  J 

Aod  if  tkom  geaeions  ye  prove, 

Rjr  friends  so  good  w'e'ra  bound  to  pray 

m— ocrt  returns  n  nwa-yaar^  day !  »• 
«  Giv*n  at  oor  naelancboly  cavern, 
The  cellar  of  tiie  Sheep's  Head.tavaro." 


FOR  THB  YEAR  1771. 

DiLidoos  news    a.  war  with  Spain  I 
New  rapture  fires.oor  Christmas  stiam. 
B^otd,  to  strike  each  Briton's  eyes» 
Wbst  briglit  vietorioos  scenes  arise ! 
What  paraijapbs  of  English  glory 
Wai  naster  Jackson  set  before  ye ! 

>  Kaepeiv  of  noted  cofiee-booses  in  Oxford.    W. 


The  govetnopr  of  Buenos  Ayw» 

Shall  dearly  pay  for  bis  vagaries ; 

For  whether  North,  or  wjietber  Chatham^ 

ShaU  nils  the  roast,  we  must  have-at-'em : 

Galloons-— Havannah — ^Porto  Bello, — 

Ere4oz^  will  make  the  nation  maUow :— 

Our  late  trite  themes  we  view  with  acorn* 

Bellas  the  bold,  and  parson  Home : 

Kor  more,  through  many  a  tedious  wintert 

The  triumphs  of  the  patriot  squioter, 

The  ins  and  outs,  wiUi  caot  eternal. 

Shall  crowd  each  column  of  our  JoumaL— 

After  a  dreary  season  past. 

Our  turn  to  live  is  come  at  last : 

Gen'rals,  and  admirals,  and  JewjB, 

Contr^otorsu  printers,  men  of  news. 

All  thrive  bv  war,  and  line  theUr  pockets. 

And  leave  the  works  of  peace  to  blockbeadl. 

But  stay,  my  Muse,  this  hasty  fit — 
The  war  is  not  daclar'd  as  yet : 
And  we,  though  now  so  blithe  we  sing^ 
May  all  be  preaiM  to  serve  the  King! 
Therefore,  meantime,  our  masters  4[eai:, 
Produce  your  hospitable  cheer  : — 
While  we,  with  much  sincere  delight. 
(Whether  we  publish  news— or  fi^t) 
Like  England's  undegeoerate  soos» 
Will  drink— confusion  to  the  I>ons ! 


POfiMATA  UEXAMETRA. 

MONS  CATHARmm  \ 
raopa  wimtokiasi. 

Abrii  Catharina  jugi  qu&  vertice  summo, 
Danorum  veteres  fossas,  immauia  castra, 
Et  circumducti  servat  vestigia  valli ; 
Wiccamicae  mos  est  pubi,  celebrare  palaestras 
Multipllces,  passiroque  levi  contendere  lusu, 
Festa  dies  quoties  reditt,  conccssaque  rite 
Otia,  purpureoque  rubentes  lumine  soles, 
Invitant,  tetricae  curas  lenire  Minervse, 
Librorumque  moras,  et  iniqua  remittere  pensa* 

Ergo,  Cecropise  quales  sestate  cohortes, 
Siquando  ceras,  nondumque  tenacia  linquunt 
Mella  vags,  luduntque  fovis  ejcamina  missa, 
Mox  studio  majore  novos  obitura  Labores; 
Egreditur  pullatum  agmen  ^  caraposque  patentes 
Occupat,  iDgentisque  tenet  spatia  ardua  clivi. 
Nee  mora ;  quisque  sues  mores,  animumque  fateri, 
Ingeniumque  sequi,  propriaeque  accingier  arti. 
Pars  aciem  instituunt,  et  justo  utrinque  phalanges 
Ordine,  et  adversae  positis  stant  sortibus  als. 
His  datur,  orbiculum  metis  prohibere  propinquis, 
Prscipitique  levem  per  gramina  mittere  lapsu : 
Ast  aliis,  quorum  pedibus  fiducia  major, 
Excubias  agitare  vagas,  cursuque  citato 
Sectari,  et  jam  jam  salienti  insistere  pracHae ; 
Usque  adeo  stimulat  rapidus  globus  ire  sequaces 
Ancipiti  de  colle,  pilcque  volubilis  error. 
knpete  seu  valido  elatum,  et  sublime  volantem 
Suspiciunt,  pronosque  inhiant  ex  aere  lapsus, 
Sortiti  fortunam  oculis ;  manibusque  paratis 
Expectant  propiorem,  intercipiuntque  caducum. 

1  This  poem  was  first  edited  in  1760,  after  Gray 'a 
0<f<  on  Eton  College,  which  was  written  in  1742. 
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At  pater  Ichmns  vii^dantes,  Tallibns  imH, 
Oak  iK&dt  salices,  subducts  in  margine  ripae. 
Pars  vegetos  nudant  artus,  et  flumioa  saltu 
Suouna  p^stUnt :  jamque  altemis  ptacidum  ictilms 

sequor 
Id  namertim,  pedibu9q\ie  secant,  et  remige  plants ; 
Jamque  ipso  penitus  merguntur  gurgite,  prono 
Corpore,  spumantemque  lacam  sub  vertice  torqueot 
Protinus  etnersis,  nova  gratia  crinibus  udis 
Nascitur,  atque  oculis  subit6  tnicat  acribus  ignis 
Laetior,  impubesque  genoe  ibnnosius  ardent. 

Interea  Ucitos  colles,  atque  otia  jussa, 
Illi  indignantes,  ripas  ulteiioris  amore, 
Longinquos  campos,  et  noh  sua  rura  capessont 
Sive  iilos  (qu»  corda  solet  mortalia  passim) 
In  vetitum  mens  prona  nefas,  et  iniqua  cupido 
Sollicitetf  novitasve  trahat  dulcedine  mirA 
Insuetos  tentare  per  avia  pascna  calles : 
Seu  malint  secum  obscuros  captare  reces8<l8, 
Secreto  faciles  babituri  in  margine  Musas : 
Quioquid  erit,  ctirsu  pavitanti,  ocuUsque  reiortis, 
Fit  furtfva  via,  et  suspectis  passibus  itur. 
Nee  parvi  stetit  ordinibus  cessiss^,  locumque 
Des^nisse  datum^  et  signis  abiisse  relictis. 

Quin  lusu  inoerto  cemas  gcstire  Miloores ; 
Usque  adeo  instabiles  animos  nova  gandia  lactant ! 
Se  salta  exercent  tario,  et  luctantur  iD  herbA* 
Innocuasve  edunt  pugnas,  aut  gramine  moUi 
Otia  aguot  fusi,  clivisque  sob  omnibus  haerent. 
Ant  aliquis  tereti  ductos  in  marmore  g3rro8 
Suspiciens^  miratur  inextricabile  testom  f     ^ 
Sive  illic  Lemurum  populus  sub  nocte  cboreas 
Planserit  exiguas,  viridesque  attriverit  herbas; 
Sfve  olim  pastor  fidos  descripserit  ignes, 
Verbaque  difficili  compoata  reliquent  orbe» 
Confusasque  ootas,  impressaque  cespite  vota. 

At  Juvenis,  cui  sunt  meliores  peclore  sensus, 
Cui  cordi  rerum  species,  et  dxdalus  ordo, 
Et  Utmultum  capit,  et  sublimi  vertice  solu^. 
Qua  lat^  patuere,  oculos  fert  singula  circum. 
CoUe  ex  opposito,  flaventi  campus  arisU 
Aureus,  adversoque  refulgent  jugera  sole : 
At  procul  obscuri  fluctus,  et  rura  remotis 
Indiciis,  et  dlsjunctae  jnga  caeruta  Vectse  : 
Sub  pedibus,  pcrfusa  uligine  pascua  dulci, 
£t  tenues  rivi,  et  sparsis  froiidentia  Tempe 
Arboribus,  saxoque  rudi  venerabile  templum 
Apparet,  medi&  riguas  convallis  in  umbri. 
Turritum,  a  dextri,  patulis  caput  extnlit  ulrois 
Wiccamici  domus  alma  cbori,  nottssima  Musis : 
Nee  procul  ampla  aedes,  et  eodem  lajta  patrono, 
Ingens  delubrum,  centum  sublime  fenestris, 
Erigitiir,  magnftque  micant  fastigia  mole. 
Hinc  atque  hinc  extat  vetus  Urbs,  oliai  inclyta  belloj 
£t  muri  disjecti,  ct  propugnacula  lapsa  ; 
Infectiqne  Lares,  laevisque  palatia  ducta 
Anspiciis.    Nequeunt  expleri  corda  tuendo, 
£t  tacitam  permulcet  imago  plurima  mentem. 

O  felix  Puerorum  astas,  lucesque  beats  ! 
Vobis  dia  qnies  animis,  et  tristia  vobis 
Noodum  soliicitsD  subierunt  taedia  vitae ! 
En  !  vobis  roseo  ore  salus,  cureque  fugaces, 
Et  lacrymaB,  siquando,  breves ;  dulcesque  cacbinni, 
Et  faciles,  ultr6  nati  de  pectore,  risus  ! 
O  ibrtunati  nimium  I  Si  talia  constent 
Gaudi'a  jam  pueris,  Ichiuum  propter  amoenum, 
Ah  !  sedes  ambire  novas  quae  tanta  cupido  est, 
Dotaleaiqiie  domoiDi  et  promisias  Isidjs  undas  > 
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Iptos  ilia  lic^  foBcmido  flmnlne  ]q<«08 
Pieridum  fortunatos^  et  opima  vireta, 
Irriget,  Uiuo  par,  aut  Permessidos  amni, 
Et  centum  ostendet  sinuoso  in  margine  turrei^ 


SACELLUM  COLL.  SS.  TOIY.  OXON. 
INSTAURATUM, 

SUPPBTIAS   rilJBSBBTlM  CONFSRSMTS 

RAD.  BATHURST,  EJUSDKM  COLL.  PRiES.  ET 
ECCLESIiE  WELLENSIS  DECANO. 

Q0O  cultu  renOvata  dei  penetralia,  trtsti 
Dudum  obducta  situ,  aenioque  borrentia  kmgo, 
Sqoallorem  exoetiDt  veterem,  turpesque  ienebias ; 
Utque  novam  faciem,  mutataque  mania  lit^ 
Sampserit  instaurata  «des,  ftpecieque  resmrgeni 
Coeperit  insoetd  pri^com  splendescece  &nuni, 
Auquce  Bathursto  carnmus :  Tu,  Diva,  secundum 
Da  genium,  et  quales  tpsi  Roroana  canenti 
Carmina,  Nasenb  fiscilem  si^rantia  veoaniy 
BatbarstateDaeraSfLatios  concede  kpores. 

Quippe  ubi  jam  Graiis  moles  inoixa  coluntnis 
Erigitur  nitidae  normam  tooleaHi  COrintbi, 
Vitruviumque  refert  juatissima  fiibrica  veruro  ; 
Quaque,  Hospes,  vario  mirabere  culmina  fiGKX> 
Viviite,  et  omatos  muho  moUmine  muros, 
Olim  cemere  erat  breviori  limite  dansmn 
Obacurumque  adytum ;  dubiam  cui  rara  fenestra 
Admisit  lucem,  rudibus  suffusa  figuris; 
Quale  pater  pietati  olim  sacr&rat  avitas 
Popiua,  et  rite  antiquA.  decoraverat  arte : 
At  veteres  quondam  qnicunque  insigniit  aras 
Tandem  extinctus  honos :  rerum  fortnna  subinde 
Tot  tulerat  revoluta  vices,  et,  certior  bostia^ 
Paulatim  quassata  iatiscere  feceret  astas 
Tecta  mens;  quae  nunc  et  Wrenni  daedala  dextra, 
Et  pietas  Batbursti  aequat  pulcherrima  ccelo. 

Veri!im  agpe,  nee  fiMoles,  Hoapes,  piget  omnia 
circum 
Ferre  oculos.    Adsis ;  qualisque  msptus  ab  undis 
£neas,  Lybioo)  postquam  suocesaeral  urbt, 
Coustitit  artificumque  manus,  operuRique  laborem 
Miratus,  picloque  in  pariete  nota.per  orbem 
Bella,  sub  ingenti  coUustrans  singula  tempio ; 
Non  miniis  et  donis  opalentum,.et  nomine  plenom 
Suspice  majori  templum,  nitidoqoe  receptua 
Vestibulo,  quanti  pateant  spectacnlatorui 
Contemplator,  et  oppositum  caelamine  Septum 
Raro  interfusum,  qualL|»erluceat  arte  I 
Quels  inflexa  modis,  quo  sit  perhisa  nkove 
Sculptilis,  et  nimii^m  oonspectu  lubrioa  oedrua ! 
At  Cancellontm  non  enarrabile  textum, 
Autumni  spoliis,  et  uinlt4  mease  gravatum, 
Occupat  in  medio,  et  binas  demittit  in  alas 
Porticos,  et  plexi  prsefixis  fronde  columnis 
Utrinque  incubuit,  penetraliqpe  Oftia  fc^it. 
Nee  sua  pro  foribus  desunt,  spirautia  sig^a, 
Fida  satellitia,  atque  aditom  servantia  tantnm  ; 
Nonne  vides  fixos  in  coelum  toltere  Vultus^ 
Ingentesque  Dei  monitus  hauHre,  fideli    '^ ' 
£t  calamo  Cbristom  victurts  tradere  charts  f 
Halat  opus,  Lebanique  refert  firagrantis  odoretn. 

Perge  mod6,  utque  acies  amplcctier  omnia  possit^ 
Te  mediis  immitte  cboris,  deJubraque  caipe 
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qoaBqne  obvia  toi^fere  oeniis 
Paoliiper  llexo  veoeniis  altaria  vaitu, 
SKlegradiiiii,«tqoeocalos  refer  ad  fiutigiasumina. 
ilic  difiaoi  vulti^  ardentiaqoe  ora, 
Nobilis  exprassit  calamw,  coDluiiique  reclusit. 
h  me^  domita  jam  morte,  et  rictor,  Jesus 
iEtberiam  molitar  iter,  neboliaque  ctirusds 
iMJiTHM^  repetit  patrem,  intermissaqQe  soeivtra. 
JigBOsoo  radiit  llagnaitia  tempora  densis, 
Vuloeraqoe  ilia  (iie£u !)  que  ligno  maxima  fixus 
Victiou  sustiilent  fotali :  iunubilus  aether 
Desnper,  et  purs  vis  depkiit  aorea  lucts. 
At  TanOf  per  inane,  dei  oomitatus,  araictu 
Caeieatei  fixoue,  folgentque  iosignibus  aiis. 
Oflfcb  credas  olDots  tr«picbre  fideli  i 
Pifs  leqaitiir  kmg^  veoeraturque  ora  volantis. 
Pan  aptare  humeros  Diro^  et  substemere  Dubes  . 
Pttpureas,  caroqoe  oneri  succedere  gaudeot 
Cortitiiii,  panterqne  jarant  augetitquetriumphum. 
Kec  totom  ia  taMi  est  cubnen :  quji  coerula 
daosit 
Estreoa,  atque  oras  pictuns  muaiit  aunim, 
Pradaos  hinc  sew  qiecies  nitkiiwima  rerum 
CtrmqiM  explienit,  oemeato  ducta  sequaci. 
TUI  opiiBX  fiKilea  mastam  disponere  tracta 
CiDait,  argiUc  seoeraens  uTida  fila 
MobiCi,  ut  noUaa  noo  sii*  hiduta  figurM 
In  qninennqat  lem  digitus  diduoere  Tellet 
Kcecopfinus  hopes  open;  sacretaque  rite 
Amlam  scolptara  suaai  sibi  Tiodicat  omnis. 
Priaaa  ipaam  nireo,  ctrcimque  saprsque,  tabe>l«in 
Pntadt,  simiano  idtema  valumiiia,  plexu^ 
FroDdeaqoe  intortos  prodocit  fimbria  gyros. 
Kac  atqoe  Udc  patuke  pubescunt  vimJoa  palmoB 
Mvaoes  efiina  oomas,  intektaque  pomis 
TopdoUs,  Tarioqoe  referta  umbrscula  fcctu, 
Cti  pleno  inrideat  subnitens  Copia  corou : 
H»€  procttduntor  (lores,  polcherrima  serta, 
Qaaba  irere  novo  peperit  colttssimus  bortus  ; 
Omen  vix  vira  magis,  orieliusve  effiogere  noVit» 
Bectera  acu  pollens,  calatbisque  as»iieta  Mioerrse, 
Obbbb  ilia  hcH,  qaot  parturit  Enoa,  colores 
Teaipcfct,  expcdiens  varib  discrimina  filis, 
Miftt  ano  ligeat  dires  subtemen  et  ostra        ^ 
At  oe  adem  deflecte,  tuendi  captos  amore. 
Iiprii,  at  diaaa  nobes  resecare  columbam, 
&appuaitis  fedtqne  opifex  aliabier  aris } 
Bne  drciim  et  Cbristi  fatom  ref«rentia,^saBv» 
loitniaMatta  artis,  magnique  iongnia  Letbi, 
Ai&dit ;  infomies  cootoil^  cospide  clavos, 
^aagiuMcaa  capitis  spinas,  crepitantia  flagra, 
Jpsui  ctiam,  que  membra  Dei  morientis,  et  ora 
Ben  *  coUapsa,  Crocero,  mundique  i«tacula  gestit. 

Aiqak  manDOrets  gradibus  se  mystica  meusa 
Sebcigit,  et  dires  dmnt  altarc  cnioris, 
la,  malia  marom  a  t^rgo  prsBcioxit  amictus, 
CwtijBqoe  trabes,  adcer«tque  aemula  Septi 
Mateiiea,  ponterque  poteotis  conscia  tomi. 
^cnai  ipHM  evade  gradus,  nee  longiilks  ab^tc^e, 
<km  prapiore  oealo,  cuptdique  iodagiiie  visA^, 
Aaffiad  gjLplores  dlvinom  opus  Alclniedontis : 
Hk  9tmme§  fbrmae  fogiaot,  et  gratia  ligni 
lUB^  peicmque  levia  ve^^igb  fenri 
IMfe,  «obtifiaqne  lepos  iotercidat  omnis* 
Mifthri  dabit  insadbw,  arcanaque  fila, 
■■n !  Rgtinrnt  que  vincola  tortile  buxum, 
ftfMte  oolubeot  sospensa  toreumata  nodi ! 
Ak  Mi|ae  luae  Cfescit  folioram  penalis  umbra, 
B  pBftila  Uabit  prooas  utrobiqoe  corallas, 
Ifai— igqaa  riget  baccis.  et  germioa  pandit: 
Vtw^XVJlL 


Qoales  e  teroti  dependent  nndique  trunco 
Uodantes  bederae,  et  densb  coma  fceta  corjnnbis* 
Inter  opus  pennatamm  paria  alma  cherub^ 
Ambrosios  lucent  crines,  impubiaque  ora. 
In  sumnio  veneranda  calix,  tncisaque  messts 
In  spicam  induitur,  tnrgeotesque  uva  raoemos  ' 
RasiKs  explicoit,  sacrse  libamina  coene. 
Tale  decus  nunquam  impressit  candenti  elephantOy 
Non  Pario  lapidi,  non  flavo  Dedalus  auro. 
Quale  iaber  buxo,  graeilique  in  stipite  lutit 

Ed  verb,  tumulum  ingentem  qu^  proximaclausil 
Testudo,  priscae  effigies,  et  biista  propinquis 
Non  indigna  aris  !  Salve,  sanctissime  Popi ! 
Nunc  ultro  ad  cioeres  ipsins  et  ossa  parentii 
Adsumos :  O  salve !  neque  enim,  pater  optime,  credo^ 
Elysias  inter  sedc9,  divosque  repdstns, 
Et  cum  dilecto  ducens  dia  otia  Moro, 
NegTigis  ulteriora  pii  raonumenta  laboris, 
Alterius  monumenta  maniis,  et  non  tua  dona. 
Almc  Parens,  salvetol  Tuum  est  vestigia  vulgl 
Quod  fogiam  :  Tu  das  inopis  cnidelia  vita 
Tasdia  solari,  afflictis  spes  unica  rebus, 
Bt  Sinn  Aonidum  viridantes  ire  per  hortos. 
Te,  pater,  et  fid&  tna  facta  reponere  mente, 
Et  memor  assiduas  tibi  rit^  resolvere  grates, 
Ora  puer  dnbiA.  signans  intonsa  juventa, 
Coosueram,  primis  et  te  venerabar  ab  annis. 
Nee  vano  augurio  Sanctis  cunabula  Musis 
Hsec  posuisti  olim,  nee  spes  frustrata  fefellit 
Magna  animo  meditantem,  et  pramia  lai^  fe« 

ronton : 
Unde  tot  Aonii  stant  ordine  tempora  lanro 
Velati,  denoque  stems  frondis  Alumni* 
Alleni  remm  reserans  abstrusa  senectus, 
Et  torquere  sagax  rationis  lucida  tela 
Omnia  Qnlvorthus,  patriosque  recludere  ritos 
Seldenus  solers,  et  magnificus  Sheldonus, 
Et  juga  Denhamius  monstrans  ignota  camenis^ 
Tuque  etiam,  Batburste,  potens  et  mente  manuqna 
Palladis  execcere  artes,  unlkque  tueri. 
Ergo  tibi  quoties,  Popi,  solennia  vota 
Ritd  repei>damus,  propriosque  novemus  booores. 
Tuque  etiam  socias,  Batburste,  merebere  laudes, 
Di visum  decus,  et  lauro  cing^re  secnnd&.— 
Noc  te  sola  Timm,  Iic6t  optima  cura,  iaceUum 
Occupat :  en!  prope  plura  fecis,  nee  disparesuinpttt| 
Atria  moliris  ritu  concinna  i«centi, 
Summissas  propter  sedes ;  majoraqoe  mandas 
Ipsius  incremcnta  domus,  reficiiique  Penates. 

Sic  ubi,  non  operosa  adeo  primordia  iassos^ 
Romulus  exiguam  muro  concluserat  urbem. 
Per  tennes  priui6  plateas  arx  rara  micare, 
Ipsaque  stramineo  constabat  regia  culmo  ; 
At  po«tqaaai  Augustus  rerum  Auccessit  habenisi 
Continub  Parii  lapidis  candentia  luce 
Tecta  refuli^re  :  et  Capitolt  immobile  saxum 
Vertice  marmoreo  stetit,  et  laquearibus  aurtis« 


ly  OBITUM 

CELSISStMI  ST  DESIDSBATISSlMt 

FREDERIC!,  PRINCIPIS  WALLIA 

(175L) 

SiT,'Guliebne,  tuum  medltari  Martia  facta, 
Turbatasque  acies ;  sit  (as  ostendere  laoms, 
Anglia  quas  servata  tibi,  quas  Gallia  reddit 
Devicta,  et  partoi  baud  uoo  ex  hosta  triomphoi^ 


ISO 
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Nee  minor  ioterea  est  Brumvid  a  stenyiiate  mstM 
Gloria  Prmcipibui,  cognoscere  munera  pacii 
Mitia,  Pallachasque  dami  inirarier  artes, 
£t  qaoe  civil'w  docuit  tapientia  mores. 

Heu  uli»,  Fr«dertce,  tuisti !  etTequoqiie,dJga«y 
Principe  padCero,  velaliuDt  tempora  frondes ; 
£t  Te  magoa  uaneDt,  qnanquam  baud  operosa^ 

tropoBa: 
En  ttbi  (regales  qu4  non  insigiMor  olla 
Vestit  palma  comas)  at  Istos  pandat  boooras, 
Ed  ttbt  felicis  quae  copia  CEescat  oUvss  ! 

Ergo  utcunque  Tibi  dispostas  cernere  turmas 
Non,  Frederice,  ftiitcordi,  atqoe  in  rourmuTa  Martis 
Hand  placutt  sublime  armis  fuigentibos  ire  ; 
Quill  Te  diTini  correptum  rurit  amore 
In  juga  Ctifdenc  mult4  frondentia  fogo, 
Seu  Tbamesio  propter,' dilecta  per  otia  Keve 
Coovallem  in  rigaam,  Muss,  tna  cura,  solebaot 
Ducere  Pierides,  solisqne  reconde  resylvis. 
Nee  tacitas  inter  reptasti  inglorius  umbras ; 
Quin  patriae  placidA  meditans  in  mente  salutam, 
Quaerere  consueras,  fiierit  que  regia  virtus, 
Qus  Mens,  quique  animi  regem  decuire  Britanaum, 
Promisso  invigilans  regno,  sceptrisque  ftituris. 

Qualis,  qui  Curibus  parvis  et  paupere  terr4 
Missus  erat  Priiiceps,  sanctos  sub  nocte  silenti 
Cettserai  m  ktoos ;  aderat  pia  Diva  ministrans 
Consilia  iEgeria ;  incultam  queis  legibus  orbem, 
Effrenos  regeret  qui  rcUigione  Quirites, 
'Qak  dextri  imperii  rigidas  torqueret  babenas. 

Quid  referam,ut  studio  pollens  Fredericus  in  omni 
Jnterea  4igito  ottbaram  calleret  ebumam 
Artifid  pulsare,  ut  suaves  edere  cantus, 
Queis  Thamests  mediis  stupefactus  conatitit  andis  ? 
Mud  firustra  berqum  meliora  exempla  secutus, 
Qnonim  fama  vetus  per  terras  diditiu*  omnes : 
Nee  fuit  indignum  £acida,  dum  moenia  Trcge 
Ins^is  quateret  clypeo,  et  cielestibus  armisy 
Tsdia  soiliciti  secum  testudine  belli 
Solari  Aonii,  et  duros  mulcevre  labores. 
Nee  Til,  ThebansB  gentis  fortissime  ductor, 
Dedignatus  eras  divini  munera  eantAs  ; 
Leuctrensi  quanquam  devinctus  tempora  lauro. 

Quid  memorein,PbcelH  fuerant  ut  semper  apudTe 
Munera,  iauri  vis,  et  suave  rubens  byacintbus  } 
O  pater,  O  pneseos  nuroen,  Frederice,  poetis  ; 
Ut  tibi  Calliope  Penqjessi  iospersa  liquore 
Monstravit  Demora,  et  formaw  jugera  CirriuB : 
Ut  eupidum  Pindi  immisit  rorantibus  antris» 
Antique  felicem  et  laudis  et  artis  aluimium  } 
Talibus  Auspiciis  et  tanto  Principe  firetum. 
Quid  minun  est  Tempestates  mutabilis  amii 
Thomsooum  tam  jocundo  cecinisse  lepore, 
Horrida  quid  meditetur  Hyems»que  purpureomVer 
Germina  pn^eoeret,  quas  frondes  explicit  iEstas, 
£t  quantis  Autumni  exultet  pampious  uvis  i 

O  (quin  fiita  obstant!)  si  nunc  foret  ipse  superstesl 
Munifid  desiderio  perculsns  Amici, 
Quam  memori  officio  fudisset  aobile  carmen  ; 
Quam  Tibi  Pierio  deeor&sset  funera  fletu, 
Triste  ministerium  baud  bumili  molitus  bonore ; 
Quam  bene  lecta  Tibi  Studio,  Frederioe,  fideli 
Ferret  in  exequias  vaHarum  dooa  rosarum, 
Et  digna  aagustis  inspergiserta  sepulcbris  ! 

Interea  tenues  tumulo  quas,  impare  Musi^ 
Mittimus  inferias,  non  duro  respice  vultu, 
Parce  pio  vati,  et  Aivea3  levioribus  ausis. 
Quin  mibi  supremum  fiu  sit  dixisse,  Valeto; 
O  longiim,  Fredence,  valeto ;  O  iodyte  Prioceps 


O  valeas,  frastra  Angfiaci  ^adematii  bares ! 
Nee  sand  accepit  graviut,  propiusve  neddUsi 
Per  fiutos  tot  retro,  infelix  Anglia  vubias  ; 
Ex  quo,  Cressiaci  media  inter  festa  triampbi, 
Atque  Equitum  antique  sodalia  praodia  ritu. 
Ante  diem  Edvardus  cecidit,  flnitantia  latd 
Vexilla,  et  fusds  que  feoeret  aeer  in  amis, 
Vinsorie  ostentant  sedes,  perque  Atria  looga 
Regiflce  exultant  spoUis  rictribia  aices. 


EPIGRAMMATA. 


IN  HORTO  SCRIPT: 

Vos  O  que  socijs  plicata  ramit 
Ulmi  bracbia  panditis  geaaeUe, 
Horti  ddieie,  decnsqua  parvi  I 
Dum  vicioa  apiom  cobora  par  beiina 
Fragrantes  medio  strepit  sob  eatUy 
Fratemis  toeamini  oragistnia 
Vos  sub  frondibas,  Attid  leporia 
Auciores  Latiive  leetitantem  i 
Lustraptemve  ocnlo  licentiori 
Colles  oppoittos,  apnea  mia, 
Lat^  nndantibiis  obsitoi  ariitiiy 
Tectosqua  aeriii  topenie  fiigkb 


EPITAPHIUMK 

CoMJOZ  chara  vale  I  tibi  Maritm 
Hoc  pooo  memori  manu  sepulcrom  $ 
At  quales  lacrjrmas  tibi  rependam, 
Dum  tristi  recdo,  Susanna,  oorde, 
Quim  coDstans,  animo  naqoa  impotant^ 
Tardi  sustuleras  acuta  letbi. 
Me  spectans  placidis  tupremi^m  ooaUk  I 
Quod  si  pro  mentis  vel  ipse  flerem. 
Quo  fietn  tua  ta  rdicta  proles. 
Proles  parvula,  riti  prowquetor, 
Custodem,  sociam,  discern,  parentam  I 
At  quorsum  lacryme  ?  Valeto  rar» 
ExempAum  pietatts,  O  Sosamia  I 

I  At  Wynslade,  tbe  reslflence  of  bis  btotiiar. 

s  Tbe  sutject  of  tbb  degant  and  truly  dasncaL 
epigram  was  Susannab,  first  wife  of  Peter  Serle,  esq. 
of  Little  Testwood,  in  tbe  parisb  of  Eling*  Hants. 
It  is  inscribed  i^itb  some  variations,  in  the  parisb- 
cburcb  of  Eling,  on  a  plain  marble  tablet  ;  abova 
wbich  on  a  pedestal  is  a  female  bust,  and  bakmtha 
arms  of  Mr.  Serie  and  bis  wife,  by  wbicb  aha  appear^ 
to  bave  been  of  tbe  fomity  of  sir  i  '  Stonboase, 
bart  of  B^rfcsbire.  Tbemooument  beam  the  nam^ 
of  Ml.  Rj^rack.  Sbe  died  on  tbe  l^tb  of  Nbvami 
ber,  1753,  in  tbe  tbirtietb  year  of  her  age.  Mr^ 
Warton  in  return  for  tbis  epitapb  recetved  an  aci 
knowledgament  finm  Mr.  S«rla  ol  SQ,  og  lOQ 
guioeasA  Mamw 
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APUiyHORTUM  JUCVNDmmUM 

Si  quattt  gratia  rhruli  perennis, 

Ripts  qai  properat  loquax  per  udat : 

Si  quis  gramiiico  nttor  vireto, 

Kuisve  ID  spatiis  quid  est  atnceni ; 

Aut  liquod,  fruticum  tenelluloniiny 

IUrisn«ciculis  et  hinc  et  iode 

Fraodeatun,  tenues  brervsqae  sylvs, 

Ftusiflt  pondere  daedali  colons ; 

Qnin,  ri  floritras,  angulos  per  omnes. 

Quod  dulcedinis  est  tine  arte  sparsis; 

Cam  erebrii  saluberrimis  et  herbts ; 

Hooc,  hospes,  leptdum  potabia  boftum. 

At  nee  delicijB,  Kcet  suiives. 

Tales  te  poterit  did  tenere, 

Quin  mirmbere,  qu»  micant  ntrinqae 

Tet^a  ingeotia,  maximumqne  templam  'p 

Aotiqanmque  larem  decus  camenis  ^. 

Hac  dum  pro$picias,  jngi  tacrati  ' 

Sob  divo  aocipiti,  dooms  BQperbae 

Olim,  fragmina  Tasta,  dimtasque 

Area ;  ah  memor,  hospes,  esto^  at  ipts, 

Quas  BUDC  cgregio  vides  deooras 

Cdta,  et  magnificas,  utrinque  moles, 

]to  traiisse  queaot  parem  ruinani, 

Et  nrasoo  jacnnt  situque  pleoae ; 

QoamTis  utraque  Wiccamiis  bea^ 

Did  feoerit  auxeritqne  sumtil, 

Te,  Pboebi  domus  alma;  teque  templum, 

Catom  rargcre  jnaserit  cohimnil. 


INSOMmJMK 

Soim  veiii,et  quanqoam  certissima  mortis  imago  es, 
Coiaortem  cnpio  te  tanoen  esse  tori  ! 

Hoc  ades,  band  abiture  dto:  nam  sic  sine  vita 
Vivere,  quam  iaave  est,  sic  sine  morte  mori. 


ar/  FIT,  MJECENAS,  i^c  5. 

Cnt  Joreois  nostras  siibij|t  novas  advena  sedes, 

Oontiouo  Popi  prcmia  magna  petit : 
Donde  pOlens  voti  qaiddam  sublimius  ambit, 

fit  socii  lepidum  munus  ioire  cupit ; 
Atnciiis  mavult  transire  ad  rura  sacerdos  ; 

Arridetqae  oxer  jam  propriique  lares : 
Ad  ns  transmisso,  vitam  instaurare  priorem 

Atqae  iterom  Popi  tecta  sobire  juvat 
0  pectm  mire  varium  et  mutabile  !  cui  son 

QoBqoe  petita  placet,  nulla  potitli  placet. 

I  The  Cathedral.  <  The  College. 

>St  Giles's  hill;  at  the  foot  of  which  are  the 
raaais  of  WoWesey  Palace,  formerly  the  magnifi- 
ceat  residence  of  the  bbbops  of  Winchester. 

*  Tins  inscriptioo  is  said  to  have  been  intended  to 
be  placed  under  a  statoe  of  Somnus,  in  the  garden 
of  the  late  Jamca  Harris,  esq.  of  Salnbury.  It  has 
to  Mr.  Wartoo,  but  on  doubtful 


GRiECA  ATQUE  ANGLICA 

QUiEDAM 
LATINE  REDDITA. 

HOMERl  HYMSUS  AD  PASA. 

En  !  tibi,  Pan,  summi  colles,  et  maxima  parent 
Culmina,  pnecipitesque  nivali  vertice  rupes. 
Tu  pater,  incedens  virgulta  per  avia,  mentem 
Oblectas  lapsu  fiuviorum  len^  cadentdm. 
Sive  errare  relis  per  vasta  cacumina,  ma^oi 
Unde  procul  patu^re  preges,  atque  otia  dia 
Pastorum ;  capreasve  agites  indagine  densft, 
Seu  redeas  squultens  variarum  cs«le  ferarum. 
At  simul  ex  alto  subUixit  vesper  Olyinpo, 
Tale  melos  suavi  diifundis  arundine,  quale 
Non,  Philomela,  facit,  qlioties  frondentibus  umbris 
Abdita,  vere  novo,  integral  miserabile  carmen. 
Continuo  properant  faciles  in  carmina  Nyrophse, 
Instaurantque  chores ;  &altantibus  adsonat  Echo. 
In  medio  Deus  ipse  inOexos  orbibus  orbes 
Insequitur,  quatiens  maculoss  tegmina  lyncis : 
Sub  pedibusque  croci  crescunt,  dtilcesque  hyacinthi* 
Floribus  et  variis  viridis  distioguitur  bcrba. 
luterei  cecin^re  Deiim  primordia'prisca : 
At  primi!kin  dix^re,  ut,  DivQtn  nuntius  Hermes 
Venerit  Arcadis  fines,  pecorisque  feraces 
Formosi  campos,  et  prata  recentia  rivis. 
Qu4  nunc  illi  arae,  quit  stant  Cyllenia  templa. 
lUic,  divino  lic^t  ingens  esset  honore, 
Pavit  oves,  nam  jussit  amor ;  votisque  potitus 
Egregiam  Dryopen  in  vincla  jugalia  duxlt. 
Nascitur  bine  proles  visu  miranda,  bicomis 
Capripes  ;  ipsa  novo  nutrix  exterrita  f(£tu 
R^tit,  hirsutique  infaotem  corporis  horr^ns. 
At  pater  exultans  villosi  pelle  revinctum 
Montani  leporis  puerum,  fulgentibus  astris 
IntuUt,  et  solium  Jovis  ad  sublime  Wavit 
Excipiunt  plausu  Super! ;  subrisit  lacchus 
Purpureo  vultu,  et  puerum  Pan  nomine  diiut. 


EX  POEMATE 

DB  VOLUPTATIBUS  FACULTATfS 

IMAGINATRICIS ». 


-O  Progenies  pulcherrima  cell ! 


*  T^csa  are  ^le  orifinal  verses  00  which  The  Pro- 
frai  of  Dbeontent  was  foanded. 


Quo  tibi  succorum  tractu,  calamique  labore, 
Divinos  ducam  vultus,  cslestiaque  ora  ? 
Unde  legam  qui.  Diva,  tuis  certare  colores 
Purpurei  possiut,  discrimina  dsedala  fuci  ? 
Ergo  age,  Musa,  vago  cursu  per  maxima  mundi 
I  spatia ;  et  quicquid  formosi  florida  tellus, 
Quicquid  habent  maria,  et  cxli  spirabite  lumen, 
Delibes  ;  quicquid  nitidum  natura  recondit 
Dives  opum  variarum,  in  amabile,  Musa,  fideli 
Confer  opus  studia     Seu  liberioribus  alls 
Vin',  comite  Autumno,  per  fortunata  volare 
HesperidOm  nemora,  et  dias  Atlantidos  oras, 
Dum  quacunque  Pater  fisecundo  poll  ice  lucum 
pelicem  contingit,  opacis  gratia  ramis 
pit  nbva,  et  auricomo  fuU^runt  vimina  foetu  : 

^  The  Plcanires  of  Imagtoatiou,  B.  i.  ver.  2S0. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


WARTON'S  POEMS. 


in 

Quicnnqoe  mcnsit  per  ditia  rara,  renident 
Undique  roaturo  subiti  livore  racetni ; 
Apricoeque  reccns  iufecit  purpura  colles, 
Quales  occiduo  nubes  qaae  sole  coruscant. 
Si?e  erraitj  velis,  rjjcua  convalle,  per  umbras 
Daphnes  dilectas,  Pendns  gurgite  leni 
Qui  fluit,  ostentatque  reflexain  e  flumioe  Teaape 
Purpuream  ritreo ; — ^Tcmpe  !  qui.  numina  sylyis 
Kota-olim,  Fauni  Nymphsque,  per  aurea  prisci 
Secula  Satumi,  seoreto  in  margine  rtpa 
TitHHliferaD,  socio  ducebaut  Pane  choreas 
MuUipiices.     At  salUntum  vestigia  propter, 
Horasque,  Zephyrosque  almos,  uilo  imbre,  videres 
Certatim  ambrosios  rores,  et  odoriferum  thus, 
Pcpluese,  Elysicque  rubent  quicuuque  colores. 


EX  POEMATE  DE 
RATIOSE  SJLUTIS  COXSERVANDJE  K 


1 


Ergo  agite,  O  Nympha*,  integros  ostendite  fontes; 
Egelidasque  domes,  rigui  penetralia  regni, 
Naiades  aperite !  per  avia  tesqua  vagari, 
Vobis  nota,  aveo :  videor  resonantia  iixis 
Tlumina  prseruptis.  scatebrasque  audire  reclusas. 
Sancti  percuUus  mentem  fonnidine,  rupes 
Prospicio,  qu4  vorticibus  spumantibus  aranes 
Insignes  micudre,  antiquo  carmine  clari. 
Ante  omnes,  ingens,  scopulis  plangentibus,  exit 
Nilus  ;  at  iratis  properat  violentior  undis 
Hinc  Padus;  iude  jugis  Euphrates  Oceano  par 
Volvitur  umbriferis,  Orientemque  irrigat  omnem. 
At  secnm,  ssBYoque  procul  resupiuus  in  antro, 
Squallentem  Tanais  diffudit  barbarua  umam. 
Quantis  sub  tenebris,  quam  Tastis  obruta  silvis 
Undique,  conduntur  fluTioruro  exordia  prima 
Nobiliiun  !  Ergo  animum  permista  horrore  voliqptas 
Peroijiit,  et  sacro  correpunt  ossa  pavorc  : 
Et  magis,  atque  magis,  dir&  fbrmidine  circiliin 
Vroodiferi  horrescunt  luci,  ramisque  patescit 
Altius,  et  majori  atrum  nemus  accubat  umbrd. 
Bicite,  num  LemnrOm  regio  stat  finibns  istis- 
Abdita; }  qusnam  biBC  ignoti  pomoeria  mundi  ? 
Qui  poputi  ?  QuKve  arva  viria  exercita  ?  siqus 
Talia  tnins  deserta  sapersint  anra  colenda. 
O  ubi  camporum  tarn  nigris  faucibus  antrum 
Porrigitur  f  Tanto  specus  ille  immanis  hiatu 
Fertur  in  informem  Phfegethonta,  an  amoena  vireta 
Fortunatorum  nemorum  !  per  opaca  locorum 
Ducite  voS,  dubiosque  pedes  fimaetis  eunti : 
Munera  vestra  cano ;  nam  jussit  talia  Pason, 
Taiia,  diva  Sal  us  ;  ct  versu  pandcre  conor, 
Quid  lymphli  liquido  ficrive  potest  elen»ento  t 
Quo  nihil  utilius  mundi  fert  dsdala  moles. 
''     Mirus  qu'.ppe  latex  it  mobilis  midique ;  gemmis 
Lumine  dat  radlarc  vago ;  dat  quercubas  alUs 
Sevas  mdignari  ljycmc<!,  et  temnere  ventos  ; 
Dat  scintillanti  tenuissima  spicula  vino : 
Et  vehit  et  »?enerat  speciei  alimenta  cuVque, 
Et  vltnm,  sea  qxi8B  spirobiljs  setheris  auii 
Vescitur^  irriguiave  virescit  florida  campis» 

>  The  Art  of  Presenrii^  Health.  B.  ii.  ver.  352. 


pisDARi  PYTHioma  r. 

nisRONi  Knxo  sraxcusio  cnaatr  vicr. 

TssTuno  filis  apta  nitentibus, 
Quam  lit^  servat  Pieridum  chorus, 
Tu  cantilenam,  tu  sequaces 
EgregiA  regis  arte  gressus ! 
Perculsa  plectro  leniter  aureo 
Pronum  corusci  fulminis  impetun 
Tu  sibtis,  setemaeque  flamms 
Prsecipites  moderaris  ictus, 
AHs  relapsis,  fusa  Joyis  super 
Sceptro,  volucris  regia  stemitur 
Sopore  praedulci,  carentque 
Rostra  minis,  oculique  flammis. 
Quin  Mars  reponens  aspera  spicula. 
Post  pulverem  certaminis  ardui, 
Oblectay  O  Phoebea  proles. 
Cord  a  tuo  truculenta  cantu. 
At  quos  beniguo  numine  Jupiter 
Non  vidit,  illos,  canninis  audiaut 
Siquando  divini  levamen, 

Horror  agit  pavidusque  luctus  .- 
Qualis  Typhoeus,  sub  barathro  jaceus 
Imo,  supremis  improba  centioeps 
Quod  bella  t)ivis  intulisset 
Haemonio  genitus  sub  antro. 
Quern  nunc  ligatum  Cuma  cubat  super, 
I^ectusque  setts  comprimit  borrtdiim 
Columna  cmli,  que  perenni 
Stat  glacie,  nlvis  JGtna  nutrix : 
Et  nunc  procellas  evomit  igneas, 
Fumosque,  mistro  turbine,  bellua 
Vulcani,  et  horrendum  rubescunt 
Nocte  procul  jaculata  saxa : 
Immane  dictu  prodigium  !  Mare 
Siquis  propinquam  transeat,  ut  Typboa 
JEtnx  sub  antris  illigetur, 
Difficilique  fremat  cubili ! 
Hoc  me  solutum  crimine  fac,  Pater, 
Cui  paret  iEtns  frondeus  ambitus, 
Froiis  fertilis  telluris,  ingens 
Urbs  titulos  tuHt  unde  magnos ; 
Qu^  nuntiatum  est  quale  Hiero  ederet 
Certamen,  acres  victor  agens  equos, 
Quantusque  succussis,  rotanim 
Arbiter,  institerit  quadrigis  ^. 


EVRIPIDIS  jfNDROMACHA. 

VEtt.  102. 

ANDROMACHE   LOQUITUK. 

Cum  Paris,  O  Helena,  te  celsa  in  Peigama  duxit, 

Et  miser  illicitos  jnssit  adire  toros, 
Heu  !  non  conjtigii  laeti  florentia  dona, 

Quin  secum  Alect6,  Tisiphonemquc,  tolit. 
lUius  ob  Furias,  fidens  Mars  mille  carinis 

To  circam  rutili^  Troja,  dedit  facibus  ! 
Illius  ob  Furias,  cecidisti,  care  marite. 

Hector  1  Achilleis  raptc,  marit«,  rotis  t 
Ipsa  autem  e  thalamis  agor  ad  cava  littora  pooti, 

Servitii  gravida  nube  adopeita  caput.  [que, 

Ah!  mihiqaeitiUaiitlacryms!  TrojaiDque,Wnii»- 


Digitized  by 


'"^^m 


GR;ECA  ATQUE  ANGLICA  QU;EDAM  LATINE  REDDITA.         J33 


Ft  fnedo  ibsum  in  pulvere  linquo  Tirum  I 
Quid  jurat  ulterii^s  ca^li  convexa  tueri  ? 

5>cilioet  Heroiiouori  sordida  serva  feror : 
Et  Thetidos  compiexa  pedes,  liquefio,  pereonis 

Qualis  pnccipiti  quae  phiit  unda  jugo. 


MELEAGRl  EPITAPHWM 
IN  UXOREM. 

IX  ASniOLOCIA,    MB.    III.    CAP.  3Ui.    EP.  22. 
BKUKCK.   AVAL.    V.    I.    p.    30. 

Mnro  tibi  Uciymas,  O  Hcliodora,  stib  Orcum, 

In  ienebris  long^  mittn  tibi  lacrjmas. 
Ah  tript«s  lacrymas,  libata  in  flebjle  bustum 

£t  desiderii  dona,  et  amoris  babe  ! 
Te  cpebro,  crebroque,  meamqne  a  luroine  cassam 

Defleo ;  qua  Diti  gratia  nulla  Deo  est — 
O  ubi  jucundus  mihi  flosculns  ?  abstulit  Orcus.— 

Fo^davit  vegetum  pulvere  gcrmen  humus. 
Quare,  terra  tuum  est  amplectier  ossa  repostas 

MoUit^r,  &  Ado  salva  fovere  sinu. 


jiNTlPATRI  THESSALONIC. 

IN  TEMPERANTUM. 

&  Anthol.  I.  Ixxviii.  1.  B^unck,  II.  151. 

His  natam  Antigenes  orabat  voctbus  olim 
^▼i  cum  traheret  fila  suprcma  aenex : 

**  O  Virgo  formota,  O  dulcis  nata,  minister 
Vit:e  inopb  semper  sit  tibi  cure  colas. 

Hox  cum  te  sociarit  H3rmen,  tua  maxima  dos  sit, 
Te  cast«  mores  matris  habere  probos.'' 


CARPHYLID^. 

Ex  Akthol.  III.  i.  6.  BauNCK,  IL  401. 

Mbam  praBteriens,  Viator,  umam, 
HoQ  est,  quod  lacrymi  riges  sepultum  ; 
Nam  nil  et  mihi  mortuo  dolendum  est 
CoQJux  una  mihi,  fuitque  fida, 
QqA  cum  consenni ;  dediqne  natot 
Tres  in  foedera  fausta  nuptiarum ; 
Ex  qtieis,  sspe  mihi  in  sinu  tepenti, 
Sofrivi  pueros  puellulasque : 
Qui  tandem,  inferiis  mihi  relatis, 
Mis^re  ambrosios  patrem  sopores 
Dormitum,  Elysii  virente  rip&. 


CALLIMACHI  IN  CRETfflDA. 

Ex  AwTHOL.  III.  xii.  53.  Bruuck,  I.  474. 

DocTA  est  dulce  loqni,  poellulasque 
Inter  lodere  docta  perveoust^ ; 
Te,  Crethi,  Samis  tuse  reposcunt ; 
Cujus  garrulitate  mollicelli 
Suerent  laoifict  levare  curas. 
At  tu  sarda  jaces ;  trahisque  somoos 
OiDCtis  denique,  Crethi,  dormiendot ! 


INCKBTI  I 

IN     CIIIO, 
Ex  Anthol.  Csphal.  No.  648. 

OMITTED  BY   BRPNCK. 

Ergo  te  nitldae  decus  palsestrae, 
Te  laetum  validoc  labore  hictas, 
P.t  perfusa  oleo  videre  membra, 
Nunc,  Protarche,  pater  tej^t  sepulchro, 
Congestisque  rccondit  06sa  saxis  ? 
Necdum  filiolae  modo  peremptse 
Cessit  cure  ret^ens,  novique  luctus 
Acer  funeris,  O  lidelis  uxor, 
Te  praereptA  etiam  parique  fato. 
At  postquam  ferus  Orcus  hausit,  et  spes 
Et  solatia  vos  gravis  senects, 
HuDC  vobis  lapidem  memor  repooit. 


LEONIDM 
Ex  Anthoi-  VI.  xxiv.  2.     Bbvnck,  I.  229. 

SuspF.NSAM  e  Platano  Telcson  tibi,  Capripes  O  Pan, 

Pellem  villosae  dat,  pia  dona,  fere ; 
Curvatamque  caput,  nodoso  e  stipite,  davaa. 

Quae  mod6  depuisi  fcrda  cruore  lupi  est ; 
Concretoque  aptum  lacti  mulctrale,  et  odorot 

Queis  tenuit  clauses,  ferrea  vincia,  cases. 


TUMVLVM  ARCHILOCHl. 

Ex  Anthol.  III.  xxr.  20.  Biomck,  II.  16T. 

Hic  est  Arcbilochus  situs.    Veneoe 
Primus  novit  amara  viperino 
Qui  contbigere  carmina ;  et  cmore 
Permessi  liquidas  notavit  undaa. 
Testis,  qui  tribus  orb«8  est  puellk, 
Suspensis  laqueo  tr«ei,  Lycambei, 
Tu  cauto  pede  pr»teri,  viator, 
Crabones  aliter  ciebis,  ejus 
Qui  busto  sibi  condidere  nidom* 


IN  CICADAM. 

Ex  Anthoi.  I.  xxxiii.  25.    Brunck,  IIL  239. 

Cur  me  pastores  foliorum  abducitis  umbrd. 

Me,  quam  ddectant  roscida  rura  vagam  ' 
Me,  qua?  nympharum  sum  ^f  usa,  atque  rethere  sude> 

nine  rccino  umbrosis  saltubus,  inde  jugis  ? 
£n  !  turdum  et  memlam,  si  pmedae  tanta  cupido  est. 

Quae  late  sulcos  diripuere  satos. 
Qus  vastant  fru^,  captare  et  fallere  fas  est; 

Roscida  non  adidae  sufficit  herba  mihi. 
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WARTOire  POEltfS. 


JNTIPATRI  THESSALONICENSrS. 
Ex  Akthol.  Cephal.  No.  749.     Brukck,  11.  115. 

Te,  verso  properentem  hostili  ex  agmioe  tergo,' 

Trajecit  ferro  vindice  mtter  atrax ; 
Te  tua,  qoflB  peperit,  mater :  gladiumqne  recenti 

SpumanteiD  paeri  sanguine  crebra  rotans, 
Dentibus  et  graviter  stridens,  qiialisque  Lacsna, 

Igne  retr6  torquens  Inmma  glaoca  i^ro,  [Orcum 
"  Linque,  ait,  Eurotam  :  et  si  mors  est  dura,  sub 

Effuge :  non  meus  es ;  ntm  Lacedaemonius.*' 


CALLIMACHI  IS  HERACLITUM. 

Ex  Anthol.  III.  xxxiii.  37.    Bbvnck,  L  472. 

Te  tristi  mlhl  noper,  Heraclite, 

Fato  succubuisse  nunciatum  est ; 

Quo  rumore  misellus  impotentes 

Fui  in  lacrtmulas  statim  coactus : 

Recordabar  entm,  loquel&  ut  oKm 

Dulci  conAieramus  ambo  longos 

Soles  fallere,  fabnlisque  crebris. 

Yenim  Tu,  vetus  hbspes,  O  ubinam— 

Ah  dudum— in  cioeres  redacte  dudum  ! 

Nunc  jaces,  vetus  hospes,  urbe  Carilm  !  * 

TuaB  LusciniiB  tamen  supersunt ; 

lUiS,  omnia  qui  sibi  acrogavit, 

Haud  Pluto  injiciet  manus  rapaces. 


ADDITIONS  TO  WARTON'S  POEMS. 


A  SONG. 

lyiTATEft  FROM   THE   MIDSUMMER   NIGHT^S  DREAM  OP 
SHAXtPBARE,   ACT   II.    SCENE   T. 

(From  the  Museum  1746.) 

Lo  here,  beneath  this  hallowM  shade 

Within  a  co«8)ip*8  btossom  deep, 
The  lovely  queen  of  Elvet  is  laiil, 

May  nought  disturb  her  bahny  sleep. 
Let  not  the  snake  or  baleftil  toad 

Approach  the  sHent  PMiiwion  near, 
Or  newt  profane  the  sweet  abode. 

Or  owl  repeat  ber  orgies  here  ! 
Ko  snail  or  worm  shall  hither  come 

With  noxious  fiHh  her  bowV  to  stain  :    • 
Hence  be  the  beetle*s  sullen  hum, 

And  spider's  disembowePd.  train; 
The  love-lorn  nightingale  atone 

Shall  thro'  Zitania's  arbour  stray^ 
To  sooth  her  sleep  with  meltin;?  moan. 

And  lull  her  with  his  sweetest  lay. 


VERSES  ON  MISS  COTES  K 

FIRST  PUBLISHED  AROKYMOVtLY   tM  1749. 

To  trivial  nymphs  while  Oxford's  tasteless  swains^ 
With  fond  consent,  address  their  trivial  strains, 

*  Miss  Cotes  was  the  eldest  daughter  of  Digby 
Cotes,  public  orator,  and  principal  of  Magdalen 
Hall ;  and  Miss  Wihnot  the  beautiful  daughter  to 
Wilmot  the  bookseller^  now  a  widow. 


That  toasted  stdl  by  ev'ry  sighing  smart. 
Have  claim'd  midoubted  role  o'er  ev'ry  bent; 
Still  usher'd  by  a  tram  of  pow%r*d  sparks, 
Queens  of  the  Mall,  and  hackney'd  hi  the  parks  ; 
Tis  ours  to  disregard  the  public  voice. 
Where  fiuhion  gives  the  sanction  to  the  choice : 
Tis  ours  thy  beauties,  lovely  Cotes,  to  bbast. 
Where  matchless  merit  justifies  the  toast 
Let  Wilmofs  cheek  be  deck'd  with  brighter  dyes. 
And  keener  glances  beam  from  Boacber^s  eyes ; 
Let  Wilmot  boast  ihc  just  hannonious  grace. 
And  all  the  fisultless  symmetry  of  face  | 
In  these  alone  'tis  some  disUnguish'd  part. 
Some  fav'rite  feature,  that  can  charm  the  heart. 
'Tis  not  thy  shape  alone  that  strikes  the  sight. 
Nor  melting  eyes,  with  mildest  azure  bright ; 
Tis  not  thy  bosom,  white  as  foiling  snows. 
Nor  hair,  that  loose  in  golden  ringlets  flows 
(Though  each  onr  aro'rous  hearts  a  beauty  call). 
But  the  joint  force  and  full  result  of  all ; 
Awl  thy  fair  form  our  raptor'd  bosoms  wannt 
With  all  the  graceful  negligence  of  charms. 
Add,  that  'tis  thine  in  ev'ry  step  to  please. 
Where  dignity  conspires  with  winniojg  ease. 
With  double  arts  you  lure  us  into  love. 
You  shine  like  Venus — and  like  Venus  move. 
Add,  that  the  Graces  give  the  taste  refin'd. 
And  dec|c  with  sweetest  sentiments  thy  mind : 
Nor  more  thine  hours  the  toilette's  cares  engage 
Than  the  soft  raptures  of  the  polish'd  page. 

Blest  are  the  sons  of  Maudlin's  learned  dome. 
Fast  by  wliose  seats  the  foir  has  fix'd  her  home  ; 
On  whom  thine  eyes  their  strongest  hiflueiioe  beuD, 
Thou  lovely  qtieen  of  Cherwdl's  n\ver  tftnmm ! 
Yet,  ah  I  nnblest  the  aoiis  of  Maudlhi'g  dome, 
Fast  by  whoM seats  the  fkir  has  fix'd  her  home) 
They  fall  a  vitthn  to  the  neighb'ring  datne, 
Nor  Cherwell's  streams  can  cool  the  lagfog  flame  $ 
From  thy  bright  eyes  the  stn^e  of  hte  receive. 
And  for  the  beauteous  Cotes  their  Pallas  leave. 

ftleantime.while  us  the  Fates  have  doom'd  to  pine. 
Remote,  and  absent  from  thy  form  divine. 
Thy  charms  transfix  <^rbleedSlig  hearts  al&e, 
ReachAhough  remote,  and  at  a  distance  strike.    . 
In  vain  fix>m  beauty*^  influence  i^e  retire. 
Thine  eyes  overtake  ns  like  the  lightning^  fire. 

What  though  nor  we  the  brisk  champalgne  can 
boast. 
When,  lovely  C6tes,  thy  favVite  name  we  ttoast  j 
Thy  fav'ritc  name,  like  Phoebus'  nys  divine. 
Imparts  new  flavour,  and  improves  the  wine. 
That,  when  thy  beauties  consecrate  the  glass, 
Our  humble  port  for  brisk  champaigne  may  paak 

Meantime  forgive  the  poet  of  thy  praise. 
That  fondly  still  prolongs  his  humble  lays. 
Yet  think  not,  fiiir-one,  that  my  lays  detain 
(Though  void  of  art)  those  killing  eyes  in  vain  ; 
Those  kil^g  eyes  are  here  less  fatal  found. 
For,  while  my  lays  they  read,  they  cease  to  wound. 


VERSES  ON  MISS  WILMOT. 

O'er  Isis'  bloeming  banks,  with  busy  care, 
I  sought  to  find  the  naost  distingutsh'd  fair. 
To  crop  the  softest  flow'r,  with  eager  feet 
I  trac  d  each  vale,  and  rov'd  o*er  ev'ry  sweet. 
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While  all  mround  luuramber'd  charms  disclose, 
Pride  of  the  baok,  the  beauteons  Wilinot  rose. 

Not  by  vain  chanofl,  wbich  valgnr  beauties  boast, 
Wilmot  aaserts  her  title  to  the  toast. 
The  lif  ht  coquette  attempU  with  little  arts. 
Whene'er  the  Mall  she  treads,  to  gaio  our  hearts ; 
She  fnmes  a  various  train  of  winninz  wiles. 
Governs  each  glance  and  disciplines  her  smiles  ; 
Each  duteous  curt'sy  dnips  with  studied  care. 
And  lifts  her  hoop  with  most  inviting  air ; 
She  learns  to  broube  the  gentle  am*roui  sigh. 
And  all  the  conduct  of  the  rolling  eye ; 
Now  kindly  leers  upon  the  parsing  swain. 
Now  tbo  coy  look  affects  of  cold  disdain ; 
She  learns  th*  alluring  lisp,  the  graceful  start, 
E  ich  step,  design,  and  ev'ry  motion,  art : 
But,  ah  !  how  rain  the  seft  deceit  is  found  ! 
Sbe  gives  no  wounds,  because  she  means  to  wound. 

But,  when  bright  Wiimot's  faultless  form  is  seeu, 
Moviof  in  all  the  majesty  of  mien. 
How  soon  edips'd  retires  each  light  coquette ! 
How  soon  before  her  sun  each  star  is  set  < 

WtMte'er  inspired  immortAl  Raphael's  mind. 
In  nunmer  eve,  on  balmy  banks  reclin'd ; 
lillien  glowM  his  mind  with  images  of  grace, 
Stodioas  a  sea-botn  Venus'  form  to  trace ; 
When  all  the  goddess  rushed  upon  his  view. 
Fresh  from  the  ware,  and  wet  with  ocean's  dew ; 
In  WilnotV  form  with  mingling  charms  umte. 
And  all  that's  beauteous  pours  upon  the  sight 
Fresh  as  the  primrose  mead,  or  blushing  rose. 
With  native  charms  each  gentle  feature  glows. 
ftit  tkougfa  the  budding  rose  ber  cheeks  adorn, 
Like  that  they  wound— and  bear  a  £stal  tbonu 
Her  fuce  a  miracie  of  beauty  fills. 
Softness  that  wounds,  and  innocence  that  kills. 
If  fix'd  oo  earth  ber  bashful  eyes  are  found, 
Ia  PbcBbos'  rays  descending  strike  the  ground  ! 

HHber,  bright  maid,  a  youthful  breast  to  warm, 
With  aspect  mild  incline  thy  lovely  form ! 
Oh  !  let  me  view  those  lips  profiise  of  sweets. 
Where  softest  beauty  with  peivuasion  sits ! 
Haste,  let  me  weave  a  fragrant  flow'ry  crown* 
To  biad  thy  iowing  k)cks  of  glossy  brown : 
Still  let  me  gaze  upoo'that  brsast  divine. 
Where,  in  sweet  union,  all  the  graces  join; 
Where  each  delight  that  fieuicy  forms  is  seen, 
Witfaoyty  all  beauty,  and  all  truth  within ! 

While  Wilmot's  charms  my  glowing  thoughts 
engage. 
Adieu  the  midnight  lamp,  <he  painful  page. 
Her  charms  each  useful  sentiment  im|iart. 
And  still  refine  as  thiey  hnprove  the  heart : 
For,  more  instructive  are  her  beauteous  looks, 
Than  all  the  learned  indolence  of  books. 
Tis  her's  alone,  with  sweet  prevailing  ease. 
At  once  to  teach  and  charm,  instruct  and  please. 

While  thns  thy  poet,  in  uopdish'd  verse. 
Dares  all  tby  tempting  graces  to  rehearse ; 
While  in  my  strains  thy  blooming  beauty  lives. 
And,  what  the  Muse  denies,  a  V>nas  gives ; 
Queen  of  my  song,  O  deign  a  kind  regard, 
And  crown  with  laurel-wreith  tby  humble  bard  ! 
Long  have  thy  charms  my  captive  heart  detain'd. 
And  long  my  soot  in  love's  soft  fetters  chain'd  : 
Reward  in  land  return  these  duteous  lays, 
Or  gite  OK  back  oiy  heart— or  give  the  bays. 


THE  MAIDEN'S  BLOODY  GARLAND, 

OS 

HIGH-STREET  TRAGEDY. 

Showing  how  Sarah  Holly,  a  poor  unfortunate  ser- 
ving-maid of  the  city  of  Oxford,  being  wronged 
by  her  sweet-heart,  cut  her  throat  from  ear  Ut 
ear,  was  next  momin):  found  dead  in  her  bed, 
and  afterwards  buried  in  the  king's  high-way. 

[From  Brydges'  Censura  Literaria,  vol.  ii. — Sarah 
Holly  was  maid  servant  to  Goddard,  a  hatter 
and  hosier  at  the  sign  of  the  GoMoa  Leg  m 
the  High -street  Oxford.  She  actually  destroyed 
herself  as  is  here  recited,  in  consequence  of 
her  lover's  perfidy,  and  was  buried  in  the 
high-way  in  All  Saints  Lane,  with  a  stake  driv- 
en through  her  body,  which  remained  for  a 
day  or  two. — Dr.  Warton  thought  that  a  Mr- 
Thorp  took  part  with  his  brother  in  this  mge- 
nious  imitation  of  the  Newgate ^litties.] 

TUNE— 73ler^  were  three  pUgrimt, 

A  MOURNFUL  ditty  I  will  tell. 
Ye  knew  poor  Sarah  Holly  well. 
Who  at  the  Golden  Leg  did  dwell, 

He'igh-ho,  Hdgh-hol 
She  was  in  love,  as  some  do  say. 
Her  sweet-heart  made  her  go  astray. 
And  at  the  hist  did  her  betray. 

Heigh-ho,  &C. 
The  babe  within  her  womb  did  cry  : 
Unto  her  sweet-heart  she  did  hie. 
And  tears  like  rain  fell  from  her  eye. 

Heigh-ho,  fca 
But  oh  !  the  wretch's  heart  was  hsnd. 
He  to  her  cries  gave  no  regard, 
"  is  this,"  says  she,  "  my  love's  reward  ?»* 

Heigh-ho,  &c. 
"  Oh  !  woe  is  me  1  I  am  betray'd! 
Oh  had  I  liv'd  a  spotless  maid, 
1  ne*er  with  sobs  and  sig bs  had  said 

Heigh-ho,  &c. 
**  But  now  I'm  press'd  with  grief  and  woe. 
And  quiet  ne'er  again  can  know, 
God  grant  my  soul  to  Heaven  may  go, 

Heigh 'bo,  &c. 
"  For  I  my  wretched  days  must  end. 
Yet  e'en  for  thee  my  pray'rs  I'll  send, 
1  die  to  all  the  world  a  fnend." 

Heigh-ho,  &c 
Tlten  to  her  friends  she  bid  adieu. 
And  gave  to  each  some  token  true. 
With,  **  lliink  on  me  when  this  you  view." 

Heigh-ho,  &c. 
Unto  the  ostler  at  the  Bear, 
She  gave  a  ringlet  of  her  liair. 
And  said,  **  Farewell,  my  dearest  dear." 

Heigh-ho,  &c 
O  then  to  madam  Luff  she  said — 
"  To  morrow  mom  come  to  my  bed. 
And  there  you'll  find  me  quite  stoi^  d^d." 

Heigh-ho,  &c. 
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Too  trae  she  spoke,  it  dkl  appear, 

Next  mora  tbey  call*d,  she  could  not  hear : 

Her  throat  was  cut  from  ear  to  ear. 

Heigh-bo,  &c. 

No  spark  of  life  was  in  her  shown, 

Ko  breath  they  saw,  nof  heard  a  groan. 

Her  precioDS  soul  was  from  her  flown. 

Heigh-bOy  &c; 

She  was  not  as  I  once  hare  seen 
Her  trip  in  Martin-Oanlens  green, 
With  aproo  starch'd  and  ruffles  clean. 

Heigh*-ho,  &c 

With  bonnet  trimM,  and  flounced  and  all. 

Which  they  a  dulcimer  do  call. 

And  stockings  white  as  snows  that  fkW. 

Heigh-ho,  &c. 

But  dull  was  that  black  laughing  eye. 
And  pale  those  lips  of  cherry-dye. 
And  set  those  teeth  of  ivory. 

Heigh-ho,  &c. 

Those  limbs  which  well  the  dance  have  led, 
When  Simmons  Buttcr'd  Pease  hath  played. 
Were  bloody,  lifeless,  cold  and  dead. 

Heigh-ho,  &c. 
The  crowner  and  the  jury  came. 
To  give  their  rerdict  on  the  same : 
Tbey  doom'd  her  hapless  corpse  to  shame. 

Heigh-ho,  &c 

At  midnight,  so  the  law  doth  say, 
They  did  her  mangled  limbs  convey 
And  bury  in  the  king's  highway. 

Heigh-ho,  '&c 

Ko  priest  in  white  did  there  attend. 
His  kind  assistance  for  to  lend, 
Her  soul  to  Paradise  to  send. 

Heigh-ho,  &c. 
No  shroud  her  ghastly  face  did  hide, 
No  winding-sheet  was  round  her  ty'd ; 
Like  dogs,  she  to  her  grave  was  hied. 

Heigh-ho,  &c 
And  then,  your  pity  let  it  more, 
Ob  pity  ber  who  died  for  love ! 
A  stake  they  through  her  body  drove. 

Heigh-ho,  &c 

It  would  have  melted  stones  to  see 
Such  savageness  and  cruelty 
Us*d  to  a  maid  of  twenty-three. 

Heigh-ho,  8tc. 

Ye  maidens,  an  example  take. 
For  Sarah  Holly's  wretched  sake 
O  never  virtue's  wa}*s  forsake. 

Heigb-ho,  &c. 

Ye  maidens  all  of  Oxford  tomn, 
O  never  yield  your  chaste  renown 
To  velvet  cap  or  tufted  gown. 

Heigh-ho,  &c. 

And  when  that  they  do  love  pretend, 
No  ear  unto  their  fobles  lend, 
But  think  on  Sally's  dismal  end. 

Heigh-ho,  Heigh  bo! 


FIVB  PASTOKAL 
ECLOGUES: 

tHB  SCEUBS  OP  WHICH  AIX  SCrPMKD  TO  IIX  4M01f0 
THE  SHBPHtXDS,  OPPaXSSXO  BY  THE  WAl  tt  OEt- 
MAKT. 

Impius  bsec  tam  culta  novalia  Miles  habebit  ? 
Barbaras  has  segetes  ?  En  quo  discordia  cives 
Perduxit  miseroa  !  en  quds  cooscvimus  agros  I 

VllCIL. 


raEFACX. 

It  is  generally  thought,  that  as  Paitorals  are  a 
kind  of  poetry,  which  has-been  toucb'd  upon 
by  such  a  number  of  poets,  that  th^  arc  easily 
compos'd,  and  that  their  tboughta  and  sentimeiits 
must  be  trite  and  vulgar.  However  ^»s  opinkm 
may  be  true  in  reason,  1  hope  the  folk)wiog 
pieces  will  be  exempt  from  ii's  censure,  as  thef 
are  formed  on  a  plan  entirely  new,  and  as  their 
design  is  essentially  distinguish'd  from  any  pro- 
ductions of  their  kind,  either  ancient  or  modem : 
unle&s  it  be  that  the  first  and  ninth  BuooUc  of 
Virgil  are  in  the  same  nature.  How  the  ideat 
of  &lds  and  woods,  and  a  poetry  whf«e  very  es- 
sence is  a  rural  life,  will  agree  with  the  polite 
taste  of  the  town,  and  of  gentlemen  who  arc 
more  conversant  in  the  fashionable  ornaments  of 
life,  is  a  question  :  but  I  hope  as  they  relate  to 
that  war,  which  is  at  present  the  roost  general 
topic  of  conversatioo,  this  unpoliteoess  will  in 
some  measure  be  excused. 

The  learned  reader  will  observe,  that  the  author 
has  endeavour'd  to  imitate  the  simplicity  of  the 
ancients  in  these  pieces,  as  thinking  it  not  only 
more  particularly  adapted  to  pastoral,  but  the 
true  ornament  of  all  kinds  of  poetry  in  general. 
As  to  the  design  of  this  work,  I  hope  it  will  not  be 
thought  odd,  or  ill-cbosen.  The  opposrog  m- 
terests  of  a  peaceful  and  rural  life,  and  the  to- 
multuous  scenes  of  war,  together  with  the  van* 
ous  struggles  and  passions  arising  finom  thence, 
seem  by  no  means  an  improper  field  for  the 
most  elegant  writer  to  exercise  hia  genius  in. 
How  far  the  author  of  tbe«  pieces  has  wcc^^ 
in  the  performance  of  this,  is  humbly  submitted 
to  the  oeusure  and  judgment  of  the  public 


ECLOGUE  I. 

LYCAS   AND  ALPHOK. 
ALPHON. 

Arise,  my  Lycts :  in  yoo»  woody  ^ds 
I  From  a  rough  rook  in  deep  enclosure  hid 

Of  thickest  oaks,  a  gushing  fountain  foils, 
'  And  pours  it's  airy  stream  with  torrent  pure  : 

Which  lal«  returning  from  the  field  at  eve 

I  iband,  invited  li^  it's  dashing  aoond. 

As  thro'  the  gkiom  it  struck  my  passing  ear. 

Thither  I  mean  to  drive  our  languid  flodcs ; 

Fit  place  to  cool  their  thhxt  in  mid-day  hour. 

Due  west  it  rises  from  that  blasted  beech ; 

The  way  but  short :— come,  Lycas^  rouse  ^y  dog ; 

Let  us  be  gone. 
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Aks,  my  frieod,  of  ilock, 
Of  spring,  or  tbq»herd's  lore,  to  me  is  rain 
To  tell :  my  fav'rite  Iamb,  the  solace  dear 
Of  these  irrey  locks,  my  sweet  and  sole  delight. 
Is  snatcb'd  by  cruel  fate  !  an  armed  band 
On  neighing  steeds  elate,  in  wide  array 
Trampled  the  youngling,  as  the  vale  along 
At  ere  they  pass'd,  beneath  their  whelming  march. 

ALPHOir. 

Such  throng  I  heard,  as  in  the  neighb*ring  wood 
I  vaoder'd  to  reduce  a  straggling  ewe 
Escap'd  the  fold :  what  time  the  griesly  owl 
Her  shrieks  began,  and  at  the  wonted  elm 
The  cows  awaiting  stood  Lucilla's  hand. 
TVhen  straight  with  sudden  fear  alarm*d  I  start. 
And  list'nin^  to  the  distant-echoing  steps 
Of  onseen  horaemen  with  attentive  ear, 
1  stand  aloof.     But  why  this  deep-felt  grief  ? 
Merits  such  loss  these  tears  and  black  de^r  } 


Alpboo,  no  more  to  Lycas  now  remains, 
Sfflce  he  my  last  and  latest  care  is  lost ! 
Thou  know'sTmy  little  flock ;  three  tender  ewes 
Were  all  my  mean  ambition  wish'd  or  sought. 
Er'n  now  nine  days,  and  nine  revolving  nights 
Are  past,  since  these  the  Motdaw's  raging  flood 
Swept  with  thdr  wattled  cotes,  as  o'er  its  banks 
It  rose  redmMiant,  swoln  with  beating  ranis, 
And  deep  immersed  beneath  its  whirfing  wave. 
I  wakM  at  early  dawn,  and  to  the  field 
I  i9su*d  to  pursue  my  wonted  toil, 
When  lo !  nor  flochs,  nor  waUled  cotes  I  saw ; 
But  all  that  nnet  my  wond'ring  eyes  around. 
Was  desolation  sad.     Here  stateliest  oaks 
Torn  from  their  roots,  with  broken  branches  lay 
Iq  hideous  ruin  :  there  the  fields,  that  laughM 
With  np'ning  com,  of  all  their  charms  despoiPd, 
With  oozy  fragments  scatter'd  waste  and  wild 
Were  seen.     I  curst  the  wicked  spint  drear, 
That  in  the  ruinM  abbey's  darkest  cell, 
(That  stands  immur'd  amid  yon*  lonesome  pines) 
I  bound  with  triple  chains  :  his  magic  pow*r 
Ofttimes  with  howling  storms,  and  thunder  loud 
Deforms  the  night,  and  blackens  nature's  face. 
His  tempests  swellM  the  Moldaw's  rising  streams, 
Aodthns  o'crwbdm'd  my  flock. — But  this  my  heart 
Had  ieam*d  to  bear,  at  length  to  comfort's  voice 
It  had  obey'd,  and  all  its  woes  forgot ; 
When  ah  !  too  soon  returning  woes  invade 
Mv  brcart,  just  rising  horn  its  former  stroke. 
When  this,  the  sole  survivor,  of  my  flock, 
Follows  his  lost  companions ;  while  a  wretch 
I  here  remain,  deserted  and  forlorn  • 
He  too  had  dy'd  beneath  the  whelming  surge. 
Had  not  the  shelter  of  my  low-rooft  cot 

I       That  fotal  night  preserv'd  him ;  where  at  eve 
1  bapMy  ptacM  him  with  providing  care, 

I        Lest  the  fell  storm,  which  yet  from  southern  clouds 
Threaten'd  destruction,  and  to  low*r  began. 
Might  violate  his  tender-blooming  age. 

ALPUOK. 

With  piteous  eye,  and  sympathizing  heart. 
Thy  tears  1  view. — ^These  scenes  of  war  and  blood, 
The  calm  repose  of  ev'ry  field  invade  • 
Myself  bad  faU*n  a  victim  to  thehr  rage. 


As  in  deep  dead  of  night  my  care  beneath 
I  lay  ditsolv'd  in  sleep,  with  warning  voice 
Had  not  my  dog  alarmed  with  wood'ring  ear. 
When  straight  approach*d  the  cave  a  savage  throne 
With  barVroui  arms,  and  habit  fierce  and  wild, 
Withstem  demeanour  and  defymg  look 
TerriflUc ;  which  thd  Moon's  pale-^hnm'ringray^ 
Presented  to  my  sight,  as  in  the  boughs. 
Close  shrouded,  of  a  neighbVing  pine  I  sat 
(Where  sudden  fear  had  driv'n  me  to  evade 
Impending  fiite,  uncooscioas  and  amaz'd) 
Secare,  but  trembling,  and  in  chilly  damps 
My  limbs  bedew'd.— The  roonsten  as  they  past. 
With  dhre  confuskm  all  the  cavern  fill'd; 
Hnrrd  to  the  ground  mv  scrip,  and  beechen  cnpu 
Dispersed  the  shaggy  skmi  that  form  my  bed. 
And  o'er  the  trampled  floor  had  scatter'd  wide 
A  hoard  of  choicest  chesnuti,  which  I  culi'd 
With  nice-discemmg  care,  and  had  designed 
A  present  to  my  beauteous  Rosalinde. 
Alas*  with  them  her  love  had  been  obtain'd. 
And  me  to  Myron  she  had  then  preferr'd ! 

LYCAS. 

Shepherd,  on  thee  has  Fortune  kindly  imil'd; 
'Tis  mine  to  feel  her  grief-inflioting  hand  1 
Ahis  I  each  object  that  1  view  around 
Recalls  my  perish'd  darling  to  my  sight. 
And  mocks  me  with  his  loss !  see  there  the  spring 
Where  oft  he  wont  to  slake  his  eager  thiret ! 
And  there  the  beech,  beneath  whose  breezy  shade 
He  lov'd  to  lie,  close  covert  from  the  Son  I 
See  yet  the  bark  smooth-worn  and  bare  remains. 
Where  oft  the  youngling  rubb'd  his  tender  side  I 
Ah !  what  avail'd  my  care,  and  foresight  vain  ? 
That  day  he  fell  opprestt'd  by  whelming  steeds. 
This  hand  had  built  a  bow'r  of  thickest  boughs 
Composed,  and  wove  with  intermingling  leaves. 
Impervious  to  the  Sun ;  and  strew'd  the  floor 
With  choicest  hay,  that  in  the  secret  shade 
He  might  repose,  nor  feel  the  dog-star's  beam  1 
But  why  this  sad,  repeated  track  of  woe 
I  still  pursue  ?  Farewell,  my  Alphon  dear. 
To  distant  fields,  and  pastures  will  I  go, 
\Vhere  impious  war,  and  discord,  nurse  of  blood 
Shall  ne'er  profane  the  silence  of  the  groves.     ' 


ECLOGUE  IT. 

ACIS     AND     ALCVON. 


ACIS. 


While  in  the  bosom  of  this  deep  recess, 
Tlie  voice  of  war  has  lost  its  madding  shouts. 
Let  us  improve  the  transient  hour  of  peace, 
And  calm  our  troubled  mind^  with  mutual  songs  • 
While  this  recess  conspiring  with  the  Muse  * 

Invites  to  peaceful  thoughts ;  this  cavern  deep, 
And  these  tall  pines  that  nodding  from  the  rock 
Wave  o'er  its  mouih  their  umbrage  black,  and  cast 
A  venerable  gloom,  with  this  clear  fount 
That  cleaves  the  riven  stone  and  fills  the  cave 
With  hollow-tinkling  sounds.     Repeat  the  song 
Which  late,  Alcyon,  from  thy  mouth  I  heard. 
As  to  the  spring  we  drove  our  thirsting  flocks; 
It  tells  the  charms  of  grateful  evening  mild  : 
Begin,  Alcyon  :  Acis  in  return 
Shall  sing  the  praises  of  the  dawning  mom. 
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AftCTOH.     ' 

Bdihad  ihe  billf  wheu  sinks  the  wdtem  son, 
And  falling  dews  breathe  fragrance  thro*  the  kW^ 
Refivthing  evVy  field  with  ^xxrioen  tnild ; 
Then  let  me  walk  the  twilight  meadowi  green, 
Or  breezy  up-landt,  nearthjck-branching  elms. 
While  the  still  landscape  sooths  my  soni  to  rest, 
And  ev*ry  care  snbskles  to  calmest  peace : 
The  mists  slbw^rismg  from  the  rivers  dank, 
The  woods  soahse  stirring  at  the  whisp'ring  wind, 
The  streaky  ckmds,  that  tinge  their  darkenM  topi 
With  rasset  hues,  and  fmnter  gleams  of  Ugfat, 
Th«  asfitude  that  all  around  becalms 
The  peac^l  8lr,^Boasph«  tn  wrap  my  sonl 
In  musings  mild,  and  nought  the  solemn  scene 
And  the  still  silence  breaks,  bat  distant  sounds 
Of  Ueatang  Hocks,  that  to  then-  deslinM  foM 
The  shepbenl  drives :  mean-time  theshrill-tmi'd  bdl 
Of  some  lone  e#e  that  wanders  from  the  rest,    ' 
Tindcles  far-off,  with  soliUry  soimd ; 
The  lowing  cows  that  wait  the  milker's  hand. 
The  cottage  nMtiff  *s  hark,  the  jojroos  shouts 
Of  swains  that  meet  to  wrestle  on  the  green. 
Are  heard  around.    But  ah !  since  ruthless  war 
Has  ravaged  in  these  fields,  so  tianquil  once, 
Too  oft'  alas  the  dm  of  clashing  arms 
Ai)d  discord  fdl  disturbs  the  sojfter  scene ! 
Thy  sweet  approach  delights  the  wearied  ox, 
WhHe  in  loose  traces  from  the  fanrow'd  field 
Heoomfli;  thy  dawn  the  iPear^  reaper  loves. 
Who  long  had  fiunted  in  the  raid-day  sun, 
Pleas'd  ifith  the  cooler  hour,  along  the  vide 
WlBiHhif  he  home  retnms  to  kiss  his  babes, 
With  jeyfftl  heart,  his  labour's  sweet  reward! 
Bat  ah  I  «taat  sudden  fean  amaze  his  sonl 
When,  inar  approaching,  all  before  he  sees 
His  kiWly  cottage  and  ttie  village  'round 
Swept  hrto  mm  by  the  hand  of  war, 
Bispeia'd  his  children,  and  his  rnndi  lovM  wife. 
No  more  to  gl«d  his  breast  with  home-feh  joys ! 
I  too,  when  in  my  wattled  cotes  are  laid 
My  supping  -took,  njoice  to  meet  my  dear. 
My  feir  lamretta,  at  the  wonted  oak ; 
Or  haply  as  her  milking-pail  she  bears 
Ketaming  from  the  field,  to  ease  her  arm, 
(Sweet  office  !)  and  impart  my  aiding  hand  ! 
Thy  charms  (O  beauteous  Evening !)  shall  be  sung. 
As  long  as  these  tall  pmes  shall  wave  then'  heads. 
Or  this  clear  fountain  cleave  the  riven  stone  I 

ACIS. 

Sweet  are  the  dews  of  eve ;  her  fragrance  sweet ; 
Sweet  are  the  pine-topt  bills  at  sultry  noon ; 
Sweet  is  the  shelter  of  the  friendly  grot 
To  sheep,  and  shepherd,  at  impending  storms ; 
But  ah  f  less  sweet  the  fragrant  dewi  of  eve ; 
Less  sweet  the  pine-topt  hills  at  sultry  noon  ; 
Less  sweet  the  shelter  of  the  friendly  grot. 
Than  when  the  rising  Sun  with  rosy  beam 
Peeps  o'er  the  village-top,  and  o'er  the  fields, 
The  woods,  the  hills,  the  streams,  and  level  meads. 
Scatters  bright  splendours  and  diffbsire  joy ! 
As  to  his  flock  the  sliepherd  issues  forth. 
Printing  new  footsteps  in  the  dewy  vale, 
Eadi  object  of  the  joyous  scene  around 
Vernal  delight  inspires,  and  glads  his  heart 
Unknovnng  of  the  cause,  with  new-felt  glee  ! 
The  diant  of  early  birds  on  every  bush, 
Vlie  steaming  odours  of  the  fresh-blown  flow'ti— 


Cease,  Acis,  cease  thy  song  : — from  yonder  hill. 
Whose  lofty  sides  enclose  this  secret  seat. 
Our  flocks,  that  gra^e  akuig  its  verd'rous  brow. 
Tumultuous  rush,  as  struck  with  sudden  fright ; 
And  ha^  methinks  I  hear  the  deathful  sounds 
Of  war  approachhig,  and  its  thunders  roar  ! 

ACIS. 

Kind  Heav'n  preserve  my  wife  and  children  dear, 
Alas  !  I  fear  the  sound,  tbai  louder  now 
Swells  in  the  wind,  and  comes  with  fbller  din, 
Is  near  my  cottage;  which,  thou  know'st,  my  friend. 
Stands  at  the  spring,  that  issues  from  beneath 
That  rising  hill,  £silt  by  the  branching  «lm  I 

ALCVOK. 

See,  see,  my  friend,  what  darksome  spires  arise 
Of  wreathing  smoke,  and  blacken  all  the  sky  !— • 
Nearer  and  nearer  comes  the  thieat'im^  voice. 
And  more  distinguish'd  strikes  our  trembling  ear ! 
But  lo !  the  foes  advance  above  the  hill ; 
I  see  their  glitt'ring  arms  begin  to  gleam  ! 
Gome,  let  ns  fly,  and  in  the  deepest  nook. 
The  inmost  cavern  of  this  winding  |rot, 
Ctose  shroud  ourselves,  lest  hn  the  gen'ral  stream 
Of  thousands  thronging  down,  we  &I1  opprest. 


ECLOGUE    Hi. 

When  sable  midnight  on  the  fields  and  woods 

Had  spread  her  mantle  dark,  then  wander'd  forth 

The  pensive  Alcon,  and  the  bosom  deep 

Of  a  wild  wood  with  solitary  steps. 

There  to  lament  his  wretched  fete,  he  sought. 

Him,  late  as  o'er  the  vale  at  coming  eve 

Joyful  be  walk'd  with  hit  Lucilla  dear, 

A  soldier,  stern-advancing  on  his  steed, 

Robb'd  of  his  love,  and  tore  the  beauteous  maid 

With  brutal  hand  from  his  contending  arras. 

Weeping  in  vain,  and  shrieking  for  his  aid. 

And  frowning  bore  the  precious  prize  away. 

The  wood,   whose  shades  the  plaintive  shepherd 

sought. 
Was  dark  and  pathless,  and  by  neighb'ring  feet 
Long  time  untrod :  for  there  in  ancient  dasrs. 
Two  knights  of  bold  emprise,  aud  high  renown. 
Met  in  fierce  combat,  to  dispute  the  prize 
Of  beauty  bright,  whose  valiant  arm  shou'd  win 
A  virgm  fair,  whose  far-emblazoo'd  charms 
With  equal  love  had  smote  their  rival  breasts. 
The  knight  who  fell  beneath  the  victor's  sword, 
Unhears*d  and  restless,  from  that  fatal  day 
Wanders  the  hated  shades,  a  spectre  pale ; 
And  each  revolving  night,  are  heard  to  sound, 
far  fVom  the  inmost  bow'r  of  the  deep  wood. 
Loud  shrieks,  and  hollow  groans,  and  rattling  chaina. 
When  the  dark  secrets  of  the  grove  he  gain'd. 
Beneath  an  ancient  oak  his  weary  limbs  4 

He  laid  adowo,  and  thus  to  plain  began. 

<*  This  midnight  deep  to  plaintive  love  accords  ; 
This  lonesome  silence,  and  these  hideous  shades. 
That  in  this  darksome,  hour  J  daro  to  tread. 
And  all  the  horrours  of  this  fearful  place. 
Will  suit  a  wretch  abandon'd  to  despair  !— — 
But  hah!— —what  means  this  sudden  fbar, 
that  creeps 
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In  chilly  twesli»  o^ei'cll  my  tremUiikg  Ihobt  ?— — 

Wbat  bottov-wbiip'Tiiig  loaiidi  are  those  1  hear» 

From  jaodet  glade  ?        do  not  I  hear  his  Toice  ? 

Dqo  aoc  the  knicht,  that  io  these  dwdes  was  slain, 

Ua  me  to  come,  and  beckoo  with  his  hand  2 

Do  not  1  tee  his  Tisiooary  swofd 

Wav'd  io  brighi  circles  thit>>  the  murky  air  ?-— ^ 

Does  Boi  he  point  his  wonnds  ? — be  still  my  fears : 

1%  %»m  illusion  all,  and  phantasie. 

These  fcais  my  lore-distemper'd  brain  sogfests  ; 

Abs,  tbey  will  not  bring  me  back  my  love ! — 

Wbo  DOW,  perhaps,  amid  the  thronged  camp 

Oa  earth's  cokl  breast  reclines  her  weary  bead, 

A  lielpksB  lifgin,  subject  to  the  will 

Of  esch  rode  ramber,  and  distant  for 

From  her  dear  Alcon,  and  her  native  fields— 

lU  wfll  the  hardships  of  inclement  skies 

SiBt  vkb  ber  tender  limbs ;  the  various  toils 

Of  pahilhl  marches  ;  her  unwonted  ears, 

Kov  bear  the  trumpet,  and  the  sounds  of  war  ! 

This  task  is  bard  indeed — but  soon,  alas ! 

At  will  her  savage  lord  may  cast  her  off, 

Aod  leave  ber  to  succeeding  scenes  of  woe } 

I  see  my  dear  Lucilla,  once  my  own, 

Nsked  and  hungry,  tread  the  pensive  steps 

Of  desolation,  doomM  to  wan^r  o*er, 

KdplflBt  and  vagabon4,  the  friet^less  Earth ! 

I  hetr  ber  sigh  fur  Alcon  and  her  home  ; 

Add  Msk  fior  bread  at  some  proud  palace  gate 

With  unavailing  voice !  TTiis  toilsome  scene, 

Alas,  how  dlflPrent  from  the  smoother  paths 

Of  raral  life,  my  dear  was  wont  to  tread  ! 

Furth  to  the  field  to  bear  the  milking -pail 

Was  all  ber  wont ;  to  tread  the  tedded  grass, 

To  tend  her  fiither*s  flock :  beneath  the  oak 

To  aatdfc  her  dinner  sweet,  and  on  the  green 

With  the  companions  of  her  age  to  sport ! 

h  vain  1  now  expect  the  coming  on 

Of  dew-bath'd  eve,  to  meet  my  wonted  love ; 

Ko  more  I  hear  the  wood-girt  vallies  ring 

With  her  biytbe  voice,  that  oft  has  blest  mine  ear, 

As  a  the  di^ant  shade  I  sate  unseen ; 

Xo  nKK«  I  meet  her  at  the  wonted  spring. 

Where  each  revolving  noon  she  daily  went 

To  fin  ber  pitcher  with  the  crystal  flood ! — 

if  in  ber  native  fields  the  band  of  death 

Had  snalch'd  ber  from  my  arms,  I  cou*d  have  borne 

The  £ital  shock  with  ieftt- repining  heart ; 

For  then  I  could  have  had  one  parting  kiss ;  ^ 

I  eoo'd  have  strewn  ber  hearse  with  fairest  flowers, 

Aai  paid  the  last  sad  ofBce  to  my  dear  ! — 

Setnm,  my  sweet  Lucilla,  to  my  arms  ; 

At  thy  return,  all  nature  will  rejoice. 

Together  will  we  walk  the  verdant  vales. 

And  mii^^  sweet  discourse  with  kisses  sweet 

C&mtt,  I  will  dimb  for  thee  the  knotted  oak. 

To  rob  (he  stock-dove  of  his  feathery  young ; 

FU  show  theCNrhere  the  soflest  cowslips  spring. 

And  chiit^ring  nuts  their  laden  branches  bend  ; 

Tsgether  will  we  taste  the  dews  of  mom; 

Together  seek  the  grotts  at  sultry  noon  ; 

Tofcttaer  from  the  field  at  eve  return — 

What  have  I  said  ?  what  Minted  scenes  of  bins 

My  vaio  tmaginatioo  has  displayed ! 

Alas»  she's  gone,  ah,  never  to  return ! 

FsRmll  my  past'ral  pipe,  and  my  dear  flock; 

hrevell  my  nuthful  dog ;  my  once-lov'd  haunts 

Fnrwen,  or  cave,  or  fountain,  or  fresh  shade, 

and  thou,  my  low-rooft  cot^  farewell  !— 


Here  will  I  lie,  and  fellest  wolvai,  thitt  roilli 
This  savage  foinest,  shall  devour  my  thtriMS 
Unwept,  nnburied,  in  a  place  nnkixmii  !** 


ECLOGUE  IF. 


MTcoK  AMO  ratLANiraii. 


Welcome,  PhSlanihes,  to  thy  native  fields ; 
Thrice  three  revolving'moons  are  gone  and  pasl^ 
Since  first  yon  parted  from  your  father's  cot. 
To  drive  to  pastures  fkr  remote  your  fiodu- 
Since  that,  alas,  how  oft  has  savage  war 
Disturbed  our  dwellings,  and  defiic*d  our  fields  ! 

raiLAMTHBS. 

Mycoo,  Acfa  object  that  I  view  aronhd. 

Speaks  ruhi  and  destruction.    See,  my  friend. 

The  ancient  wood,  whose  venerable  shades 

So  oft  have  sheltered  us  firom  noon-day  suns  ; 

So  oft  have  echo'd  to  the  lowing  herds 

That  fed  wide-wandering  in  the  neighboring  vale% 

The  soldier's  ax  has  levelled  with  the  ground. 

And  to  the  Sun  expos'd  its  darksome  bow'rs : 

The  distant  villages,  and  blue-topt  hills,        [eyes. 

The  far-stretch'd  meads  appear,  and  meet  mine 

That  erst  were  intercepted  by  the  grove. 


How  is  the  wonted  &ce  of  all  things  changed ! 
Those  trees,  by  whose  aspiring  tops  we  knew 
The  Sun's  ascent  at  noon,  unerring  mark» 
No  more  are  seen  to  tell  the  comipg  hour. 
How  naked  does  the  winding  rill  appear. 
Whose  haulu  its  pendant  umbrsge  deep  imbrown'd. 
And  far  invested  with  its  arboroos  roof. 
As  by  its  sides  it  roIPd  its  secret  streams ; 
How  oft,  alas !  those  shadowy  banks  aloi^ 
(Ckise  solitude !)  my  Rosalind  and  1 
Have  walked  in  converse  sweet,  and  link*d  in  love  I 
But  tell  me,  dear  Philanthes,  are  the  fieldi. 
Which  jate  you  left,  like  ours  by  war  oj^nrest. 
Alike  in  tumult  and  confusion  wvapt  ? 

pfiiLAirntes. 
Myoofi,  ril  tell  thee  wonders  past  belief. 
It  hap*d  one  mom,  when  first  the  dawning  Sun 
Began  to  chear  the  light-enliven*d  Karth, 
Caught  with  so  bright  a  scene,  I  sought  the  fields 
Before  my  wonted  hour,  and  roving  wide 
Among  the  vales,  the  villages  and  woods. 
Where'er  my  fancy  led,  or  pleasures  calPd, 
I  chanc'd  upon  a  neighboring  hill  to  stray, 
To  view  the  glitt'ring  prospect  firom  its  top 
Of  the  broad  Rhine,  that  rolPd  his  waves  beneath, 
Aorid  the  tevM  of  exteadad  mMds ; 
When  1  Io !  ere  yet  I  gaiiiMits lofty  brow. 
The  sound  of  dadiing  Ihoods,  and  dashmg  arms 
And  neighing  stoeds,  ooolhshre  stmck  mbe  ear. 
Stndioi*  to  know  what  tnmull  was  at  band. 
With  step  adventrMs  I  advaacM,  and  gahi'd 

>  It  may  be  supposed  that  in  these  lines  the 
shraherd  is  giving  an  acconnt  of  Prince  Charles's 
putting  the  Rhint. 
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With  tim'ioiit  care  ttid  caotkmi  ken  its  top. 
Sodden  a  bunt  of  tNrightness  smote  my  tigbt. 
From  armt,  and  all  th'  imblazonry  of  war 
Keflected  hx,  while  iteeds,  and  men,  and  arms 
SeemM  floating  wide,  and  stretch'd  in  vast  amy 
Cer  the  broad  bosom  of  the  big-swoln  flood* 
That  dashing  roli'd  its  beamy  wares  between. 
The  banks  promiscuous  swarmed  with  thronging 

tnwps, 
These  on  the  flood  embarking,  those  ^ppear'd 
Crowding  the  adverse  shore,  sJready  past. 
All  was  confusion,  all  tomuHuoAs  din. 
I  trembled  as  I  look'd,  tbo*  far  above. 
And  in  one  blaze  their  arms  were  blended  bright 
With  the  broad  stream,  while  all  the  glist'ring  scene 
The  mom  iUum'd,  and  in  one  splendiour  clad. 
Struck  at  the  sight,  I  left  with  headlong  haste 
The  steep  brow'd  hill,  and  o*er  th'  extended  vales. 
The  wood-girt  lawns  I  ran,  nor  slacked  my  pace. 
Till  at  my  flock  tbiok-panting  I  arrived. 
And  drove  fur  off,  beneath  a  deep-arch*d  cave. 
Bat  come,  my  friend,  inform  me  in  return, 
Smoe  this  jny  absence  what  has  here  fell  out 

MTCOir. 

Bost  thou  remember  at  the  river's  side 
That  solitary  convent,  all  behind 
Hid  by  the  covert  of  a  mantling  wood  ?— 
One  night,  when  all  was  wrapt  in  darkness  deep. 
An  armed  troop  on  rage  and  rapine  bent, 
Pour'd  o'er  the  fields  and  ravag*d  all  they  met ; 
Kor  did  that  sacred  pile  escape  their  arms. 
Whose  walls  the  murderous  band  to  ruin  swept. 
And  flllM  its  caverns  deep  with  armed  throngs 
Greedy  of  spoil,  aud  snatched  their  treasures  old 
From  their  dark  seats :  the  shrieking  sisters  fled 
Dispersed  and  naked  thro'  the  fields  and  woods, 
While  sable  night  oonceaPd  their  wand'ring'kteps. 
Fart  in  my  mow-grown  cottage  shelter  sought. 
Which  haply  scap'd  their  rage,  in  secret  glade 
Immersed  deep. — I  rose  at  eaHy  mom, 
With  fearful  heart  to  view  the  rain*d  dome. 
Where  all  was  desolation,  all  appear*d 
The  seat  of  horrour,  and  devouring  war. 
The  deep  recesses,  and  the  gloomy  nooks. 
The  vaulted  isles,  and  shrines  of  imag'd  saint^ 
The  cavems  worn  by  holy  knees  appeared. 
And  to  the  Sun  were  op*d. — In  mushig  thought 
I  said,  as  on  the  pile  I  bent  my  brow — 
**  This  seat  to  ftiture  ages  will  appear. 
Like  that  which  sUnds  ftist  by  the  piny  rock; 
These  silent  walls  with  ivy  shall  be  hung. 
And  distant  times  shall  view  the  sacred  pile. 
Unknowing  how  it  fell,  with  pious  awe  ! 
The  pilgrim  here  shall  visit,  and  the  swain. 
Returning  from  the  field  at  twilight  grey. 
Shall  shun  to  pass  this  way,  subdued  by  fear, 
And  slant  his  course  across  the  adverse  vale !" 

raiLAMTHBS. 

Mycoo,  thou  see'st  that  cow,  which  stands  in  cool 
Amid  yon  rushy  lake,  beneath  the  shade 
Of  willow  green,  and  ruminates  at  ease 
The  watry  hertwge  that  around  her  floats. 
That  way  my  bustsess  leads.    I  go  to  greet 
My  £ither»  and  my  wonted  cottage  dear. 

MTOOlff. 

Come,  let  us  go :  my  path  is  that  way  too. 
Came,  my  Philanthe?,  and  may  piteous  He«Y*n 


Indulge, more  happy  days,  and  calm  our  griefs  ! 
Alas  !  l'  thought  some  trouble  was  at  band. 
And  long  before  presag'd  the  cominc  storm, 
Ev'n  when  the  ligbt'ning  one  disastrous  night 
Blasted  the  hoary  oak,  whose  ample  boughs 
Imbow'r  my  cottage ;  and  as  on  the  grass 
At  noon  1  slept,  a  serpents  sudden  hiss 
Broke  my  sweet  rest ! — But  come,  let  us  be  gone. 
The  Sun  begins  to  welk  in  mddy  %rest. 


ECLOGUE    r. 

CORItl  AND  CALISTAK. 


cot  IK. 

Which  way,  Calistan,  whither  dost  thou  lead 
That  lamb,  whom  yet  his  mother  scarce  has  wean'd  ? 

CALISTAlf. 

His  mother,  Corin,  as  she  wandering  fed. 
With  this  her  tender  youngling  by  her  side. 
Fell  by  a  shot  which  from  the  battle  caipe. 
That  in  the  neighb'ring  fields  so  lately  rag*d. 

COR  IK. 

Alas !  what  woes  that  fatal  day  involv'd 
Our  suff*ring  village,  and  the  fields  around  I 
But  come,  Calistan,  on  thb  rising  bank. 
Come,  let  us  sit,  and  on  the  danger  past^ 
Converse  secure,  and  number  all  our  grieb. 
See  how  the  flaunting  woodbine  shades  the  bank. 
And  weaves  a  mantling  canopy  above  ! 


Corin,  that  day  I  chanc'd  at  earlier  hour 
To  rise,  and  drove  far-ofl'  my  flock  unpcnt^ 
To  wash  them  in  a  spring  that  late  I  mark'd. 
There  the  first  motions  of  the  deathfiil  day 
I  heard,  as  listening  to  the  trickling  wave 
I  stood  attentive :  when  like  rising  storms. 
Hoarse,  hollow  murmurs  from  alar  I  heard. 
And  undisdnguish'd  sounds  of  distant  din. 
Alarm'd  I  HmoA,  unknowing  whence  it  came  ; 
And  from  the  fount  my  flock  unwash'd  I  drove 
Suspecting  danger :  when  as  nearer  yet, 
1  came  advancing,  all  was  tumult  loud. 
All  was  tempestuous  din  on  ev*ry  skle. 
And  all  around  the  roar  of  war  was  up. 
From  rock  to  rock  retost,  from  wood  to  ipood. 
Not  half  so  loud  the  tumbling  cataract 
Is  heard  to  roar,  that  from  the  pine-clad  cliflT 
Precipitate^  its  waves;  whose  distant  sounda 
I  oft  have  listen'd,  as  at  twilight  grey 
I  pent  my  flocks  within  their  wattled  cotes. 


For  three  revolving  days,  nor  voice  of  bird 
Melodious  chanting,  or  the  bleat  of  sheep. 
Or  lowing  oxen,  near  the  fistal  place 
Were  ^loird  to  sound  ;  but  all  was  silence  sad  ! 
The  ancient  grove  of  elms  deserted  stood. 
Where  kmg  bad  dwelt  an  aged  race  of  rooks. 
That  with  then-  nests  had  crowded  every  branch. 
We  oft'  have  heard  them  at  the  dusk  of  eve 
In  troops  returning  to  their  well-known  home. 
In  mingled  clamours  sounding  from  on  high  ! 
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CAtnrTAM. 

Cbrin,  thoQ  knov'st  tlie  fir-inyeited  cave, 
Wbrre  Ule  we  sfaelter*d  from  a  gathViog  storm. 
Oar  flocks  together  drrr*ii:  beoeath  tU  shade 
I  bad  appointed  at  sweet  even-tide 
To  meet  my  Delia  homeward  as  she  pass'd. 
Bearing  her  milking.paiL   Alas  !  the  thoughts 
Of  that  sweet  congress,  the  precediug  night 
Solte9*d  my  dreams,  and  all  my  senses  lulPd, 
And  with  more  joyful  heart  at  mom  I  rose. 
But  ah !  that  tnmuK  cropt  my  blooming  hopes, 
Ind  ia  oonfasion  wrapt  my  lore  and  me. 

coaiN. 
Thstt  day,  Bor  in  the  (old  my  flock  I  pent. 
Or  walk'd  at  eve  the  vales,  or  on  the  tarf 
Beneath  the  wonted  oak  my  dinner  took. 
Or  slept  at  noon  amid  my  languid  sheep, 
Rcpos^  at  ease  on  the  green  mfeadow*8  bed. 
When  sable  night  came  on,  for  not  ev^n  yet 
The  tumult  had  subsided  into  peace, 
Ev*a  then  low  sounds,  and  interrupted  bursts 
Of  war  we  beard,  and  cries  of  djriog  men. 
Ami  a  oonfbs'd  hum  of  the  ceasing  storm* 
in  night  dose-shrouded  in  a  forest  thick, 
Wak^ul  I  sate,  my  flock  around  me  laid ; 
And  of  neglected  boughs  1  kindled  up 
A  scanty  flame,  whose  darkly-gleaming  blaze 
AoKrag  th'  eolighten'd  trees  fonn'd  hideous  shapes, 
And  speuies  pale,  to  my  distempered  mind. 
Bow  oft  I  look'd  behind  with  cautious  iear. 
And  trembled  at  each  motion  of  the  wind  !— • 
Bat  where  did  you,  Galistan,  shelter  seek  ? 
What  daifc  retreat  ooooeal'd  your  waad'ring  steps  ? 

CAUSTAH. 

Csrin,  thoo  know'st  the  fur-clad  hennit's  cell 
Deep-arch*d  beneath  a  rock  among  the  wilds: 
TUlher  1  bent  my  flight,  a  welcome  guest,     ' 
Aad  not  unknown ;  for  when  my  flock  I  fed 
Of  late  beoeath  the  neighb'ring  pastures  green, 
I  oft  was  woot,  invited  at  his  oJl, 
Itnooo  beneath  his  cavern  to  retire 
fnm  the  tai*k  baat,  white  all  the  paflfa^  hours 


The  good  old-man  improved  with  converse  high. 
And  in  my  breant  enkindled  virtue's  love ; 
Nor  seldom  would  his  hospitable  hand 
Aflbrd  a  short  repast  of  berries  cool. 
Which  o'er  the  wilds  (his  scanty  food)  he  pluck*d  i 
Here  was  my  refuge. — All  the  live-long  night 
Pensive  by  one,  pale,  lonesome  lamp  we  sate. 
And  listeo*d  to  the  bleak  winds  whistling  loud. 
And  the  shrill  crash  of  forests  from  without 
Soon  as  the  morning  dawo'd,  the  craggy  height 
Of  the  steep  rock  1  climb'd,  on  whose  wild  top 
His  rustic  temple  stood,  and  moss-grown  cross 
(The  sacred  object  of  his  piOos  pray'n) 
FormM  of  a  tall  fir's  thunder-blasted  trunk : 
Where  all  beneath  th'  expansive  plains  I  saw 
With  white  pavilions  hid,  in  deep  array. 
There  too  my  little  fold,  which  late  1  left 
Standing  at  eve,  amkl  the  warlike  scene 
With  tearful  eyes  afirighted,  I  beheld. 
Alas,  how  changed  the  scece !  when  there  I  pitched 
Those  hurdled  cotes,  the  night  was  calm  and  mild. 
And  all  was  peaceful.    I  remember  well. 
While  there  within  that  fold  my  flock  I  pent. 
How  blythe  I  heard  my  beauteous  Delia  sing  I 
Her  distant-echoing  voice  how  sweetly  rung. 
And  all  my  ravished  senses  wrapt  in  bliss  I 


Hast  thou  not  seen  the  fotal  plain  of  death 
Where  rag'd  the  conflict  ?  there,  they  say,  at  eve 
Grim  ghosts  are  seen  of  men  that  there  were  slain. 
Pointing  their  wounds  and  shrieking  to  their  mates, 
Still  doom'd  to  haunt  the  fields  on  which  they  fell. 


Corio,  no  more. '  Th'ts  lamb  demands  my  speed. 
See  how  the  youngling  hangs  his  sickly  head. 
Tender,  and  fainting  for  his  wonted  food ! 
I  haste  to  place  hind  in  my  sbelt'ring  cott. 
Fed  fixMn  my  hand,  and  cherish'd  by  my  care.— t- 
And  see,  my  friend,  far  oflT  in  darkened  west 
A  clopd  comes  on,  and  threatens  sudden  rains. 
Corin,  fef«weU|  the  ttonn  begins  to  low'i; 
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THE 

LIFE  OF  DR.  JOSEPH  WARTON, 

BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


Dr.  JOSEPH  WARTON  was  born  at  the  bouse  of  his  maternal  grandfather,  the 
icf.  Joseph  Rkbardson,  rector  of  Dunsford,  in  the  year  17?2«  Ei^cept  for  a  very 
iborttime  that  he  was  at  New  College  school,  he  was  educated  by  his  father  until  he 
trrifed  at  his  fourteenth  year.  He  was  then  admitted  on  the  foundation  of  Win- 
chester Colkge,  under  the  care  of  the  present  venerable  Dr.  Sandby,  at  that  time  the 
bead  of  the  school,  and  now  chancellor  of  Norwich. 

He  had  not  been  loug  at  this  excellent  seminary  before  he  exhibited  considerable 
tatellectnal  powers,  and  a  laudable  ambition  to  outstrip  the  common  process  of  educa- 
tkm.  CoUms,  the  poet,  was  one  of  his  schoolfellows,  and  in  conjunction  with  him  and 
smother  boy,  young  Warton  sent  three  poetical  pieces  to  the  Gentleman's  Magazine,  of. 
foch  merit  as  to  be  highly  praised  in  that  miscellany,  but  not,  as  his  biographer  supposes, 
by  Dr.  Johnson.  A  letter  also  to  his  sister,  which  Mr.Wooll  has  printed,  exhibits  very 
extiaordinary  proofs  of  fancy  and  observation  in  one  so  young. 

In  September  174(),  being  superannuated  accordhig  to  the  laws  of  the  school,  he  was 
removed  from  Winchester,  and  havug  no  opportunity  of  a  vacancy  at  New  College, 
he  went  to  Oriel.  Here  he  applied  to  his  studies,  not  only  with  diligence,  but  with 
that  true  taste  for  what  is  valuable,  which  rendered  the  finer  discriminations  of  criti- 
dam  habitual  to  his  mind*  During  his  leisure  hours  he  completed  several  of  his 
poems,  aoiong  whidi  his  biographer  enumerates  the  Enthusiast,  or  the  Lover  of 
Nature,  the  Dying  Indian,  and  a  prose  satire  entitled  Ranelagh  House.  He  appears 
likewise  to  have  sketched  an  allegorical  work  of  a  more  elaborate  kind,  which  he  did  not 
fiad  tioM  or  incUnation  to  complete.  On  taking  his  bachelor's  degree  in  174-4-,  he  was 
ordained  to  his  fathers  curacy  at  Basingstoke,  and  officiated  in  that  church  till  Februaiy 
1746:  he  next  removed  to  the  duty  of  Chelsea,  whence,  in  order  to  complete  his  recovery 
from  the  small  pox,  he  went  to  Chobham. 

AlH>ut  this  time  he  had  became  a  correspondent  in  Dodsley's  Museum,  to  which  he 
contributed,  as  appears  by  his  copy  of  that  work  now  before  me,  Superstilioh,  an  ode, 
dated  Chelsea,  April  1746,  and  Stanzas  written  on  taking  the  air  after  a  long  illness. 
In  the  preceding  year,  as  noticed  in  his  brother's  life,  he  published  by  subscription,  a 

Digitized  by  VjOOv  IC 


116  '  LIFE  OF  DR.  WARTON. 

volume  of  his  father's  poems,  partly  to  do  honour  to  his  niemoryt  but  p^mcqpdly  with 
the  hiudable  purpose  of  payuig  what  debts  he  left  behind  him,  and  of  raisiiig  a  littlt 
Aind  for  himself  and  family.  Whether  this  scheme  answered  his  fiiU  expectatioiis  it 
uncertam,  but  he  appears  to  have  been  encouraged  by  some  of  his  fathei's  opulent 
friendsi  and  probably  was  no  loser.  The  correspondence  Mr.  Wooll  has  puUisbed, 
shows  with  what  prudence  the  two  brothers  husbanded  their  scanty  provision,  and 
with  what  affection  they  endeavoured  to  support  and  cheer  each  other  while  at  school 
and  college. 

Owing  to  some  di^greement  witb  the  iKirishioners  of  Chelsea,  which  had  taken  place 
.before  he  left  that  curacy,  he  accepted  the  duty  of  Chawton  and  Droxfbrd,  but  after  a 
few  months  returned  to  Basingstoke.  In  1 747-S  he  was  presented  by  the  duke  of  Bol- 
ton to  the  rectory  of  Winslade,  and  as  this,  although  a  living  of  small  produce,  wa( 
probably  considered  by  him  as  the  earnest  of  more  valuable  preferment,  he  iamMdiately 
married  Miss  Daman,  of  that  neigfabooriiood,  to  whom,  his  biographer  informs  ns,  be 
had  been  some  time  enthusiastically  attached.  In  1747»  according  to  Mr.  Wooll'sacconnt^ 
he  had  published  a  volume  of  odes,  in  conjunction  with  Collins,  but  on  cooaoltii^ 
the  literary  registers  of  the  time,  it  appears  that  each  puUishedl  a  volume  of  poems 
in  1746,  and  in  the  same  montlu  It  cannot  now  be  ascertaiuedVhat  degree  of  fiune 
ac<2rued  to  our  author  from  ibis  volume,  but  in  the  preface  we  find  him  avowing  tfaotc 
sentiments  on  the  nature  of  genuine  poetry  which  he  expanded  more  at  large  after- 
wards, and  which  were  the  foundatipn  of  what  has  since  been  termed  **  the  school  of 
the  Wartons.'* 

*'  The  public,''  he  says»  "  has  been  so  much  accustomed  of  late  to  dMactie  poetry 
..alone,  and  essays  on  moral  subjects,  that  any  work»  where  the  imagmation  is  modi 
indulged,  will  perhaps  not  be  relished  or  regarded.  The  author  therefore  of  these 
pieces  is  m  some  pain,  lest  certain  austere  ciitica  should  think  them  too  fancifid  or 
descriptive.  But  as  he  is  convinced  thai  the  fasbkm  of  moraliimg  hi  verse  has  been 
carried  too  fiir,and  as  he  looks  upon  invention  and  imagmation  tobethechief  facoltiet 
of  a  poet,  so  he  will  be  happy  if  the  fi^owing  Odes  may  be  looked  upon  as  an 
attempt  to  bring  back  poetry  into  its  right  channel''— In  1749  he  publisbed  his  ode  to 
Mr.  West. 

In  1751,  Ills  patron  the  duke  of  Bolton  invited  him  to  be  his  companion  in  m  tonr 
to  the  south  of  France  K  For  this,  Mr.  Wool!  informs  us,  he  had  two  motives,  ^  the 
society  of  a  man  of  learning  and  taste,  and  the  acc»mmodaii(m  of  a  protestant  clergyman, 
who,  immediately ,  on  the  death  of  his  dutchess,  then  in  a  confirmed  dropsy,  oonld 
marry  him  to  the  lady  with  whom  he  lived,  and  who  was  univenMUy  known  and  distin- 
guished by  the  name  of  Polly  Peachum." 

Whichever  of  these  motives  predominated  in  the  duke's  mind,  it  is  much  to  t>e  re- 
gretted that  our  author  $0  far  forgo^  what  was  due  to  his  character  and  profession  as  to 
accept  the  offer.    But  if  any  circumstance  besides  the  consciooaness  of  doing  wrong, 

1  '^  On  tbis  oocarion  bis  brother  wrote  tbat  beautiftil  Ode  sent  to  a  Frieiid  oa  leafing  a  fiivoerite 
Village  in  Hampshire  ;  which  alone,  in  my  opinion,  would  pUce  him  in  the  higher  order  of  poets :  and 
which  is  one  of  the  most  exquisite  (ftescriptire  pieces  in  the  whole  body  of  English  poetry.    Every  line 
painu,  with  the  nicest  and  moft  discriminative  toucbeS|  the  scenery  about  Wyoslade  and  Hackwood.' 
Brydges'  CensuEa  Utcraria,  vol.  5.  178.    C. 
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I  embitler  the  remembrance  of  this  solitary  blemish  in  his  public  h'fe,  it  was,  that^ 
•iter  ill,  the  only  hopes  which  could  justify  his  compliance  were  very  ungraciously  disr 
appoiDted.  For  some  reason  or  other,  be  wns  obliged  to  leave  his  patron,  and  come  to 
Eoglaiid  before  the  dutchess  died,  and  when  that  event  took  place,  and  he  solicited 
penniiiion  to  retora  to  the  duke,  he  had  the  mortification  to  learn  that  the  ceremony 
hid  been  performed  by  Mr.  Devisme,  chaplain  to  the  embassy  at  Turin. 

Soon  after  bis  return  to  England,  be  published  hb  edition  of  Virgil  in  English  and 
Latin,  the  MaM  translated  by  Pitt,  and  the  Eclogues  and  Gcorgics  by  himself,  who 
•bo  eontribated  the  notes  on  the  whole.  Into  this  publication,  he  introduced  Warbur- 
tto*s  Dissertation  on  the  sixth  .£ueid :  a  commentary  on  the  character  of  lapb  by 
Atterboiy,  and  on  the  shield  of  £neas  by  Whitehead,  the  laureat,  ori^nally  published 
m  Dodsley's Museum;  and  three  Essays  on  Pastoral,  Didactic  and  Epic  Poetry  written 
by  himself.  Much  of  this  valuable  work,  begun  in  1748-9,  was  printed  when  he  was 
•broad,  and  the  whole  completed  in  17 53.  It  is  mmecessary  to  add  that  his  share  in 
the  tmnlation,  his  notes,  and  especially  his  Essays,  raised  him  to  a  very  high  reputa- 
tioo  among  the  scholars  and  critics  of  hb  age.  The  second  edition,  which  appeared 
•  few  years  after,  was  much  improved.  In  addition  to  the  other  honours  which 
molted  from  this  display  of  classical  taste,  the  university  of  Oxford  conferred  upon 
lim  the  degree  of  master  of  arts,  by  diploma,  dated  June  23,  ^759.  Such  is  Mr. 
Woolfs  account,  but  it  b  evident  from  the  date  that  hb  Essay  likewise  preceded  this 
jostmaik  of  esteem. 

Daring  tlie  year  1753,  he  ^na  mvited  to  assist  in  the  Adventurer,  which  was  begun 
by  Hawkesworth,  in  1752.  The  invitation  came  from  hb  friend  Dr.  Johnson,  who 
inforaied  him  that  the  literary  partners  wished  to  assign  to  him  the  province  of  criti- 


Hb  contributions  to  the  Adventurer  amount  to  twenty-four  papers.  Of  these  a  few 
•le  of  the  humourous  cast,  but  the  greater  part  consist  of  elegant  criticbm,  not  that 
of  coM  sagacity,  Imt  warm  from  the  heart,  and  powerfully  addressed  to  the  finer 
feelings  as  well  as  to  the  judgment.  His  critical  papers  on  Lear  have  never  been 
exceeded  for  jnst  taste  and  discrimination.  His  disposition  lay  in  selecting,  and  illus^ 
tnfing  those  beauties  of  anci^t  and  modem  poetry,  which,  like  the  beauties  of 
mtare,  strike  and  please  many  who  are  yet  incapable  of  describing  or  analysing  them. 
No.  101,  on  the  blembhes  in  the  Paradise  Lost,  b  an  example  of  the  delicacy  and 
BD|)ait]afity  with  which  writings  of  establbhed  fame  ought  to  be  exammed.  Hb  ol>« 
serratkxis  on  the  Odyssey,  in  Nos.  75,  80,  and  83,  are  original  and  judicious,  but 
k  may  he  doubted  whetlier  they  have  detached  many  scholars  from  the  accustomed 
preference  given  to  the  Iliad.  If  any  objection  may  be  made  to  Dr.  Warton's  critical 
papers,  it  b  that  hb  Greek  occurs  too  frequently  in  a  work  intended  for  domestic 
bstmction.  Hb  style  b  always  pure  and  perspicuous,  but  sometimes  it  may  be  db- 
covered,  without  any  other  information,  that  "  he  kept  company  with  Dr.  Johnson." 
The  first  part  of  No.  139,  if  found  detached,  might  have  been  attributed  to  that  writer. 
It  has  an  hb  manner^  not  merely  *'  the  coutorsions  of  the  sybir  but  somewhat  of  the 
"  iospiiation  V 

*  I  liope  X  shall  be  excused  for  transcribing  this  character  of  Dr.  Warton's  Adventurers,  written 
tbea  tbe  mbject  was  freth  in  memory,  for  the  pritisb  fissayist^  vol.  xxlii.  pref.  p.  xxxix^  C. 
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About  this  time  he  appears  to  have  mediMed  a  history  of  the  icfiSfal  ofliteniwew 
Hb  first  iateulion  was  to  publish  Sdect  EpIsUes  of  Politiao,  Erasmus,  Orothis  and 
others,  with  notes,  but  after  some  correspondence  with  his  brother,  wbo^wa»  to  assist 
Hi  the  undertaking,  it  was  laid  aside,  a  circmnstance  much  to  be  lao^ented,^  as  few 
nen  were  more  extensirely  acquainted  with  liteiary  history,  or  could  have  detailed  it 
in  a  more  pleasing  form.  At  a  subsequent  period  he  again  sketched  a  plan  of  nearly 
the  same  kind,  which  was  likewise  abandoned  Collins,  some  time  before  this,  had 
published  proposals  for  a  History  of  fclie  Revival  of  Learning,  with  a  Life  of  Leo  the 
Tenth,  but  probably  no  part  was  executed,  or  could  mdeed  be  reasonably  expected 
from  one  of  his  unhappy  state  of  mind. 

.  In  1754,  our  author  was  instituted  to  the  living  of  Tunworth,  on  the  preaentBtam 
of  the  Jervoise  family^  ;  and  m  1755,  on  the  resignation  of  the  rev.  Samuel  Speed, 
he  was  elected  second  master  of  Winchester-school,  with  the  management  and  ad- 
vantages of  a  boarding  house.  In  the  following  year,  sir  George  Lytlelton,  then 
advanced  to  the  peerage,  commenced  thepatronage  of  his  nobility  by  bestowing  a  scarf 
on  Mr.  Wartott.  He  had  for  some  time  enjoyed  the  familiar  acquamtance  of  sir 
George,  and  assisted  him  m  the  revisal  of  his  history  of  Hemy  IL 

Amklfll  al^  these  honours  and  employments,  he  now  found  leisure  lo  complete  the 
itift  volume  of  his  celebrated  Essay  on  the  Writings  and  Genius  of  Pope,,  which  be 
dedicated  to  Dr.  Young,  but  did  not  subscribe  hia  name.  Dodiley  likevrise,  althoogh 
the  real  publisher,  thought  proper  to  employ  hb  deputy  Mrs.  Cooper  on  this  occasion. 
The  following  passage  from  one  of  Dodsley's  letters  published  by  Mr.  Wool!,  will  pro- 
bably throw  some  light  on  his  motive.  "  Your  Essay  is-  puUbbed,  the  price  5$:  bound. 
I  gave  Mrs.  Cooper  directions  about  advertismg,  and  have  sent  it  to  her  this  afternoon, 
to  desire  she  will  look  after  its  being  inserted  in  the  evening  papers.  I  have  a  pleasure 
hi  telling  you  that  it  b  Hked  m  general,  and  paxticnkurly  by  such  as  you  woukl  wish 
should  like  it.  But  you  have  surely  not  kept  your  secret :  Johnson  mentioned  it  ta 
Mr.  Hitcbaayour8.«»Dr.  Bbch  meatk>ned  it  to  Garrick  as  yours.— And  Dr.  Akenside 
mentioned  it  as  yours  to  me. — ^And  many  whom  I  cannot  now  think  on  have  asked 
for  it  as  yours  or  your  brothers.  I  have  sold  many  of  them  in  my  own  shop,  and 
have  dbpersed  and  pushed  it  as- much  as  I  can:  and  have  said  more  than  I  could  ham 
said  xfmif  name  had  been  to  jtr  The  ob^jections  made  to  thb  admirable  piece  of 
cnticbra  will  be  considered  hereafter.  In  the  mean  time,  they  were  powerftil  enough 
to  damp  the  ardour  of  the  essayist,  who  left  hb  work  m  an  imperfect  state  for  the 
long  space  of  twenty-six  years. 

In  May  \l66^  he  was  advanced  to  the  bead  mastership  of  Wmchester  sdiool,  a 
situation  for  which  he  waa  eminently  qualified,  and  in  which  hb  shming  abilitiies,  ur-^ 
banity  of  manners,  and  eminent  success  ki  produdag  scholars  of  distingnished  taknta^ 
will  be  long  and  affectionately  remembered.  In  consequence  of  thb  promotkm  bo 
once  more  visited  Oxford,  and  proceeded  to  the  degree  of  1>achelor  and  doctor  in 
divinity.  In  177^1  he  lost  the  wife  of  hb  earl^  affection,  by  whom  he  had  six  chil* 
dren.  The  stroke  was  severe,  but  the  necessity  4>f  providmg  a  substitute  for  hb 
children,  and  an  intelligent  and  tender  companion  for  himself,  induced  bun  m  the 

*  Aboat  this  time  hs  sent  soms  of  bb  juTcnile  pieces  to  Dodtley's  Collectloo  of  Poems.    C«- 
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tofcwiag  ytar  -lo  mmry  Miss  Nicholas,  daughter  oC  Robert  Nicholas,  esq.  a  de- 
fteodant  of  Dr.  Nicholas,  formerly  wardeu  of  Wipchester. 

Tbeteoour  of  his  life  was  now  even.  During  such  times  as  he  could  spai«  from  the 
school^  and  especiidly  on  the  ret^urn  of  the  Christmas  vacation,  he  visited  liis  friends 
io  London,  among  whom  were  the  whole  of  that  class  who  composed  Dr.  Johnsou  s 
litervj  dub,  with  some  persons  of  rank  by  whom  he  was  highly  respected,  but  who 
appear  to  have  remembered  tbeir  old  waster  in  every  thing  but  promotion.  In  178^/ 
he  was  indebted  to  his  friend  and  correspondent  Dr.  Lowth,  bisliop  of  London,  for 
a  prcbeod  of  St.  PauFsy  and  the  living  of  Thorley  In  Hertfordshire,  which,  aAer  some 
anrngements,  he  exchanged  fur  Wickham.  This  year  abo  he  pubUshed  his  second 
aadooududiag  volame  of  the  £6say  on  Pope,  and  a  uew  edition,  with  some  alterations, 
of  the  first 

In  178^  through  the  ioteisest  of  lord  Shannon,  he  obtained  a  prebend  in  Wuichester 
calhedral,  and  through  that  of  lord  Malmesbury,  tlie  rectory  of  Easton,  which,  within 
the  year,  he  was  permitted  to  exchange  for  Upham.  The  amount  of  these  preferments 
was  cQQsideiabk,  but  surely  not  lieyond  liis  merit,  and  it  must  be  observed,  they  came  late 
whn  his  fiuaity  co^ld  no  longer  expect  the  advantages  of  early  mcome  and  economy. 
He  was  sixty  yean  of  age  before  he  had  any  benefice,  except  the  small  livings  of 
Wyndtde  and  Tunworth,  and  nearly  seventy  before  he  enjpyed  the  remainder.  The 
distributioD  of  ecclesiastic  preferments  would  l>e  a  subject  too  delicate  for 
D,  if  they  were  uniformly  the  rewards  of  ecclesiastical  services,  but  as,  among 
other  leasou^  they  ^re  iiestowed  on  account  of  literary  atUunments,  we  may  be  allowed 
io  wander  thai  Dc  Warton  was  not  remunerated  in  an  early  period  of  life,  when  he 
itM  ahaostat  tbe  bead  of  EogUsh  scholars,  and  when  his  talents,  in  their  full  vigour, 
voold  have  dignified  the  highest  stations.  \ 

h  the  year  1793,  he  came  to  a  resoliition  to  resign  the  mastership  of  Winchester. 
Beans  now  bciginning  to  feel  that  his  time  of  life  required  more  ease  and  relaxation 
^km  the  duties  of  the  school  permitted,  and  hb  resoli^tion  was  probably  strengthened 
hjsome  unpleasant  proceedings  at  that  period  among  the  scholars.  Accordmgly  he 
gait  in  his  resignation  on  the  twenty-third  of  July,  and  retired  to  his  rectory  at 
Vidfaam.  A  vote  of  thanks  followed  from  the  wardens,  &c.  of  tlie  school,  for  the 
taooongemeiit  be  had  given  to  genius  and  industry,  the  attention  he  had  paid  to 
the  iotrodnction  of  a  correct  taste  in  composition  and  chissical  learning,  and  the  many 
ttd  larious  services  which  he  had  conferred  on  the  Wiccamical  societies  through  tlie 
long  course  of  y^ars  in  which  he  filled  the  places  of  second  and  head  master.  These 
^CR  not  words  of  course,  but  truly  felt  by  the  addressers,  althoi^h  thej  form  a  very 
iaarfcquate  character  of  him  as  luaster. 

During  his  retirement  at  Wickham,  he  ,  was  induced  by  a  liberal  offer  from  the 
koobdlers  of  London^  and  more  probably,  by  his  love  for  the  task,  to  superintend  a 
aev  editioo  of  Pope's  Works,  which  he  completed  iu  1797*  ia  nine  volumes  octavo. 
Ifat  thbwas  the  most  complete  and  best  illustrated  edition  of  Pope  was  generally  allowed, 
hat  it  haKi  to  contend  with  objectious,  some  of  which  were  not  urged  with  the  respect 
<lae  to  the  veteran  critic  who  had  done  so  much  to  reform  and  refine  the  taste  of  his 
>^  It  was  proper  to  object  that  he  had  intrdduced  one  or  two  pieces  which  ought 
aever  to  have  been  published,  but  it  was  not  so  proper  or  necessary  to  otyect  that  he   , 
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had  given  iis  his  Essay  cut  down  into  notes.  Besides  tiuit  this  was  unavoidable,  they 
who  made  the  objection  had  not  I>een  very  carefnl  to  compare  the  new  with  the  old 
matter ;  they  would  have  found  upon  a  fiiir  examination  that  his  original  iUnstrations 
were  very  numerous,  and  tlmt  no  discovery  respecting  Pope's  character  or  ^vritbgs 
made  since  the  edition  of  Warburton,  was  left  untouched. 

It  has  already  been  mentioned  that  he  had  once  an  mtention  of  compiliag  a  Histoiy 
of  the  Revival  of  Learning,  and  that  he  had  abandoned  it.  About  the  year  1784  % 
however,  he  issued  proposals  for  a  work  which  would  probably  have  included  much 
of  his  original  purpose.  This  was  to  have  been  comprised  in  two  quarto  volumes^ 
and  to  contain  the  History  of  Grecian,  Roman,  Italian,  and  French  Poetry  in  feur 
parts.  I.  From  Homer  to  Nonnus:  11.  From  Ennius  to  Boetius:  III.  From  Dante  to 
Metastasio :  IV.  From  W.  de  Lorris  to  Voltaire.  This  he  announced  as  **  preparing  for 
the  press."  Probably  his  brother^s  death,  and  his  desire  to  complete  hb  Histoiy  of 
Englbh  Poetry,  diverted  him  from  his  own  design :  but  it  dt>e8  not  appear  that  bp 
made  any  progress  in  either. 

After  the  publication  of  Pope,  he  entered  on  an  edition  of  Dryden,  and  about  the 
year  1799,  bad  completed  two  volumes  with  notes,  which  are  now  in  the  pomession 
of  his  son,  the  rev.  John  Wvirton,  who  has  undertaken  to  give  them  to^  world. 
At  thb  time  the  venerable  author  was  attacked  by  an  incurable  disorder  in  hb  kidneys, 
which  terminated  his  useful  and  honourable  life  on  Feb.  93, 1800,  in  hb  seventy-eighth 
year  ^  He  left  a  widow,  who  died  in  1 8()S,  a  son  and  three  daughters,  the  yoongest 
by  his  second  wife.  He  wa^  interred  in  the  same  grave  with  hb  first  wife,  m  the 
n^th  aisle  of  Winchester  cathedral :  and  the  Wicoambts  evinced  their  respect  for 
hb  memory  by  an  elegant  monument  by  Flaxman,  placed  against  the  pillar  iieit  to 
the  entrance  of  the  choir  on  the  south-side  of  the  centre  aisle. 

In  1806,  the  rev.  John  Wooll,  master  of  the  school  of  Midhnrst''in  Sussex,  pub. 
lished  Biographical  Memoirs  of  Dr.  Warton,  with  a  Selection  from  hb  Poetry  and  a 
Literary  Correspondence.  From  all  these,  the  present  sketch  has  beta  compiled,  wUk 
some  additional  particulars  gleaned  from  the  literary  joumalt  of  the  times^  and  other 
sources  of  information. 

The  personal  character  of  Dr.  Warton  continues  to  l>e  the  theme  of  piaiae  with 
all  who  knew  him.  Without  affectation  of  superior  philosophy,  he  possessed  aa  UHle- 
pendent  spirit,  and  amidst  what  would  have  l>een  to  others  very  bitter  disappomt- 
men  ts,  lie  was  never  known  to  express  the  language  of  discontent  or  envy.  As  a  hus- 
band and  parent  he  dbplayed  the  tenderest  feelings  mixed  with  that  prudence  which 
implies  sense  as  well  as  affection.  Hb  mannen  partook  of  what  has  been  termed  the 
old  court:  hb  address  was  polite  and  even  elegant,  but  occasionally  it  had  somewhat 
of  measure  and  stateliness.  Having  left  the  university  after  a  short  reskknce,  he 
mixed  eariy  with  the  world,  sought  and  enjoyed  the  society  of  the  ftur  sex,  and  tem- 
pered hb  studious  habits  ^vith  the  tender  and  polite  attentions  necessary  in  promiscoous 

4Myoopyof  his  Proposalg  lias  no  date,  bat  u  Mr.  Maty  published  them  io  hb  ReTteir  for  1784^ 
I  presume  that  was  the  time  of  their  being  issued.    C, 

^  <*  His  cheerfulness  and  resiginatioa  in  affliction  were  inrincible ;  even  under  the  extreme  of  bodily 
weakness,  his  strong  mind  was  unbroken,  and  his  limbs  became  paralyzed  in  the  very  act  of  dictating 
an  epistle  of  friendly  criticism.  So  quiet,  so  composed  was  hit  end,  that  he  might  more  tnity  be  smd 
to  cease  to  live  than  to  have  uodeigooe  the  pangs  of  death."    WooU's  Memoirs,  j^  i02, 103.    C. 
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Mtfoomse.  In  thb  respect  there  was  a  visible  difference  between  him  and  his 
ktAber»  whose  manners  were  ^ore  careless  and  unpolished.  In  the  more  solid  qualities 
of  the  heart,  m  true'  benevolence,  kmdness,  hospitality,  they  approached  very  closely. 
Yet  though  thehr  bclinations  and  pursuits  were  congenial,  and  each  assisted  the  other 
in  his  undertakhigs,  it  may  be  questioned,  whether  at  any  time  they  could  have  ex- 
changed occupations:  with  equal  stores  of  literature,  with  equ^L^efinement  of  taste,  it 
may  be  questioned  whether  the  author  of  the  Essay  on  Pope  could  have  pursued  the 
'  oif  English  poetry,  or  whether  the  historian  of  poetry  could  have  written  the 
I  we  find  in  the  Adventurer* 

In  conversation.  Dr.  Warton's  talents  appeared  to  great  advantage.  lie  was  mirth* 
fid,  argumentative,  or  communicative  of  observation  and  anecdote,  as  he  found  his 
conpany  lean  to  the  one  or  to  the  other.  His  memory  was  more  richly  stored  with  lite- 
laiy  history  than  perhaps  any  man  of  his  time,  and  his  range  was  very  extensive. 
He  knew  Frtoch  and  Italian  literature  most  intimately ;  and  when  conversing  on 
noie  oommoo  topics,  his  extempore  sallies  and  opinions  bore  evidence  of  the  same  deli- 
cate tasle  and  candour  which  appear  in  his  writings. 

His  biographer  has  considered  his  literary  character  under  the  three  heads  of  a  poet, 
a  critic,  and  an  instructor,  but  it  ir«s  a  critic  principally  that  he  will  be  known  to  pos- 
Icnty,  and  as  one  who,  in  the  language  of  Johnson,  has  taught  *'  how  the  brow  of 
cdliam  maiy  be  smoothed,  and  how  she  may  be  enabled,  with  all  her  severity,  to  attract 
and  to  delighf  A  book,  indeed,  of  more  delightful  variety  tlian  his  Essay  on  Pope, 
has  90t  yet  af^iearedy  nor  one  m  which  there  b  a  more  happy  mixture  of  judgment  and 
Msibilitj.  It  did  not,  however,  flatter  the  current  opinions  on  the  rank  of  Pope* 
aaoQg  poets»  and  the  anther  desisted  from  pursumg  his  subject  for  many  years.  Dr. 
Jelnsofi  said  that  this  was  owing  <<  to  his  not  having  been  able  to  persuade  the  world 
lo  be  of  bb  opinion  as  to  Pope."  This  was  probably  the  truth,  but  not  the  whole  truth. 
Motives  of  a  delicate  nature  are  sopposed  to  have  had  some  share  in  inducing  him  to 
dsBSt  for  a  time*  Warburton  was  yet  alive,  the  executor  of  Pope  and  the  giuu^ian  of  his 
tumt^  and  Warburton  was  no  less  the  active  and  zealous  friend,  and  correspondent  of 
Thomas  Warton:  nor  was  it  any  secret  that  Warburton  furnished  Ruffhead  with  the 
maleriak  for  his  life  of  Pope,  the  chief  object  of  which  was  a  rude  and  impotent  attack 
«a  Ibe  Essay«  Warburton  died  in  1779>  snd  in  1782,  Dr.  Warton  completed  bis  Essay, 
and  at  kngith  persuaded  the  world  that  he  did  not  differ  from  the  common  opinion  so 
flwch  m  was  supposed  ^.  Still  by  pointing  out  what  b  not  poetry,  he  gave  unpardon- 
able offence  to  those  whose  names  appear  among  poets,  but  whom  he  has  reduced  to 
aonlist^  and  veisifieffs. 

In  all  this,  however,  our  author  produced  no  new  doctrine.  Hie  severe  arrangement 
of  poets  in  hb  dedication  to  Young,  which  announced  the  principles  he  mtended  to 
apply  to  Pope  and  to  the  whole  body  of  EugUsh  poetry,  was  evidently  taken  from 
PUUips,  the  nephew  of  Milton«    In  the  preface  to  the  Theatrum  of  this  writer,  it  is 

^  "  I  tbank  yoa  for  the  friendly  delicacy  in  which  you  speak  of  my  Essay  on  Pope,  I  never  thought 
^  ve  disagreed  so  much  as  you  seem  to  imagine.    AH  I  said,  and  all  I  think,  is  comprehended  in  these 
«owb  of  your  own.    "  He  chose  to  be  the  poet  of  reason  rather  than  of  fancy."  Jitter  fr«3m  Dr.  Warton 
toMr.Ha7ky,publisliedbyMr.Wooll,p.406.    V. 
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asserted  that  ^  wit«  ingenuity  and  teaming  in  verse,  even  elegancy  itidf,  thoagli  iImC 
conies  nearest,  are  one  thing:  true  native  poetry  is  anotfier:  in  which  there  iia 
certain  air  and  spirit,  which,  perhaps,  the  most  levned  and  judicious  in  other  aits  dt 
not  perfectly  apprehend :  much  1ms  is  it  attainable  by  any  art  or  study.*  On  dus 
text  the  whole  of  the  Essay  is  founded,  and  whatever  objections  were  raised  to  it, 
while  that  blind  admiration  of  Pope  which  accompanied  his  long  didatonhip  con- 
tinued in  full  force,  it  is  now  generally  adopted  as  the  test  of  poetical  merit 
by  the  best  critics,  although  the  partialities  which  some  entertain  for  individual  poets 
may  yet  give  rise  to  difference  of  opinion  respecting  the  provinces  of  argument  and 
feeUng. 

That  Dr.  Warton  advanced  no  novel  opinions  is  proved  from  Phillips's  Prefiioe ;  tnd 
PhilUps,  there  is  reason  to  suppose,  may  have  been  indebted  to  hb  node  Milton  lor  an 
idea  of  poetry  so  superior  to  what  was  entertamed  in  his  day.  It  has  already  hem 
noticed,  that  the  opinions  of  the  two  Wartons,  ^  the  learned  brothers,"  as  they  hati 
been  justly  styled,  were  congenial  on  most  topics  of  literature,  but  peiiiapo  in  nothing 
more  than  their  ideas  of  poetry,  which  both  endeavoured  to  exemplify  in  thdr  oim 
productions,  although  with  diffisreni  effiwt  Dr.  Warton  was  certamly,  in  point  of 
invention,  powers  of  description,  and  variety,  greatly  inferior  to  the  koreat  The 
Euthasiast,  the  Dymg  Indian,  the  Revenge  of  America,  and  one  or  two  of  his  odes,  ars 
not  deficient  in  spirit  and  enthusiasm,  but  the  rest  are  more  lemufcaUe  for  a  conect 
and  faultless  elegance  than  for  any  strikmg  attribute  of  poetry.  His  Odes,  winch  were 
coeval  with  those  of  Collins,  must  have  sufoed  greatly  by  comparison.  So  difeient 
is  taste  from  executioa,  and  so  strikingly  are  we  reminded  of  one  of  Us  aasertions,  that 
**  in  no  polbhed  nation,  after  criticum  has  been  much  studied,  and  the  Tales  of  wiitiDg 
established,  has  any  very  extraordinaiy  work  appeared.*"  But  while  we  are  reauMied 
of  this  by  his  own  productions,  it  may  yet  be  doubtied  whether  what  may  be  true  whtt 
a(q»lied  toanindividual  who  has  lived  a  life  of  criticism,  will  be  equally  true  of  anatkm. 
Even  among  our  living  poets,  we  may  find  more  than  one  who  have  giveo  proofii  that 
extraordinary  poetry  may  yet  be  produced,  and  that  the  rules  of  writing  are  not  so 
fiz^d,  nor  criticism  so  studied  as  to  impede  the  progress  of  real  genius.  All  that  can 
be  concluded  respecting  Dr.  Warton  is,  that  if  his  genius  had  been  equal  to  his  taste,  if 
he  could  have  produced  what  he  appreciates  with  such  exquisite  sUll  in  othcn^  be 
would  have  undoubtedly  been  in  poetry  what  he  was  in  erudition  and  oritkasm. 

As  an  instructor  and  divkie»  Mr.  WooU's  opinion  of  him  nny  be  adopted  with 
safety. 

'*  His  professional  exertions  united  the  qualities  of  critkism  and  mBtruelkiii.  When 
tlie  higher  classes  read  under  bun  the  Greek  tragedians,  orators,  or  poets,  diey  re- 
ceived the  benefit  not  only  of  direct  and  qipropriate  informatioo,  but  of  a  pure, 
elegant  lecture  on  classical  taste.  The  spirit  with  which  he  commented  on  the  pro- 
sopopaeia  of  (Edipus  or  Electra,  the  genuine  elegance  and  accuracy  with  which  ht 
developed  the  animated  rules  and  doctrines  of  his  favourite  Longinus,  the  insinuating 
but  guarded  praise  he  bestowed,  the  well-judged  and  proportionate  encouragement 
be  uniformly  held  out  to  the  first  dawning  of  genius,  and  the  anxious  assMuity  with 
which  he  pointed  out  the  paths  to  literary  eminence^  can  never,  I  am  confident,  be 
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forgotleo  bj  those  who  have  hung  with  stedfast  atteDtion  on  his  precepts,  and  en* 
jo^  the  advantage  of  his  superior  guidance.  Zealous  in  his  adherence  to  the  church 
estabtishment,  and  exempkiry  hi  his  attention  to  its  ordmances  and  duties,  he  was  at 
the  same  time  a  decided  enemy  to  bigotry  and  intolerance.  His  style  of  preaching 
was  unaffectedly  earnest  and  impressive ;  and  the  dignified  solemnity  with  which  he 
read  the  Lituigy  (particularly  the  Communion-Service)  was  remarkably  awfid.  He 
had  the  most  happy  art  of  arresting  the  attention  of  youth  on  religious  subjects. 
Efeiy  Wiocamical  reader  will  recollect  his  inimitable  commentaries  on  Grotius,  on  the 
Sunday  evenings,  and  his  discourse  annually  delivered  m  the  school  on  Good  Friday : 
the  impressions  made  by  them  cannot  be  forgotten."* 
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tNOBITUH 
nu  tmuiiw  jottnit  waktov,  t.  t.  p.  trc 

TAKCM  ntOM  MR.  WOOLL^t  MMfOIU. 

Ns  timeii  hae  qnocooq;  modi  tibi  noitiB 
XSccmuL  ^ 

ABSINT  inaaes  Uoc  Lacbrynue  procdl ! 
NoOoi  Dolori  jkm  Locus !  Ardonm 
Tifftatit  Mkm  Qui  parcgit 
•  Vifui  iter,  Ijicbrymii'SeiMilcliio 
Noaiadifebitoooditiitt — OTuis, 
WMtoee,  BOOMo  Wiocamicis  ttcniiB» 
0  doice  Mum,  O  booonun 
El  StKliit  et  Amore  fido 
fftof  u  ooltiinni !  Te  qabd  Hoooriboi 
DitKtkmmfilm,  Infenii  Pafov, 
Kitorm :  qoM  Doctrioa  fanctas 
fiqwsiiit  Tibi  culta  Sedei 
FiKfiqii^  poros  .*  qudd  Tibi  Muoera 
Plcai  profudit  larga  sath  Manu 
Vartona :  qu6d  Viitut  Amiooi, 
Qnbd  p^ierit  THm  Fama  Laoroa  t 
rkoducta  portia  (|Qod  '*  Tahdo  inii" 
CaeeMit  JElM  :  donte  ad  Ultimam 
Spwhii  Tibi  obicpeiif  Saoactnt 
Vfac  tedfto  Fade  MandA  Ocellos 
Qwteafauuil:  (nftin  LachryinitTaoat  ?) 
Hoc  pra|Atr(  vltrii  Sortain  Honuiu  dataro^ 

"~ I  T«  TocaflnMy 

I  Te  parity  bcatMn ! 
i  qvte,  jQfeoes  pii ! 
i  M  miere  AfortmMi 

,  ii€m  rereiMiaiB 
I  Vrnaok 
SU  profidendasi,  sint  Nomeri  Viro 
!%■;  {atqak  iithie  nte  Labor  aidirai) 
ffq^wif  tantl  Quia  caocndo 
Fone  potet  meriiot  Hooores  ? 
Qoe  talci  tM  GtlianB  SoQOt^ 
Qaalea  periti  Judicit  Auribps 
C^itii  placerant,  el  tobacto 
fafnio  parity  tcieatit 
Lndare  Ghartis,  quioqaid  amabile, 
Qaioqfaid  veooitam  :  nte  mioiis  acrit^ 
Notare  fiicaU  Nitons 
Sob  Specie  Macolas  latentes  ? 
Ceaaoris  aqai,  cui  ote  io  omnibiis 
Uci  Popcii  Orafcia  Ganninis, 
]fte  Splendor  Ornatiisqike  Liogiui 
K^  Cadles  placuere  Moss, 
it  ate  oMftgBi  Scripta  nh:  miidh 
Cvpait  tevcrus.  Lance  sM  aestiaians 
Oslpasqte  Virtutcsqn^  ciklem. 
Pio  Mcntb  Fietram  anogatit.— 


V^I  Quis  dneiido  Spiritiim  el  aneqid 
Vim  speiet  ista0«  Doverat  intimpB 
Qui  Cordis  Alfectos  movers 
Flectere  et  Arbitrio  voleotes  j 
Seii  moUiores  Virgilii  Modos 
Aptare  Chordis  Angliace  Lyras 
Felicitir  tentans,  agmti 
Lusit  amabtlitir  Camoeni ; 
Seu  pleoiori  Numinis  igneo 
Ooneptus  JEsto,  Bfentis  Imagines 
Effodit  alt|tt,  mnulosqui 
Pindarico  iutonuit  Furore  ? 
Horrcnda  quali  com  Sonita  evomeas 
Et  Saxa  et  Ignes  JEtoa  rotat  Sinn  ; 
Vel  quaotus  Oreilaoa  ferret 
Vorticibos  reboans  profondis : 
Ille  et  nirosis  miUe  rapit  Jogis 
Collectam  Aqoamm  Vim,  rapidis  mens 
Torrentibus,  Cursumqu^  in  ^uor 
Precipitem  violentus  urget — 
Sed  non  CamceoaB  Spintus  et  Decor, 
Doctrina  Qaicquid  vk\  Pretii  ferat, 
Noo  eruditae  Mentis^  acre 
Judicium,  Ingeaiiqoe  Acumen, 
Te  cbariorem  reddiderant  Tuis, 
Wartone  ;  nee  Desiderium  Tui 
Ferrentius  post  Te  rdinqoont : 
Quim  &ciles  sine  Labe  ilores. 
Et  mitis  almi  Pectoris  Indoles, 
Cbrdisqu^  aperti  larga  Benignitas, 
Festivitas  orbana.  Candor 
logenuut,  placidique  Risus. 
At  qualis  O  !  'Sermonis  Amoenitas  I 
Sive  bospitali  cum  Sociis  frueos 
Mensi  anideres,  spargeretque 
Lingua  Sales  lepidoe  faceta ; 
Sententias  sei^  Quid  Grare  poseeit 
Soblimiores :  Qusb  Sapientia, 
Rerumqae  Verboramqoe  Fondas 
Ferret  Opem,  du^snqne  prsBsens 
Lites  secaodo  solreret !— Hino  tua 
Vox  Manda  Mentes  finxit  adb^^  mdes  | 
Arrecu  sensit,  Te  monente, 
Insolitom  Puerilis  JEtas 
Doctrinae  Amorem.    Jim  Tideor  Bfihi 
Spectare  chrci  Te  Jurenom  Cboro 
Stipatom,  iit  olim ;  Qnim  silenti 
Ordine  composuere  Gestos ! ' 
Vt  Verba  captant  t  Quo  Studio  notant 
Diverse  Vnltte  Signa !  PlacentJoci» 
From  leta,  KntAs  et  loquacis 
Blanditin,  tacit^  probantes ! 
H)nc  fidum  Amicum,  bine  Te  rtHht  AHaroai 
Patrrmoolebant;  Quln  subitb  sBmuloi 
Accensus  Ardor,  GlotisBqne 
Corda  novi  iacalncre  FUonal        «, 
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Eo!  etLabomquamSegetemieraiitl 
£a  !  grata  clarot  Aogf  ia  quot  Tibi 
Debere  Se  exnHans  &tetur, 
WiccamicaB  Decora  alu  Fams ! 
Hi  di^Qi  manebant)  oen  ttuuiaadibua 
Viriuscarebit;  N^  Caiuti  impia 
Abscindet  hsrentem  Coronmin 
Intiditt  Manus  impotentis* 

W.  S.  GoDDARR  S  Coll.  Winton.  1800. 


ELEOY 

tntn^rtii  aw  iwhcim  by  mi.  LfFtcom,  rar.tow 

Of  MIW  COLLtOB,  THBH  A  FRAPOVTOa  Of  WIK- 
C0BrTBK  tCBOOL. 

Tbb  noon-tide  bour  b  past,  and  toil  is  6*er, 

No  studious  caret  tbe  vacant  mind  employ. 
Yet  hark!  methinks  no  longer  as  before 

Yon  mead  re-echoes  the  loud  shouts  of  joy. 
What  sudden  grief  hath  seix*d  tbe  youthful  band  ! 

Say,  Wykebam'i  sons,  why  reigns  this  silence* 
round  ? 
Why  do  ye  thus  in  mote  attentioo  sUnd, 

And  listen  to  the  death  bell's  awfiil  sound  ! 
Adc  ye  the  cause  ?  *tis  Warton's  knelt ;  and  lo  ! 

The  funeral  train  appears  in  Wack  array  ! 
Dofm  yonder  hill  in  solemn  steps  and  slow 

The  heand  wmds  on  its  melancholy  way. 
Led  by  affection  the  sad  sight  to  view, 

The  thronging  youth  suspend  their  wonted  play; 
All  crowd  around,  to  bid  a  last  adieu, 

Or,  lost  in  thoughtful  musings,  steal  away. 
Yet,  holy  shade  !  for  thee  these  tears  are  shed 

The  sullen  death-bell's  lingering  pause  between; 
Por  thee  o'er  all  a  pious  calm  is  spread, 

And  hush'd  tho  murmurs  of  this  playful  scene. 
O  name  to  Wykebam's  sons  for  ever  dear, 

^Vhile  thus  for  thee  the  flood  of  tears  we  pour, 
iThy  partial  spirit  leems  to  linger  here, 

Blessmg  awhile  the  scenes  it  lov'd  before. 

Within  these  walls,  to  ev'ry  duty  true, 

Twas  thine  to  form  the  studious  mind  of  yontb. 
To  ope  the  fone  of  glory  to  their  view, 

And  point  the  way  to  science  and  to  truth. 
And  lo !  the  plants  that  grew  beneath  thy  care 

Now  in  matured  age  nuyestic  stand, 
And  spread  their  clusi'ring  branches  to  the  air. 

And  stretch  thor  shadow  o'er  a  smiling  land. 
Youth  may  forset  this  tiwnsitory  tear, 

But  manhood  foete  a  deeper  sense  of  woo— 
And  sure  thy  name  to  them  is  doubly  dear 

Who  to  thy  care  their  ripen'd  honours  owe. 

1  The  excellent  and  indefotigable  head-master 
of  Winchester  Coliege,  under  whose  direction  the 
school  has  raised  itself  to  itt  present  flourishing 
state.  The  existing  prosperity  of  the  society,  and 
the  repeated  success  of  the  young  men  whom  it 
has  within  these  last  ten  years  sent  to  the  univer- 
Bity,  strongly  mark  the  toients  and  goveroment  of 
those  who  oondoct  the  seminary,  and  prove  to  the 

•  •  •  quid  mens  nt^  quid  indoles 
Kutrita  teitia  sub  penetrallbus 
Fonet  Woota. 


They  heard  th'  inciting  dictates  of  thy  tongue, 

For  thou  oould'st  smooth  the  way  thro'  learning 
maze. 
Oft  on  thy  words  in  dumb  attention  hung 

Till  emulatioa  kindled  at  thy  praise. 
O  mark  their  grief,  e'en  now  m.tender  hues. 

By  mem'ry  trac'd,  their  days  of  youth  return  ; 
But  ah  !  fond  mem'ry  ev'ry  pang  renews. 

And  points  with  speech!^  sorrow  to  thine  am. 
So  stream  their  tears:  but  tbou  arttiiroo'd  on  high. 

Haply  the  seraphs'  ballow'd  choir  among, 
Luird  by  soft  sounds  of  sweetest  minstrelsy. 

While  Wykeham  Iktaas  and  upproves  the  song. 
O  for  a  spark  of  that  celestial  fire  (soul ! 

Wflh  which  bright  fiuicy  warm'd  thy  kindling 
When  erst  the  fiill  chords  of  thy  living  lyre 

Held  all  the  list'ning  passions  in  cootrooL 

Alaf  !  tho'  vain  the  wtih,  tho*  weak  the  lay 

That  foebly  celebrates  a  Warton's  name. 
Yet,  happy  shade  1  there  still  remains  a  way 

To  raise  a  lasting  monument  of  fiime. 
Be  oars  the  virtues  thy  example  taught 

To  feel,  preserve,  and  practise,  while  we  lire  ^ 
Thus  only  can  w6  praise  thee  as  we  ought. 

The  noblest  tribute  this  thy  bods  can  give. 
Lo  1  whenAflEectionatthedoseofeve 

To  yonder  fane's  dim  cfoysters  shall  repair. 
No  more  with  frvdtless  aagnish  shall  Bbe  grieve. 

But  learn  the  lessons  of  true  wisdom  there. 

There,  while  she  sees  thy  sculptur'd  bust  arise, 

Rais'd  by  the  hand  of  gratitude  and  lore. 
Virtue  shall  consecrate  her  tend'rcst  sighs. 

And  thoughts  exalted  her  rapt  spirit  more. 
Then  Wykeham's  sons,  with  ardour  new  imprest. 

Shall  breathe  one  pray'r— that  snch  their  lot  may 
be; 
Prais'd  by  the  wise  and  good,  to  sink  to  rest. 

And  moum'd  by  tears,  such  as  they  died  finr  thee. 

Many  in  number,  and  truly  worthy  of  the  sub- 
ject, were  the  elegies  on  tbe  death  of  Dr.  Wartnn. 
To  insert  all  would  have  k>een  impossible,  to  select 
from  his  own  judgment,  the  editor  feels,  would 
have  been  invidious :  be  has  therefore  confine 
himself  to  the  above,  as  spoken  at  tbe  first  public 
Wykehamical  meeting  after  the  event,  and  oon»- 
quently  endowed  with  the  sanctioB  of  the  sooiety. 

WOOLL. 


ENCOMIUM  ON  JOSEPH  WARTON. 

rtoM  M ant's  tbrsbs  to  his  mbmokt. 

O  TowBBs  of  Veota,  and  thou  gentle  stream, 
Itchin,  ye  bending  vales,  and  breezy  downs. 
You  best  his  praise  can  witness  : — Oft  be  climb'd 
In  moro  of  life  your  fir-crovnM  bill,  and  roamM 
Your  osier'd  meads,  and  pac'd  your  cloisters  dim  ; 
You  tp  meridian  fame  beheld  him  rise 
Circled  with  Wykeham's  sons,  and  you  beheld 
How  Wykeham's  grateful  sons  the  tribute  paid 
Of  filial  love,  and  oheer'd  his  closing  day. 

For  well  was  Warton  lov'd,  and  well  Jesenr'd  I 
Whether  be  led  the  faltering  step  of  youth 
To  ofier  incense  at  the  Muse's  shrine ; 
Or,  justly  stern,  check'd  with  forbidding  fiowa 
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ImpetooQi  Tke ;  or  with  approTiDg  tmile 
Cherbh'd  the  hope§  of  ▼irtoe's  modest  bud  ; 
Strong  to  cooTinoe,  and  gentle  to  persuade, 
"His  loogue  dropt  manna,'*  and  his  ardent  eye 
Spvkled  with  tempered  rage,  or  beam'd  with  joy, 
Boondlew :  nor  wonder;  for  withio  his  heart 
Dwdt  pore  aflGsction,  and  the  liberal  glow 
Of  chanty,  join*d  to  each  native  grace, 
Which  the  sweet  Muse  imparts  to  those  she  loves. 
His  was  the  tear  of  pity,  soft  as  showers 
That  fall  on  April  meadows,  bis  the  rapt 
ImpasBion*d  thought,  quick  as  the  lightning's  glance, 
And  warm  as  summer  suns :  and  every  flower 
Of  poesy,  which  by  the  laurelPd  spring 
Of  Aganippe,  or  that  Roman  stream 
Tiber,  or  Tuscan  Amo,  breath*d  of  old. 
Its  fragrance  sweet ;  and  every  flower,  which  since 
Hath  dnmk  the  dew  beside  the  banks  of  Thames, 
Met  in  his  genial  breast  and  blossom'd  there. 

Happy  old  man !  for  therefore  didst  thou  seek 
Ecstatic  vision  by  the  haunted  stream. 
Or  grove  of  fairy :  then  thy  nightly  ear 
(As  from  the  wild  notes  of  some  airy  harp) 
ThriU*d  witli  strange  mu£c ;  if  the  tragic  plaints 
And  soonding  l3rTe  of  those  Athenians  old. 
Rich-minded  poets,  fisthers  of  the  stage, 
Roos'd  thee  enraptured ;  or  the  pastoral  reed 
Of  Mantnan  TItyrus  charmed  ;  or  Dante  flerce. 
Or  more  majestic  Homer  swelled  thy  soul. 
Or  Milton's  mose  of  fire. 
Happy  old  man !  Yet  not  in  vain  io\hee 
Was  Faucy's  wand  committed :  not  in  vain 
Did  Science  fill  thee  with  her  sacred  lore : — 
But  if  of  fair  and  lovely  aught 
Of  good  and  vinuous  in  her  ballow'd  walls,  [years. 
Through  tha  long  space  of  thrice  twelve  glorious 


Thy  Venta  nurtur'd ;  if  transplanted  thence 
To  the  fair  banks  of  Isis  and  of  Cam, 
It  brighter  shone  ;  and  haply  thence  again. 
Thence  haply  spread  its  influence  through  the  lan^ 
That  be  thy  praise.     Be  it  thy  praise,  that  thou 
Didst  bathe  the  youthful  lip  in  the  fresh  spring, 
'  The  pore  well-head  of  Poesy,'  didst  point. 
Like  thine  own  lov'd  Longinus,  to  the  steep 
Parnassian  crag,  and  led'st  thsrself  the  way ;— > 
Be  it  thy  praise,  that  tbou  didst  clear  the  path 
Which  leads  to  Virtue's  fane  ;  not  her  of  stern 
And  stoic  aspect  dark,  tjU  Virtue  wean 
The  gloom  of  Vice;  but  such  as  warms  the  heatt 
To  acts  of  love,  and  peace,  and  gentleness, 
And  tcnderest  charity  ;  such  as  around 
Thy  earthly  passage  shed  her  cheerful  light. 
And  such  as  Wykeham  best  might  love  to  view. 

So  thine  alloUed  sUtion  didst  thou  fill. 
And  now  art  passed  to  thy  peaceful  grave. 
In  age  and  honours  ripe.    Tlien  not  for  thea 
Pour  we  the  tear  of  sorrow,  not  with  strains 
Like  those  despondent,  which  the  Doric  bard 
Wept  for  his  Bion,  do  we  tend  on  thee : 
For  other  hopes  are  ours,  and  other  views. 
Brighter  and  happier  scenes !  No  earthly  chains 
Shall  in  this  dreary  prison-house  confine 
Spirits  of  light ;  nor  shall  the  Heav'n-bom  I 
Oblivious  linger  in  the  silent  cave 
Of  endless  hopeless  sleep.     But  as  the  Sun, 
Who  drove  his  fierce  and  fiery-tressed  steeds 
Glorious  along  the  vault  of  Heav'n,  at  length 
Sinks  in  the  bosom  of  the  western  wave. 
Anon  from  forth  the  chambers  of  the  east 
To  run  his  giant  course ;  so  didst  thou  se^ 
So  mayst  thou  rise  in  glory  ! 
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SAPPHO'S  AUVICE. 

wirrmi  -wbxh  at  winchistbr  school. 

Tn'D  wHli  the  risits  of  the  day, 
SctMothe  00  a  sofa  lay; 
ind  leaning  on  her  eltov,  thought 
Which  was  the  loveliest  silk  she  bought, 
fiov  by  sir  Plame  she  was  gallanted, 
Hov  at  the  Park  and  Opera  flaanted  I 
What  silly  hearts  she  had  subduM, 
Aod  bow  she  best  might  play  the  pnide  ! 
Till  Sleep  his  heavy  poppies  spread, 
AdovD  she  drops  her  drowsy  head  ! 
Sodden  a  female  phantom  rose. 
Her  cheek  with  healthy  roses  glows. 
Her  fivdy  eyes  are  fiird  with  fire, 
Yet  modestly  forbid  desire : 
Her  dxm  curls  hang  loose  behind. 
And  borel-wreaths  her  temples  bind  : 
A  mam  J  robe  her  limbs  arrayed. 
While  thus  the  vision,  Sappho,  said  : 
— "  It  grieves  me  much,  alas !  to  find 
The  iur  neglect  t*improve  her  mind  1 
The  toys  that  your  attention  claim, 
A  Grecian  maid  would  blush  to  name  : 
While  you're  adjtisting  your  commode. 
Labia,  or  I,  could  nwke  an  ode  ( 
Ko  gaudy  ribbons  deck'd  her  bead, 
A  trembliog  light  oo  diamond  shed ; 
Ib  white  and  innocency  drest 
The  plaiocst  beauties  were  the  best : 
A  pea  I  bandied  for  a  fan. 
And  leant  not  bow  to  dance  but  scan : 
TTiose  pretty  eyes ! — how  soon  they  dose  ? 
Those  cheeks — ^how  fades  the  blushing  rose  ! 
When  age  has  wean*d  your  love  for  dress, 
And  akes  and  beaux  your  yestrs  confess ; 
When  Affiorets  oo  more  can  shine ; 
Am!  Stella  owns  she's  not  divine ; 
Then  sense  and  merit  shall  supply 
The  Mashing  cheek,  the  sparkling  eye  -, 
For  nymphs,  regardless  of  their  foces, 
MU  add  Misenra  to  the  Qnca," 


THE  ENTHVSIASTt 

Oa  TBI 

LOVER  OF  NATURK 

wmrTTBK  IK  1740. 
Rure  vero  ba^rbaroque  lastatur* 

— — Ut  mihi  dcvio 
Rupes  et  vacuum  nemos 
Mirari  libet  1 


Maitiak 


HoraoOi 


Ye  greeurroVd  Ihyads,  6ft  at  dusky  eve 
By  wondering  shepherds  seen,  to  forests  brown. 
To  unfrequented  meads,  and  pathless  wilds. 
Lead  me  from  gardens  deck'd  with  art's  vain  pompSe 
Can  gilt  alcoves,  can  marble-mimic  gods. 
Parterres  embroider'd,  obelisks,  and  urns, 
Of  high  relief ;  can  the  long,  spreading  lake. 
Or  vista  lessening  to  the  sight ;  can  Stow, 
With  all  her  Attic  fanes,  such  raptures  raise, 
As  the  thrush-haunted  copse,  where  lightly  leapt 
The  fearful  fawn  the  rustling  leaves  along, 
And  the  brisk  squirrel  sports  from  bough  to  bought 
While  from  an  hollow  oak,  whose  nak^  roots 
Overhang  a  pensive  rill,  the  busy  bees 
Hum  drowsy  lullabies }  The  bards  of  old. 
Fair  Nature's  friends,  sought  such  retreats,  to  charm 
Sweet  Echo  with  their  songs  ;  oft  too  they  met. 
In  summer  evenings,  near  sequestered  bowers. 
Or  mountain  nymph,  or  Muse,  and  eager  learnt 
The  moral  strains  she  taught  to  mend  mankind. 
As  in  a  secret  grot  ^  £geria  stole 
With  patriot  Noma,  and  in  silent  night 
Whispered  him  sacred  laws,  he  listening  sat, 
Rapt  with  her  virtuous  voice,  old  Tyber  lean'd 
Attentive  on  his  urn,  and  hush'd  his  waves. 

Rich  in  her  weeping  country's  spoils,  Versaillei 
May  boost  a  thousand  fountains,  that  can  cast 
TTie  tortured  waters  to  the  distant  Heav'ns  ; 
Yet  let  me  choose  some  pine-topt  precipice 
Abrupt  and  shaggy,  whence  a  foamy  stream,  < 
Like  Anio,  tumbling  roars  ;  ,6r  some  bleak  heath. 
Where  straggling  stands  the  mournful  juniper. 
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Or  yew-tree  eoeUi'd ;  while  in  clear  protpect  rounds 
From  the  grore'i  boioni  spires  emerge,  and  smoke 
In  bluish  wreaths  ascends,  ripe  harvests  wave. 
Low,  lonely  cottages,  and  raioM  tops 
Of  Oothic  baitlemenU  appear,  and  streams 
Beneath  the  sun-beams  twinkle. — ^The  shrill  lark. 
That  wakes  the  woodman  to  his  early  task. 
Or  love-sick  Philomel,  whose  luscious  lays 
Sooth  kme  night-wanderers,  the  mooohig  dove 
Pitied  by  listening  milk-maid,  fiir  excel 
The  deep-mouth*d  viol,  the  soul-lulling  lute. 
And  battle-breathmg  trumpet    Artful  sounds ! 
That  please  not  like  the  choristers  of  air, 
When  first  they  hail  th'  approach  of  laughing^  May. 

Can  Kent  design  like  Nature?  Mark  whereThames 
Plentyand  pleasure  pours  through  Lincoln's  meads^  ; 
Can  the  great  artist,  though  with  taste  supreme 
Bndu'd,  one  beauty  to  this  Eden  add? 
Though  he,  by  itiles  uttfetter'd,  boklly  scorns 
Formality  and  method,  round  and  square 
Disdaining,  plans  irregularly  great. 

Creative  Titian,  can  thy  vivid  strokes. 
Or  thine,  O  graceful  Raphael,  dare  to  vSa 
With  the  rich  tints  that  paint  the  breathing  mead  ? 
The  thonsand-colour'd  tulip,  violet's  bell 
3now-(4ad  and  meek,  the  vermil-tinotur'd  rose. 
And  golden  crocus  ? — ^Yet  with  these  the  maid, 
Phillis  or  Phoebe,  at  a  ieast  or  wake 
Her  jetty  locks  enamels  I  fiurershe. 
In  innocence  and  homespun  vestments  dressed. 
Than  if  cerulean  sapphires  at  her  ears 
Shone  pendant,  or  a  precious  diamond-cross 
HeavM  gently  on  her  panting  bosom  white. 

Yon  shepherd  idly  stretch'd  on  the  rude  rock, 
listening  to  dashing  waves,  and  sea-mew's  dang 
Higfa-bovering  o*er  his  head,  who  views  beneath 
The  dolphin  dancing  o'er  the  Ie\'el  brine, 
•  Feels  more  true  bliss  than  the  proud  admiral. 
Amid  bis  vessels  bright  with  bumish'd  gold 
And  silken  streamers,  though  his  lordly  nod 
Ten  thousand  war-worn  mariners  revere. 
And  great  ^neas  gaz^d  with  more  delight 
On  the  rough  mountain  shagg'd  with  Iiorrid  shades, 
(VHiere  cloud-compelling  Jove,  as  fancy  dream'd. 
Descending,  shook  his  direful  aegis  black) 
Than  if  be  enter'd  the  high  Otpitoi 
On  golden  columns  rear'd,  a  conquer'd  world 
Exhausted,  to  enrich  its  stately  head. 
More  pleased  he  slept  in  poor  Evander's  cot 
On  shaggy  skins,  lulPd  by  sweet  nightingales. 
Than  if  a  Nero,  in  an  age  refinM, 
Breath  a  gorgeous  canopy  had  placed 
His  rojral  guest,  and  bade  bis  minstrels  sound 
Soft  slumb'rous  Lydian  airs,  to  sooth  his  rest. 

Happy  the  first  of  men,  ere  yet  cuniin'd 
To  smoky  cities  ;  who  in  sheltering  groves, 
Warm  caves,  and  deep-sunk  vallies  Uv'd  and  lov'd. 
By  cares  unwounded ;  what  the  sun  and  showers. 
And  geiiial  earth  unttllagM,  could  produce, 
TheygatbeHd  grateful,  or  the  acorn  brown 
Or  blushing  berry ;  by  the  liquid  lapse 
Of  murm'ring  waters  call'd  to  slake  their  thirst, 
Or  with  fair  nymphs  their  sun-brown  limbs  to  bathe; 
With  nymphs  who  fondly  clasp'd  their  fav'rite 
youths. 


*  The  Mil  qI  Liiiooln's  tonaco  at  Weybridge  in 
Surrey. 


Unaw'd  by  shame,  beneath  the  beecheo  shade. 
Nor  wiles,  nor  artificial  coyness  knew. 
Then  doors  and  walls  were  not ;  the  melting  maid 
Nor  frown  of  parenU  fear'd,  nor  husband's  threats  ; 
Nor  had  curs'd  gold  their  tender  hearts  allur'd.: 
Then  beauty  was  not  venaL    Injur'd  Love, 
O  !  whither,  god  of  raptures,  art  thou  fled  ? 
While  Avarice  waves  his  golden  wand  around, 
Abharr*d  magknan,  and  his  costly  cup 
Prepares  with  baneful  drugs,  t'  enchant  the  soula 
Of  each  low-thoughted  fisir  to  wed  for  gain, 
in  Earth's  first  in£sncy  (as  sung  the  bard. 
Who  strongly  painted  what  he  boldly  thought). 
Though  the  fierce  north  oft  smote  with  iron  whip 
Their  shiv'ring  limbs,  though  oft  the  bristly  boar 
Or  hungry  Ikxi,  'woke  them  with  their  howls. 
And  scar'd  them  from  their  moss-grown  caves,  t* 

rove 
Houseless  and  ot^d  in  dark  tenpeitooiis  nights  ; 
YjCt  were  not  myriads  in  embatti'd  fields 
Swept  off  at  once,  nor  had  the  raging  seas 
O'erwhehn'd  the  fonnd'ring  bark  and  shrieking  crew; 
Id  vain  the  l^laasy  ocean  smil'd  to  tempt 
The  jolly  sailor,  unsu^>ecting  barm. 
For  Commerce  ne'er  had  spread  ber  swelliDg  sails. 
Nor  had  the  wond'ring  Nereids  ever  heard 
The  dating  oar  :  then  fsmine,  want,  and  pain  \ 
Sunk  to  the  grave th^fSsmtiof  limbs;  bat  na, 
Diseasefiil  damtles,  riot,  and  excess. 
And  feverish  luxury  de^roy*    In  brakes 
Or  marshes  wild  unknowingly  they  cropp'd 
Herbs  of  malignant  juice  ;  to  realms  remote 
While  we  fbr  powerful  poisons  madly  roam. 
From  every  noxious  herb  collecting  death. 
What  though  unknown  to  those  primeval  sira 
The   well-arch'd  dome,  peopled   with  breathing 

forms 
By  fair  lutia's  skilful  hand,  unknown 
The  shapely  column,  and  the  crumbling  busts 
Of  awful  ancestors  in  long  descent  ? 
Yet  why  should  man,  mistaken,  deem  it  nobler 
To  dwell  in  palaces,  and  high-roofd  hallsy 
Than  in  God's  forests,  architect  supreme  ! 
Say,  is  the  Persian  carpet,  than  the  fiekl's 
Or  meadow's  mantle  py,  more  ridily  mw*n; 
Or  softer  to  the  votaries  of  ease 
Than  bladed  grass,  perfum'd  with  dew-diopt  floWrs? 
O  taste  corrupt  I  that  luxury  and  pomp. 
In  specious  names  of  polish'd  manners  veil'd. 
Should  proudly  banish  Nature's  shnple  channs  I 
All  beauteous  Nature !  by  thy  boundless  charms 
Oppress'd,  O  where  shall  I  begin  thy  praise. 
Where  turn  th'  ecstatic  eye,  how  ease  my  breast 
That  pants  with  wild  astonishment  and  love  ! 
Dark  forests,  and  the  op'ning  lawn,  refreshed 
With  ever-gushing  brooks,  hill,  meadow,  dale^ 
The  balmy  bean-field,  the  gay-clover'd  close. 
So  sweetly  interchang'd,  the  lowing  ox. 
The  playful  lamb,  the  distant  water-fall 
Now  fiuntJy  heard,  now  swelling  with  the  breeze, 

3  Some,  as  thou  saw'st  by  violent  stroke  shall  die^ 
By  fire,  flood,  famine,  by  intemp'ranoe  more 
In  meats  and  drinks,  which  on  the  Earth  shall  bring 
Diseases  dire,  of  Which  a  monstrous  crew 
Before  thee  shall  appear  ;  that  thou  mayst  knov 
What  misery  th'  inabstinence  of  Eve  ' 
Shall  bring  on  men. 

Paradise  Loft  book  11th. 
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The  loiHid  cfpartonJ  retd  from  hMzt^Atomtr, 
Tbt  dnraJ  birds,  tbe  neigbing  steed,  that  souffii 
His  diynleri  ■sttc,  stuog  with  intense  desire. 
The  ripe«*il  orckerd  when  the  mddy  orbs 
Betvixt  t^  green  leaves  blotb,  the  azare  sides. 
The  obeerful  San  that  tbnmgh  Earth's  TttaU  pours 
Delight  and  heakb,  and  heat;  all,  all  conspire 
To  raise,  to  sooth,  to  harmonize  the  mind. 
To  lift  on  wings  of  praise,  to  the  great  Sire 
Of  being  a«d  of  beaut|r,  at  whose  nod 
Creation  started  ThNn  the  gloomj  vault 
Of  dreary  Chaos,  while  the  griesly  king 
MunBar*4  to  feel  his  boisterous  power  ooofin'd. 

What  are  the  lays  of  artful  Addison  *, 
Coldly  oorreot,  to  Shakespeare  warblings  wild  ? 
Wboos  ea  the  winding  Avon's  wUlow*d  banks 
FWir  Faoey  (bond,  and  bore  the  smiling  babe  ^ 
To  a  close  cavern :  (still  the  shepherds  show 
The  saesed  pUce,  whenoe  with  religious  awe 
Tbey  hear,  retoming  from  the  field  at  eve. 
Strange  wbisp^rings  of  sweet  music  through  the  air) 
Here,  as  with  hoaey  gathered  from  the  rock. 
She  fed  the  little  prattler,  and  with  songs 
Oft  soath*4  his  wand  ring  eais,  with  deep  delight 
On  her  aoft  lap  he  sat,  and  caught  the  sounds. 

Oft  near  some  crowded  city  would  I  walk, 
Listening  the  far-off  noises,  rattling  cars. 
Loud  shouts  of  joy,  sad  shrieks  of  sorrow,  knells 
Full  slowly  tolling,  instrumeou  of  trade, 
Strikingmine  ears  with  one  deep-swelling  hum. 
Or  wano'riQg  near  the  sea,  attend  the  sounds 
Of  bdkiw  winds,  and  ever-beating  waves. 
£r^  when  wild  tempests  swallow  up  the  plains. 
And  Boreas'  blasts,  big  bail,  and  rains  combine 
To  shake  the  groves  nod  mountains,  would  1  sit, 
Pemively  musing  on  the  outrageous  crimes 
That  wakeBeaven^s  vengeance:  atsuch  solemn  hours, 
DemoM  «Dd  goblins  through  the  dark  a'u-  shriek, 
While  Heoat,  with  her  black-brow'd  sisters  nine, 
Rides  o*er  the  Earth,  and  scatters  woes  and  death. 
Then  too,  they  say,  in  drear  j^gyptian  wikls 
The  Uon  and  the  tiger  prowl  for  prey 
With  roarings  loud !  the  listening  traveller 
Starts  fear  struck,  white  the  hollow  echoing  vaults 
Of  pynraids  increase  the  deatbfiil  sounds. 

But  let  me  never  feil  in  cloudless  nights, 
Whes  sUeot  Cynthia  in  her  silver  car 
Tbnmgh  the  blue  coocaveslides,  when  shine  the  hills. 
Twinkle  the  strfams,«nd  woods  look  tip'd  with  gold. 
To  seek  some  level  mead,  and  there  invoke 
Old  Midntgfat^s  sister.  Contemplation  sage, 

*  When  Voltaire  preferred  Cato  to  tlie  tragedies 
of  Shskspcar,  I  am  inclined  to  suypect  there  was  as 
■ndi  malice  as  depravity  of  taste  in  the  decision. 
The  English  drama  be  well  knew  was  not  exalted 
if  his  paaeginric,  whilst  he  intended  that  it  should 
be  sensibly  depreciated  by  his  censure.  The  justly 
edcfarsted  Mrs.  Montague,  in  her  Essay  oo  the 
Writings  and  Genius  of  our  great  dramatic  poet, 
hssconyletely  refuted  the  French  critic's  mtsrepre- 


^  Far  fipom  the  Sun  and  summer  xale 
In  thy  green  lap  was  Nature's  darling  laid. 
What  time,  where  lucid  Avon  stray'd. 
To  him  the  mighty  mother  did  unveil 
Her  awefiil  fisce.    The  dauntless  child 
Stretched  forth  his  little  arms  and  smil'd. 

-^  Gray. 

VouXVIU, 


(Queen  of  the  rugged  brow  and  stem-fixt  eye) 
To  lift  my  soul  above  this  little  Farth, 
This  folly-fctter'd  world  :  to  purge  my  ears, 
That  I  may  bear  the  rolling  planets*  song. 
And  tuneful  tugiing  spheres  :  if  this  be  barr*d. 
The  little  Fays  ^  that  dance  in  neighbouring  dales. 
Sipping  the  night-dew,  while  they  laugh  and  love* 
Shall  charm  me  with  aerial  nutcs. — As  thus 
I  wander  musing,  lo,  what  aweful  forms 
Yonder  appear  !  sharp-eyd  Philosophy 
Clad  m  <lun  robes,  an  eagle  on  his  wrist. 
First  meets  rov  eye ;  next,  virgin  Solitude 
Serene,  who  blushes-at  each  gaser's  sight ; 
Then  Wisdom's  hoary  head,  with  crutch  in  hand. 
Trembling,  and  bent  with  age  ;  last  Virtue's  self 
Smiling,  in  white  array'd,  wtio  with  her  leads 
Sweet  Innocence,  that  prattles  by  her  side, 
A  naked  boy  I — Harassed  with  fear  I  stop, 
I  gaze,  when  Virtue  thus—"  Whoe'er  thou  art. 
Mortal,  by  whom  1  deign  to  be  beheld 
In  these  my  midnight-walks ;  depart,  and  say. 
That  henceforth  I  and  my  immortal  train 
Forsake  Britannia's  isle  ;  who  fondly  stoops 
To  Vice,  her  favourite  paramour." — She  spoke  \ 
And  as  she  turned,  her  round  and  rosy  neck. 
Her  flowing  train,  and  long  ambrosial  hair. 
Breathing  rich  odours,  I  enamonr'd  view. 

O  who  will  bear  me  then  to  western  climes, 
(Since  Virtue  leaves  our  wretched  land)  to  fields 
Yet  unpolluted  with  Iberian  swords  : 
The  isles  of  Innooence,  from  mortal  view 
Deeply  rctir'd,  beneath  a  plantanc's  shade. 
Where  Happiness  and  Quiet  sit  enthron'd. 
With  simple  Indian  swains,  th;^  I  may  hunt 
The  boar  and  tiger  through  savannahs  wild. 
Through  fragrantdeserts,  and  through  citron  groves^ 
There,  fed  on  dates  and  herbs,  would  1  despise 
The  far-fetch 'd  cates  of  luxury,  and  hoards 
Of  narrow-hearted  avarice ;  nor  heed 
The  distant  din  of  the  tumultuous  world. 
So  when  rude  whirlwinds  rouse  the  roaring  main. 
Beneath  feir  Thetis  sits,  in  coral  caves. 
Serenely  gay,  nor  sinking  sailors'  cries 
Disturb  her  sportive  nymphs,  who  round  her  form 
The  light  fiintastic  dance,  or  for  her  hair 
Weave  rosy  crowns,  or  with  according  lutos 
Grace  the  soft  warbles  of  her  honied  voice. 


FASUIONt 

A  SATIEE. 

Honestiusputamus,  quod  foBqueothis ;  reoti  apvi 
nus  locum  tenet  error,  ubi  publieos  feotus. 


Yss,  yes,  my  friend,  disguise  it  as  you  will. 
To  right  or  wrong  tis  Fashkyi  guides  us  still  | 

€  Thus  in  the  Midsummer  Night's  Dream  Shaloi- 
spear  puu  i«to  the  mouth  of  the  Fairy  : 
I  must  go  seek  some  dew  drops  here. 
And  hang  a  pearl  in  every  cowslip's  ear. 
•»    Dixit :  et  avertens  rosc4  cervice  refulsit, 
Ambrosixq;  comae  divinum  vertice  odorem 
Spirav^re  :  pedes  vestis  defluxit  ad  imos, 
£t  vera  incessu  patuit  Dea. 

Virg.  JEa,  1st. 
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A  few  perhaps  rise  singularly  good. 
Defy  and  stem  the  fool-o'erwhelming  flood  ; ' 
The  rest  to  wander  from  their  brethren  fear. 
As  80cial  herrings  in  large  shoals  appear. 
.  Twas  not  a  taste,  but  powerful  node,  that  bade 
Yon*  purblind,  poking  peer  run  picture  road  ; 
With  the  same  wonder-gaping  face  he  stares 
On  flat  Dutch  daubing,  as  on  Guido's  ahs ; 
What  might  his  oak-crown'd  manors  mortgaged  gain? 
Alas  !  five  faded  landscapes  of  Loraine  ». 

Not  so  GargiliuB — sleek,  voluptuous  lord, 
A  hundred  dainties  smoke  upon  his  board  ; 
Earth,  air,  and  ocean 's  ransackM  for  the  feast, 
la  masquerade  of  foreign  olios  dressM ; 
Who  praises,  in  this  saucc-enamour*d  age. 
Calm,  healthful  tcmp'rance,  Jike  an  Indian  sage : 
But  could  he  walk  in  public,  were  it  said, 
•*  Gargihus  din'd  on  beef,  and  eat  brown  bread  ?" 
Happy  the  gn>tto'd  hermit  with  his  pulse. 
Who  wants  no  truffles,  rich  ragouts — nor  Hnlse  «. 

How  strict  on  Sundays  gay  Lostilia's  face  ! 
How  ctirPd  her  hair,  how  clean  ber  Brussels  face  ! 
She  lifts  her  eyes,  her  sparkling  eyes  to  Heav'n, 
Most  nun-like  mourns,  and  hopes  to  be  fbrgiT>]i. 
Think  not  she  prays,  or  is  grown  penitent- 
She  went  to  church — because  the  parish  went 

Close  Chremes,  deaf  to  the  pule  widow's  grief, 
P>rts  with  an  unsmin*d  guinea  for  relief  ; 
Ko  meltings  o'er  his  ruthless  bosom  steal. 
More  than  fierce  Arabs,  or  proud  t3rrantsfsel ; 
Yet,  since  his  neighbours  give»  the  churi  uolocki, 
Damning  the  poor,  his  triple-bolted  booL 

Why  loveft  not  Hippia  rank  obscenity  ? 
Why  would  she  not  with  twenty  porteri  lie  } 
Why  not  in  crowded  Malls  quite  naked  walk  ? 
Not  aw'd  by  \-irtue— but  •*  The  world  wouW  tattu"— 
Yet  how  demurely  looks  the  wtsbhiff  maid. 
For  ever,  but  in  bed,  of  man  afraid  T 
Thus  Hammon's  spring  ^  by  day  feels  icy-coo), 
At  night  is  hot  as  Hell's  sulphureous  pool. 

Each  panting  warble  of  Vesconti's  throat, 
To  Dick,  is  heav'nlier  than  a  seraph's  note  j 
The  trills,  he  swears,  soft-stealing  to  his  brMst, 
Are  lullabies,  to  sooth  his  careS  to  rest ; 
Are  sweeter  far,  than  Laura's  hiscious  kiss. 
Charm  the  whole  man,  and  lap  his  soul  in  blist : 
Who  can  such  counterfeited  raptures  bear. 
Of  a  deaf  fool  who  scarce  can  thunders  hear  ? 
Crowdero  might  with  him  for  Festin  pass. 
And  touching  Handel  yield  to  trifling  Hasse. 

But  curd-fac'dCurio  comes  I  all  prate,  and  smile. 
Supreme  of  beaux,  great  bulwark  of  our  isle ! 
Mark  well  his  feather'd  hat,  his  gilt  cockade, 
'Kich  rings,  white  hand,  and  eoat  of  stiff  brocade ; 
Suchweak-wing'd  May-flies  Britain's  troops  disgrace. 
That  Flaudria,  wond'ring,  mourns  ouralter'd  race : 
With  him  the  fair,  enraptur'd  with  a  rattle. 
Of  Vauxhall,  Garrick,  or  Pamela,  prattle  : 
This  self-pleas'd  king  of  emptiness  permit 
At  the  dear  toilette  harmlessly  to  sit ; 
As  mirthless  infants,  idling  out  the  day. 
With  wooden  swofds,  or  toothless  puppies  pfay : 
Tisinaeaner  (cries  the  manling)  to  conunajid 
A  conquering  host,  or  sate  a  sinking  land» 

>  Claude  Lorahie. 

*  Sir  Edward  Hulse,  the  physieiam 

s  Lucretias,  lib.  vi.  846. 


Than  furl  fair  Flavians  fan,  or  lead  a  diuoe^ 
Or  broach  new-minted  fashions  fresh  from  Fnoee. 
O  France,  whose  edicts  govern  dress  and  mest, 
Thy  victor  Britain  bends  beneath  thy  feet ! 
Strange!  that  pect  grasshoppers  should  Ikwsletd, 
And  teach  to  hop,  and  chirp  across  the  mead : 
Of  fleets  and  laurell'd  chiefs  let  others  boast, 
Thy  honours  are  to  bow,  dance,  boil,  and  raasL 
Let  Italy  give  mimic  canvas  fire. 
Carve  rock  to  life,  or  tune  the  lulling  lyre ; 
For  gold  let  rich  PoCosi  be  renown'd. 
Be  balmy-breathing  gums  in  India  found : 
'Tis  thine  for  sleeves  to  teach  the  shantiest  cots, 
Give  empty  coxcombs  more  hnportant  struts, 
Prescribe  new  rules  for  knots,  hoops,  manteaus^iPt 
Shoes,  soups,  complexions,  coaches,  farces,  jigi. 
Muscalia  dreams  of  last  night's  ball  till  ten, 
Drinks  chocolate,  strokes  Fop,  aud  sleeps  agaia ; 
Perhaps  at  twelve  dares  ope  her  drowsy  eyes. 
Asks  Lucy  if  'tis  late  enough  to  rise  ; 
By  three  each  curl  and  feature  justly  sat. 
She  dines,  talks  scandal,  visits,  plays  piquette : 
Meanwhile  her  babes  with  some  foul  nurse  remain. 
For  modem  dames  a  mother's  cares  disdain ; 
Each  fortnight  once  she  bears  to  see  the  brati, 
"  For  oh,  they  stun  one's  ears,  like  squaUhig  cats!" 
Tigers  and  pards  protect,  and  nurse  their  young, 
The  parent-snake  will  roll  her  forked  tongue, 
The  vulture  hovers  vengeful  o*er  her  nest, 
If  the  rude  hand  her  helpless  brood  infest ; 
Shall  lovely  woman,  softest  frame  of  HeavHi, 
To  whom  were  tears,  and  feeling  pity  git'n. 
Most  fashionably  cruel,  less  regard 
Her  oaring,  than  the  Tultnre,  snake,  and  pard } 

What  art,  O  Fashion,  pow'r  supreme  below  ! 
You  make  us  virtue,  nature,  sense,  forego ; 
You  sanctify  knave,  atheist,  whore,  and  Mi, 
And  shield  from  justice,  shame,  and  ridicule. 
Our  grandamcs  modes,  long  absent  from  our  eftt, 
At  your  all-powerful  biding  duteoua  rise ; 
As  Arethusa  sunk  beneath  the  plaru 
For  many  a  league,  emerging  flows  again ; 
Now  Mary's  mobs  <,  and  flounces  3roa  approve. 
Now  shape-disguising  sacks,  and  shppers  love : 
Scarce  have  you  chose  (like  Fortune  fbnd  to  joke) 
Some  reigning  dress,  but  you  the  choice  rev<d» : 
So  when  the  deep-tongu'd  organ's  notes  sweD  high. 
And  loud  hosannahs  reach  the  distant  sky, 
Hark,  how  at  once  the  dying  stnuBS  decay. 
And  soften  unexpectedly  away. 
The  peer,  prince,  peasant,  soldier,  tqoire,  divfaie^ 
Goddess  of  change,  bend  low  before  your  shrine^ 
Swearing  to  follow,  wheresoe*er  you  lead. 
Though  you  eat  tCMSuls  or  walk  upon  your  head. 

'TIS  hence  belles  game,  intrigue,  sip  citron-dratts. 
And  hide  their  lovely  locks  with  heads  of  rams  ^  : 
Hence  girls,  once  modest,  without  blush  appear, 
With  legs  displayed,  and  swan-soft  bosoms  bare; 
Hepce  stale,    autuomal  dames,  still  deckM  wifli 

laces. 
Look  like  vile  canker'd  coins  in  velvet  cases. 
Ask  you,  why  whores  lire  more  belov'd  than  whres, 
Why  weeping  virtue  exil'd,  flattery  thrireiy 


4  Mary  Queen  of  Scots  mobs,  much  ivoni  by  tht 
ladies. 
*  Tete  de  mouton,  literally  trapslated. 
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Wky,  wad  for  pwwiooi,  Britooi  yooo;  and  old 
Adon  base  ministers,  those  calves  of  gold, 
Whj  fiitliDg  templars  on  religiun  joke, 
7^  rosy  jnrtioes,  drirtk,  doze,  and  sinoke, 
DoU  critics  oo  best  bards  pour  bamiless  spite. 
As  babes  that  mumble  coral,  caniK>t  bite. 
Why  kiiav<fs  malicious,  brother-knaves  embrace. 
With  hearts  of  gall,  but  courtly  Mniliug  face. 
Why  iconiful  Folly  from  her  gaudy  coach, 
At  sUrrmg  houseless  Virtue  pouits  reprmch. 
Why  Av'rice  is  the  great  ttll-wor«hipp'd  god  ? 
Methiaks  some  demoo  answers — "  'Tis  tiie  m<ide!'* 

At  this  Corruption  smile:*  with  ghastly  grin, 
Freiaging  triumphs  to  her  mothe.  Sin  ; 
Who,  as  with  baneful  wiug^  aloft  she  flies, 
**  This  fiilling  land  be  mine  !'* — exulting  cries  ; 
Orim  TVranny  attends  her  on  her  way. 
And  frovos,  and  wheU  his  sword  that  thirsts  to  slay. 

Look  from  the  frigid  to  the  torrid  zone, 
By  custom  all  are  led,  by  nature  none. 
Tlie  hungry  TarUr  rides  upon  his  meat «, 
To  oook  the  dainty  flesh  with  bntUicks'  heat : 
The  Chinese  complaisantly  Ukes  his  bed 
With  his  big  wife,  and  is  with  caudle  fed. 
How  would  our  tender  British  beauties  sliriek. 
To  see  slim  beaux  oo  bulls  their  lances  break  I 
Yst  DO  Lucinda,  in  heroic  Spain, 
Admits  a  youth,  but  who  his  beast  has  slain. 
See,  wood*rous  lands,  where  the  fell  victor  brings 
Td  his  glad  wives,  the  heads  of  slaughtered  kings. 
The  mangled  beads  1 — o'er  which  they  sing  and 

laugh. 
And  hi  dire  bmnquets  the  warm  life-blood  quaff ; 
Where  youths  their  grandsiret,  age-bent,  trembling. 

Pitying  their  weary  weakness,  kindly  slay ; 
Wheps  sainted  Brachmans,  sick  of  life,  retu^ 
To  die  spontaneous  on  the  spicy  pyre ; 
Where  (stranger  still ! )  with  their  wild  dates  content, 
The  simple  swains  no  sighs  for  gold  torment. 

How  fondly  partial  are  our  judgments  growi^ 
We  deem  all  manners  odious  but  our  own  ! 

0  teach  me,  friend,  to  know  wise  Nature's  rules, 
And  laugh,  like  you,  at  Fashion's  hoodwink'd  fools; 
You,  who  to  woods  remov'd  from  modish  sin, 
Dsipise  the  distant  world's  hoarse,  busy  din  : 
As  shepherds  from  high  rocks  hear  fiw  below, 
Hesr  uncoocenM  loud  torrente  fiercely  flow  ; 
Yen,  though  mad  millions  the  mean  taste  upbraid, 
Who  still  lova  Vhrtue,  fair,  forsaken  maid  ; 
As  Bacchus  channing  Ariadne  bore. 
By  lU  abaodon'd,  from  the  lonesome  shore.  I 


Not  Judah's  king  in  eastern  pomp  array'd. 
Whose  charmii  allur'd  firom  far  the  Sbeban  maid. 
High  on  his  glitt'ring  throne,  like  you  could  shino 
(Nature's  completest  miniature  divine)  ;^ 
For  thee  the  rose  her  balmy  buds  renews. 
And  silver  lillies  fill  their  cups  with  dews  ; 
Flora  for  thee  the  laughing  iieldj?  perfumes. 
For  thee  Pomona  sheds  lier  choicest  blooms, 
Soft  Zephyr  wafb*  tliee  on  his  gentlest  gales 
OVr  Hackwood's  sunny  hills  and  verdant  vales  ; 
'  For  thee,  gay  queen  of  insects !  do  we  rove  ^ 

I  From  walk  to  walk,  from  beauteous  grove  to  grove; 
i  And  let  the  critics  know,  whose  pedant  pride 
'  And  awkward  jests  our  sprightly  sport  deride : 
That  all  who  h^iours,  fame,  or  wealth  pursue. 
Change  but  the  name  of  things— 4hey  hunt  for  y*  • 


VERSES 


ON  A  BUTTERFLY. 

FAncbUdoTSuDaodSuimDeri  we  behoM 
Wilh  eager  eyes  thy  wings  bedropp»d  with  gold  -, 
The  purple  spoU  that  o'er  thy  mantle  spread, 
Tht  sapphire's  lively  blue,  the  ruby's  red. 
Ten  thousand  various  blended  tints  surprise, 
Beyond  the  rainbow's  hues  or  peacock's  eyes  : 

<  The  following  focta  are  taken  from  the  accounts 
fl(  diftoeat  couDtriea. 


ODE  TO  FANCY. 

O  PARXNT  of  each  lovely  Muse, 
I  Thy  spirit  o'er  my  soul  diffuse, 
I  OVr  all  my  artless  songs  preside, 
j  My  footsteps  to  thy  temple  guide, 
;  To  offer  at  thy  turf-built  shrine. 
In  golden  cups  no  costly  wine. 
No  murder'd  fotling  of  the  flock, 
But  flowers  and  honey  from  the  rock. 
O  nymph  with  loosely-flowing  hair, 
I  With  buskin'd  leg,  and  bof^ai  bare, 
<  Tliy  waist  with  myrtle-girdle  hound. 
Thy  brows  with  Indian  feathers  crown'd, 
Waving  in  thy  snowy  hand 
An  all-commanding  magic  wand. 
Of  pow'r  to  bid  firesh  gardens  blow, 
'Mid  cheerless  Lapland's  barren  snow. 
Whose  rapid  wings  thy  flight  convey 
Thro*  air,  and  over  earth  and  sea. 
While  the  vast  various  landscape  lies 
Conspicuous  to  thy  piercing  eyes. 
O  lover  of  the  desert,  hail  I 
Say,  in  what  deep  and  pathless  vale« 
Or  on  what  hoary  mountain's  skle, 
'Mid  fall  of  watCTS,  you  reside, 
'Mid  broken  rocks,  a  nigged  scene. 
With  green  and  grassy  dales  between. 
Mid  forests  dork  of  aged  oak  »  , 
Ne'er  echoing  with  the  woodman's  stroke. 
Where  never  human  art  appear'd. 
Nor  ev'n  one  straw-rooPd  cot  was  rear'd. 
Where  Nature  seems  to  sit  alone. 
Majestic  on  a  craggy  throne ; 
Tell  me  the  path,  sweet  wand'rer,  tell. 
To  thy  unknown  sequester'd  cell. 
Where  woodbhies  cluster  round  the  door. 
Where  shells  and  moss  o'erlay  the  floor, 
And  on  whose  top  an  hawthorn  blows. 
Amid  whose  thickly-woven  boudis 
Some  nightingale  still  builds  her  nest. 
Each  evening  warbling  thee  to  rest : 

*  Of  pine  or  monumental  oak 
Where  the  rude  axe  with  heaved  stroke 
Was  never  heard  the  nymphs  !o  daunt, 
Ur  fright  them  from  their  hallow 'd  haimt. 

Il  Ps.NstaofO. 
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Tben  lay  me  %  tlie  h^^nted  etreAin, 
Rapt  Iti  Twm*  wild,  jjHjytTC  drft»m, 
In  converse  «'hile  methittlcs  I  rore 
With  Spcnset  t  ft  rough  a  fa^ry  i^jtwe  ; 
Till,  suddenly  nwakkl,  I  hear  ^ 
Strftfige  ftrhu^per'd  mu^ic  in  my  ear, 
nAnd  my  ^hd  soul  m  bliss  Ls  drowned        ' 
By  the  »w€ci^y-*oottiins  sound  ! 
Me.  gtjddess^  by  the  right  hand  (cad 
Somelimcs  tb  rough  the  yi-Udw  mead, 
Wliem  Joy  anil  white -rob'd  P^cc  rcSOtt, 
'And  Wnus  ke*?p$  E>er  foslivc  cwft, 
Where  Mirth  and  Vouth  eai^li  eveninf  mett. 
And  jighlly  trip  with  Dtmhle  (cei, 
fJodding  their  hly-crwnetl  heariSj 
Where  Laughter  roae-hp'd  Hebe  teadj; 
Where  Echo  walks  steep  bUlt  anumg, 
Ii8t*iiiBg  to  t&e  ■hepbffd's  801^: 
Yet  not  these  flowery  fields  of  py 
Can  long  my  pentive  raind  employ, 
Haste^  Fancy,  irbm  the  seeiles  of  fbtly. 
To  meet  the  matron  Melancholy, 
Goddess  oftbe  tearful  eye,   ,. 
That  lo^es  to  ifbld  her  anp^  and  sigh  ; 
Let  us  with  silen^  Mstepa,gp 
To  chamois  and  t|ie  bouse  of  woe,  p ; 
To  Golhie  cburdieai  vaidts,  i^od  lombf, 
Ifhereeaeh  sad  night  som^.Tirgm  comes^ 
With  tiirobbmg  br^AS^  find  jfoded  (^heelL, 
Her  promis'4i'i;«4egTP<W»'«^vn  tq  9eek; 
Or  to  some  abbey's.  mouW'ri^g  tov'rs. 
Where,  to  avoi^  cold  wii»try,f|bow*r8. 
The  nadied  h^garj^y^nKig4i^f »     ^^ 
While  wlu|liUi«t9Wfm  rqni4]^qr  rise. 
And  tremblea  lest  the  tp|l£i3iig  jrall 
Should  on  her  8te<g»ing  >PfM^  ^L 
Now  let  us  loudffr  «tc4(e  4^  lyi^  . 
For  my  heart  glo^t.«a^  maitial  fire, 
I  feel,  I  feet,  with  su44ep  b«ft. 
My  big  tumu1tu^9  Uopow  o^U  . 
The  trumpet^filangourRpi^ftiPy  ear, 
A  thoosaad  widof  s'  ^hriekft  I  hear, 
OtTe  me  another  hors^  |  cnf>  • . 
JLo!  the  base  Q9)lic9««9droB$§yj,, 
Whence  is  ftis  r%ge  ^-r-wjiat  spirit,  aay 
To  battle  hurrlci  mc  4iway  ? 
Tis  Fancy,  in  her  fiery  car, 
Transports  xu^  tt>  tlie  thickest  w^r, 
There  vbiri»  me  o'er  tliP  Wlh  of  ^laiij, 
Whert  Tujiwlt  and  Destmctiuu  reiSFI  k 
Where  ttiad  ^ilt|  pain>  the  wQunded  steed 
Trample^  th«  dyiiig  and  th«  dead; 
Where  giant  Terrour  sUlks  an>ttncl, 
Witli  suVlen  joy  survey  A  the  pouwl, 
Audi  pointing  to  tb'  enB»nguiu*d  field. 
Shakes  his  dreadful  Korgou  shitijd  ! 
O  guide  me  from  this  borrid  acetie. 
To  higb-arcb'd  walks  apd  aibys  green^ 
Which  lovely  Laura  seeks,  to  shun 
The  fcrvoura  of  the  mid-day  sunj 


S  And  aitw^,aweet  music  6f«i&e 
Above,  about,  or  underneath, 
8ent  by  tome  spirit  to  mortab  f<Wd, 
Or  Ifa' unseen  geuua  of  tiie  wowL 

It  FsMtntoto. 
'This  IS  not  ody  'an  origfaii,  6iit N^dtiBerfttllyt 
^poel^'idea. 


Th6  pangs  oTabftebee,  6  t^SfmMi  1 
For  thou  canst  ^tace  me  near  my  lof^. 
Canst  fold  in  Tisionary  bliss. 
And  let  me  i)iink  I  steal  a  kisi. 
While  her  ruby  lips  dispense 
Luscious  nectar's  quintessence ! 
ViHbeQ^ong-eyed  Spring  poftjiely;  IW3i* 
From  her  green  lap  the  'pink  tt6d  raie. 
When  the  soft  turtle  of  the  dale 
To  Summer  tells  her  tender  t»le, 
^Whcn  Autumn  coding  caverns  seefa. 
And  stains  with  wine  his  jolly  chedcs  ; 
When  Wmter,  like  poor  pilgrim  blfl^ 
Shakes  his  nlver  beard  with  cold  ; 
At  every  season  let  my  ear 
Thy  solemn  whimpers.  Fancy,  hear.. 
O  warm,  enthusiastic  maid, 
Without  thy  powerfVil,  vital  aid. 
That  breathes  an  energy  divine. 
That  gives  a  soul  to  every  line, 
Ne'er  mav  I  strive  with  Ifps  profiittt 
To  utfer  iln  dnhallow'd  strain^ 
Nor  dare  ^o  to^ich  the  sacred  stri^^ 
Save  when  with  smiles  thou  hid*st  tDe1ni|; 
O  l^r  bur  prayer,  O  hitlier  coiiie 
From  thy  lahitoted  Shak^^r^i  VSttb^ 
On  which  thou  lov'stto  sH  at  e^. 
Muting  oW  Chy  darlittg's  ^^ ; 
O  iqueen  of  ntimben,  once  a^iih 
Animate  some  chosen  swafh. 
Who,  filFd  with  unexhkustcxl'llre, 
M(iy  boldly  smite  the  sounding  lyre-. 
Who  with  some  MW  tiTfe<|tfalra '&»{(, 
May  rise  abohre  the  Htymiifg  thrtHig, 
O'er  all  our  list'ning  passions  reign. 
Overwhelm  our  soiils  ^irHhjoy  afid'pi 
With  terrour  shake,  and  pity  move. 
Rouse  with  revenge,  or  m^lt  Wfth  love, 
^  deign  t*  Attend  his  evedlrig  ^ilk, 
With  inm  in'  groves  and  grbttos'YsOk  ; 
T«ich  bim  to  scorn  with  fApd^it 
Feebly  to  toueh  th'  trnr^ptdfd'TMH  ; 
like  lightning,  let  hi8>fghty'^6Ae 
^e  bc»om's  inmost  fbMhiK  piej^  ; 
With  native  beatities  win  d^aiise     ' 
Beyottd  cdM  critka'  i^udied  ^if«  ; 
O  let  each  Ik^se's^flfheliicrftie, 
O  bid  l^tanhla'viVal  XO^iede. 


ODE  TO  HEALTH, 

wirrTBN  ON  ▲  RicoTEar  from  tbx  •luxt^rojbr 

O  wnBTBsa  with  laborious  clowns 

In  mea<h  ^nd.woqdg|}M)u  lo^st  todwdl. 
In  noisy  merchant-crowded  towns, 
Or.hkthe.t^mpemM.Bmchmiiff  MH ; 
\/h»  ifcm  the  meads:  of  Gonges'ifruitfol^flMd, 
Wet  with  suTeet  dew^  collects  his  fiowery  Ibod  ; 
In  Bath-  or  fn  Mcnipellierl'Milbs, 

Or  Kch  Bermud'tf  Wmytfle^        ^ , 
Ok- QiecMdIffdHh,  imbiefaf::j«ff^fi» 
Ne'er  saw  the  purple  autumn  smile, 
^W«oo^  iHpK  6Piiid#;  %M  ^yeHs  di^. 
By  twinklitig  amr-iight  drhwfUtfWjfhiflfcy  ^    ' 
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0  lovdy  qneen  of  mirth  and.  eas«. 

Whom  absent,  beaiity/  Banquets,  wine, 
Hit,  miuuc,  pomp,  nor  science  please, 
And  kin^  90  ivorjr  couches  pine, 
Nature's  kind  nunt,  to  whom  by  gracious  HeaVn 
To  sooCh  the  puigt  of  toibome  life  lis  giv'n ; 
To  aid  a  languid  wretch,  repair. 

Let  pale-ey'd  Orief  thy  presence  fly. 
The  restleai  demon,  gloomy  Care, 
And  meagre  Melancholy,  die  ; 
Drire  to  some  lonely  rock  the  giant  Pain, 
And  bind  him  howling  with  a  triple  chain  ! 
O  come,  restore  my  ajdng  sight  ^ 
Yet  let  me  not  on  Laura  gaze. 
Soon  must  1  quit  that  dear  delight, 
0*er-power»d  bj  Beauty's  piercing  rays  ^ 
Support  my  feeble  feet,  and  largely  shed 
Thy  oil  of  gtadaen  on  my  fiuntmg  head. 
How  neariy  had  my  splflt  paM, 

Till  stopt  by  Mctcalfs  skiKVil  hand. 
To  Death'i  dark  regions  fHi\e  ai>d  wt^tf. 
And  the  black  river'^  moumfiM  strrnd  ; 
Or  to  those  vales  of  joy,  ttid  meadoir-s  bTeit, 
Where  nges,  beit^f^  patriots,  poets  t€^t ; 

Where  Bffhro  and  Musa^us  sit 

Lis^ning  to  Milton'E  Loftier  ioi}^« 
With  ancrHi  fiEeot  trondcr  smit ; 
While,  tDonarch  of  I  he  taneful  Ihror.g-, 
Homer  in  raptufe  liurows  bis  tntmpci  dovin, 
And  to  the  BiiiQR  gives  bli  amiifamLiae  crown. 


ODE  TO  SUPERSTITION. 

HncB  to  iome  convent's  gloomy  isles. 
Where  cheerful  dayFight  nerer  smiles  : 

I^fiant  1  froBi  Albion  haste,  to  slavish  Rome, 
There  bf  dim  taper's  livid  light. 
At  the  still  solemn  hours  of  night, 

b  pemive  mosings  walk  o'^r  many  a  sounding  tomb. 
Thy  danking  chains,  thy  crimson  steel. 
Thy  venon^'d  darts,  and  barbarous  wheel, 

Maligftant  fiend,  hear  from  this  isle  away,  ' 
Kor  dare  in  erroor's  fetters  bind 
One  active,  freebom,  British  mind  ;  [sway. 

Ihat  stroQgly  strives  to  spring  indignant  from  thy 
Then  bad'st  grim  Moloch's  frowning  priest 
Skwtdi  screaming  iu£uits  from  the  breast, 

BeganiletB  of  the  frantic  mother's  woes  ; 
Tboa  led'st  the  ruthless  sons  of  Spain 
To  wond'ring  India's  golden  plain, 

Fnn  deluges  of  blood  wbeie  tenfold  harvests  ros^. 
Bat  lo  !  l)0w  fwifUy  art  thou  fled. 
When  Reason  Kfts  his  radiant  head  ; 

When  his  resounding,  awful  voice  they  hear, 
Blind  IgnOMnot,  tht  doting  sire, 
Thy  daughter,  trembling  Feir,  retire ; 

Aad  all  thy  ghastly  train  of  terruurs  disappear. 
So  by  the  Magi  hail'd  from  &r. 
When  t^htthus  mounts  his  early  car, 

The  shrieking  ghosts  to  their  dark  chamels  flock ; 
The  fiill'gorg'd  wolves  retreat ;  no  more 
The  prowling  lionesses  roar,  [rock. 

But  hutea  with  their  prey  to  tome  deep-<*avern'd 


Hail  then,  ye  friends  of  Reason  bail. 
Ye  foes  to  Myrtery's  ddibur  veil,  - 

To  Truth's  hi^h  temple  guide  my  steps  aright. 
Where  Clark  and  WoUa^ori  reside. 
With  I/H:ke  and  Newton  b}P  their  side. 

While  Plato' sits  above  enthroned  in  endless  light 


ODE 


TO  A  GENTLIj;:^lAJf  ON  tllS  TJjJAVEl^ 

'  While  I  «rith  fond  officious  care 
For  you  my  chorded  shell  prepare. 
And  not  unmindful  frame  an  humble  lay. 
Where  shall  tWs  verse  my  Cynthio  find  ? 
What  scene  of  art  now  charms  your  mind. 
Say  on  what  sacred  spot  of  Roman  ground  you  stray? 
Perhaps  you  cn\]  fai^b  valley's  Uloom, 
To  strew  o'er  \1i^il*s  lauicU'd  tomb. 
Whence  oft  at  mJdnljht  eebotng  voicd  sotmd  j 

For  at  the  hour  of  i^iknoej  there 
^  Th^  shades  nF  aucletit  bards  repair. 
To  join  in  choral  *ong  hj*i  bpJfowM  ura  around  : 
Or  wander  in  tlks  cooUiig  srliadc 
Of  Sabine  bow'rs,  1*  hiTc  Horace  stray 'd^ 
And  ojt  repeat  ia  ca^r  thought  elate, 
(As  round  m  tla^tc  irarch  you  trace 
With  curioiis  eyif  the  pleasing  place)      [sate.** 
"That  fount  hfelov^arid  th^rt;  beneath  that  bil*ba 
How  longs  my  ruptiir'd  breast  with  you 
Gre^t  Raplintl'*  augic  strokes  to  view, 
To  whose  blest  liarui  each  chartn  the  Graces  gave! 
Whence  each  fatr  form  with  beamy  glows 
Like  that  of  Vi:um,  when  she  rose 
Naked  in  blushing  cJmnms  fh>ai  Ocean**  boaiy  wove. 
As  oft  by  roving  fancy  led 
To  smooth  Clitumnusf  banks  you  tiend. 
What  awful  thoughts  his  fabled  waters  raise ! 
While  the  low-thougbted  swain,  whose  flock 
Grazes  around,  from  some  steep  nxk 
With  vulgar  disregard  his  mazy  course  surveys. 
Now  thro'  the  ruin'd  domes  my  Muse 
Yodr  steps  with  eager  flight  pnrsues. 
That  their  cleft  piles  on  Tyber's  plains  present, 
Among  whose  hollow-winding  cells 
t&^om  and  wild  Rome's  genius  dwells. 
His  golden  sceptre  broke,  and  purple  mantle  rent 
Oft  to  those  mossy  mouldering  walls. 
Those  davems  dark  and  silent  halls. 
Let  me  repair  by  midnight's  paly  fires  ; 
There  muse  on  empire's  fallen  state, 
And  frail  ambition's  hapless  &te,        [inspires. 
While  more  than  mortal  Uunights  the  solemn  scene 
WTiat  lust  of  pow'r  from  the  cold  north 
Could  tempt  those  Vanda1<robbers  forth. 
Fair  Italy,  thy  vine^lad  vales  to  waste  ; 
Whose  hands  profane,  with  hostile  Made, 
Thy  story'd  temples  dar'd  invade. 
And  all  thy  Parian  seats  of  Attic  ait  defac'd  • 
They  weeping  Art  in  fetters  bound. 
And  gor'd  ber  breast  with  many  a  wound. 
And  veil'd  her  charms  in  clouds  of  thickest  night  • 
Sad  Poesy,  mtkch-injur'd  maid,  * 

They  drove  to  some  dim  convent's  shade,riight 
And  quench'd  in  gloomy  mst  ber  Unp's  le^lendent 
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There  long  fhe  wept,  to  darlcnets  doom'd. 
Till  Cosmo's  band  ber  ligbt  relum'd, 
Tbat  once  again  m  lufty  Tasso  shone  ; 

Since  has  sweet  Spenser  caught  her  fire, 
.  Sbt  breath'd  once  more  in  Milton's  lyre,  [sod« 
And  warm'd  the  soul  divine  of  Shakcspear,  Fancy's 
Nor  she,  mild  queen,  wiU  cease  to  smile 
On  her  Britannia's  mticb-lov*d  isle,         [bom. 
Where  these,  her  best  her  favourite  Three  were 
While  Theron  ^  warbles  Grecian  strains. 
Or  polishM  Doddingtdn  remains, 
The  drooping  tniio  of  arts  to  cherish  and  adoni. 


ODE  TO  LIBERTY. 

O  ooDDiss,  on  whose  steps  attendi 

Pleasure  and  laughter-loving  Ue^Uth, 

W^ite-mantled  Peace,  with  olive-wand, 

Young  Joy,  and  diamond-sceptred  W^th, 

Blithe  Plenty,  with  her  loaded  horn, 

With  Science,  hnght-ey'd  as  the  mom. 

In  Britain,  which  for  ages  past 

Has  been  thy  choicest  darling  care  ; 

Who  mad'st  her  wise,  and  strong,  and  fiur, 

May  thy  best  blessings  ever  last ! 

For  thee  the  pining  prisoner  mourns, 

I>'priv»d  of  food,  of  mirth,  of  ligbt ; 

Fbr  thee  pale  slaves  to  gallies  chain'd 

That  ply  tough  oars  from  mom  to  night ; 

Thee  the  proud  Sultan's  beauteous  train 

By  eunuchs  guarded,  weep  in  vain, 

Tearinsr  the  roSes  from  their  locks  ; 

And  Guinea's  captive  kings  lament. 

By  christian  lords  to  labour  sent, 

Whipt  like  the  dull,  unfeeling  ox. 

Inspired  by  thee,  deaf  to  fond  nature's  cries, 

S(em  Brutus,  when  Rome's  genius  loudly  calVd, 

Gave  her  the  matchless  tilial  sacrifice, 

Unable  to  behold  her  power  enthrali'd  ! 

And  he  of  later  age,  but  equal  fame, 

Dar^d  stab  the  tyrant  though  he  lov'd  the  friend  j 

How  burnt  U;e  Sparton  »  with  warm  patriot  fljone. 

In  thy  great  cause  his  valorous  life  to  end  ! 

How  burst  Gustavus  from  the  Swedish  mine ! 

like  light  from  chaot  dark,  eternally  to  shine. 

When  Hcav'n  to  all  thy  joys  bestows , 

And  graves  ppon  our  hearts— be  free  I—  - 

Shall  coward  man  those  joys  resign. 

And  dare  reverse  this  great  decree  } 

Submit  him  to  some  idol  king. 

Some  selfish,  passion-guided  thrag. 

Abhorring  man,  by  mah  abhorr'd. 

Around  whose  throne  >»tonds  trembling  Doubt, 

Whose  jealous  eyes  still  roll  about. 

And  Murder  with  his  reeking  sword } 

Where  tramplmg  Tyranny  with  Fate, 

And  black  Revenge  gigantic  goes  ; 

Hark,  how  the  dying  infknU  shriek. 

How  hopeless  age  in  sunk  in  woes ! 

Fly,  mortals,  from  that  faded  land. 

Though  rivers  roll  o'er  golden  sand, 

1  The  author  of  the  Pleasures  of  Imagination. 
t  Leonida^ 


Though  birds  in  shades  of  cassia  sing. 
Harvests  and  fruits  spontaneous  rise 
No  storms  disturb  the  smiling  skies, 
And  each  soft  breeze  rich  odours  bring. 
Britannia  wateh ! — remember  peerleat^Rone, 
Her  high-tower'd  head  dash'd  meanly  to  the  groond} 
Rememl>er,  fireedom's  guardian,  Grecia's  doom. 
Whom  weeping  the  despotic  Turk  has  bound  ; 
May  ne'er  thy  oiik-crown'd  hills,  rich  meads  and 
(Fame,  virtue,  courage,  property,  forgot)      [dovn^ 
Thy  peaceful  villages,  and  busy  towns. 
Be  doom'd  some  death-dispensing  tyrant's  lot; 
On  deep  foundations  may  thy  freedom  stand. 
Long  as  the  surge  shall  lash  thy  sea-encircled  land. 


ODE  AGAINST  DESPAIR^ 

Fakbwbll  thou  dimpled  cherab,  Joy, 

Thou  rose-crown'd  ever-smiling  boy. 

Wont  thy  sister  Hope  to  lead. 

To  dance  along  the  primrose  mead ! 

^o  more,  bereft  of  happy  hours, 

I  seek  thy  lute-resounding  bow'rs,  ■ 

But  to  yon  rain'd  tow'r  repair. 

To  meet  the  god  of  groans,  Dnpair; 

Who,  on  that  ivy-darken'd  g^und. 

Still  takes  at  eve  his  silent  round. 

Or  sits  yon  new-made  grave  beside. 

Where  lies  a  frantic  suicide : 

While  lab'ring  sighs  my  heart-strings  break. 

Thus  to  the  sullen  power  I  speak : 

"Haste  with  thy  poison'd  dagger,  haste. 
To  pierce  this  sorrow-laden  breast ! 
Or  lead  roe,  at  the  dead  of  night. 
To  some  sea-beat  mountain's  height. 
Whence  with  headlong  haste  I'll  leap 
To  the  dark  bosom  of  the  deep ; 
Or  show  me,  far  from  human  eye. 
Some  cave  to  muse  in,  starve,  and  die ; 
No  weeping  friend  or  brother  near, 
My  last,  fond,  faltering  words  to  hear  !'* 

'Twas  thus,  with  weight  of  woes  opprest, 
I  sought  to  eafe  my^  braised  breast : 
When  straight  more  gloomy  grew  the  shade. 
And  lo !  a  tall  majestic  maid  ! 
Her  limbs,  not  delicately  foir, 
Robust,  and  of  a  martial  air ; 
She  bore  of  steel  is  polish'd  shield, 
Where  highly-scolptur'd  I  beheld 
Th'  Athenian  martyr  *  smiling  stand, 
The  baleful  gubfet  in  his  hand  ; 
Sparkled  ber  eyes  with  lively  flame, 
And  Patience  was  the  seraph's  nama  ; 
Sternly  she  look'd,  and  stem  began-^ 
'*  Thy  sorrows  cease,  complainmg  man. 
Rouse  thy  weak  soul,  appease  thy  muao. 
Soon  ^re  the  clouds  of  ttdnessgone  ; 
Tho'  now  in  Griefs  dark  groves  you  walk. 
Where  griesly  fiends  around  you  stalk. 
Beyond,  a  blissful  city  lies. 
Far  from  whose  gates  each  anguish  flies  ; 
Take  thou  this  shield,  which  once  of  yom 
Ulysses  and  Alcides  wore. 
And  which  in  later  days  I  gave 
To  Regulus  and  Raleigh  brave, 

>  Socrates. 
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Id  csw  or  tS  dnn^oon  dresr 
Tbeir  mij^bty  mhidi  could  banish  fear  } 
Tb7  beirt  do  tenfold  woes  shall  foel, 
Tnt  Vntne  tempered  the  rotigh  sted, 
Jbd,  by  her  heamly  fingers  wrought, 
1^  ae  the  piccioas  present  broaght.**  < 


ODE  ON  SHOOTING. 

Knim  of  the  forests,  that  young  oaks  protect 
Fioo  noxioas  blasts,  and  the  blue, thunder's  dart, 
O  how  securely  might  ye  dwell 
In  Britain's  peacefnl  shades, 
Far  from  grim  woItcs,  or  tigers'  midnight  roar. 
Or  crimsonhcrested  serpents'  hungry  hiss. 
But  that  our  aarage  swains  pollute 
With  nrarder  your  retreats ! 
How  oft  your  birds  have  undeserving  bled, 
LioQet,  or  warbling  thrash,  or  moaoiog  dove, 
.  Theaiant  with  gaily-glistering  wings. 

Or  early-moonting  lark  ! 
Wh3e  in  sweet  converM  in  a  round  you  sit 
Ob  the  green  turf,  or  in  the  woodbine-bower, 
If  cbasce  the  tfarnKPrrng  gun  be  beard, 
To  grots  and  caves  ye  run, 
Fearftil  as  when  Lodena  aed  from  Pan, 
Or  Dspbne  panting  from  enamoor'd  Sol, 
Or  fiur  Sabrina  to  tbe  flood 
Her  snowy  beauties  gave : 
When  will  dread  man  his  tyrannies  forego. 
When  cease  to  bathe  Iii^  barbarous  hands  in  blood, 
His  sotjects  helpless,  harmless,  weak, 
Deli^tb^  to  destroy  ? 
More  pkassant  far  to  shield  their  tender  3roung 
From  chnrlisii  swains,  that  violate  their  nests. 
And,  wandering,  mom  or  eve  to  hear 
Their  wdcome  to  the  Spring. 


TO  A  FOUNTAIN. 

IHITATtD  FmOM  HOBACB,    ODK  XIII.    BOOK  III. 

Ve  waves,  that  gushing  fhll  with  porest  stream, 
Bkodostan  fount !  to  whom  the  products  sweet 

Off  ricbest  wines  belong, 

And  fiairest  flowers  of  Spring; 
To  thee,  a  chosen  victim  will  I  slay, 
A  kid,  wbo  glowing  in  lascivious  youth 

Just  btooins  with  budding  liom, 

And  with  vain  thoegbt  elate 
Tctdestmes  fature  war :  but  ah  !  too  soon 
Bs  reeking  Mood  with  crimson  shall  enrich 

Thy  pare  translucent  ilood. 

And  tinge  thy  crystal  clear. 
Tky  sweet  recess  the  Son  in  mid-day  hom; 
Cn  ne'er  invade,  thy  streams  the  laboured  ok 

R«fi«sh  with  cooling  dt aught. 

And  glad  the  wandering  herds. 
Tky  name  shall  shme  with  endless  hooomn  grae'd. 
While  on  my  ahell  I  sing  the  nodding  oak. 

That  o'er  thy  cavern  deq> 

Waves  hn  embowering  bead. 


ODE  TaSVEklNG. 


Hail,  meek-ey'd  maiden,  clad  in  sober  grey. 
Whose  soft  approach  the  weary  woodman  lovea     . 
As,  homeward  bent  to  kiss  bis  prattling  babes. 
He  jocund  whistles  thro'  the  twilight  groves. 
When  Phoebus  sinks  beneath  the  gilded  hills, 
You  lightly  o'er  the  misty  meadows  walk. 
The  drooping  daisies  bathe  In  dulcet  dews. 
And  nurse  tbe  nodding  violet's  slender  stalk : 
The  panting  Dryads,  that  in  day's  fierce  heat. 
To  inmost  bowers  and  cooling  caverns  ran, 
Return  to  trip  in  wanton  evening  dance. 
Old  Sylvan  too  returns,  and  laughing  Pan. 
To  the  deep  wood  the  clamorous  rooks  repair,       i 
Light  skims  the  ^wallow  o'er  the  wat'ry  scene. 
And  from  the  pheep-ootes,  and  fresh-furrow'd  field. 
Stout  ploughmen  ineet  to  wrestle  on  the  green. 
The  swain  that  artless  s'mgs  on  jronder  rock. 
His  nibbling  sheep  and  length'ning  shadow  spies 
Pleas'd  with  the  cool,  the  cahn,  refreshful  hour. 
And  with  hoarse  hummings  of  unoumber'd  flies. 
Now  every  passion  sleeps  ;  delponding  love. 
And  pining  envy,  ever-restless  pride  ; 
An  holy  calm  creeps  o'er  my  peaceful  soul^ 
Anger  and  mad  ambition's  storms  subside.. 
O  modest  Evening,  oft  let  me  appear 
A  wandering  votary  in  thy  pensive  train, 
List'ning  to  every  wildly-warbling  throat 
That  fills  with  farewell  notes  the  dark'ning  plain. 


ODE  TO  CONTENT. 

Welcome  Content !  from  roofs  of  fretted  gold. 
From  Persian  sofas,  and  the  gems  of  Ind, 

From  courts,  and  camps,  and  crowds. 

Fled  to  my  cottage  mean  ! 
Meek  virgin,  wilt  thou  deign  with  me  to  sit 
In  pensive  pleasure  by  my  glimmering  fire. 

And  with  calm  smile  despise 

The  loud  world's  distant  din ; 
As  from  the  piny  mountain's  tf>ptnost  cliff 
Some  wandering  hermit  sage  hears  unconcem'd, 

Far  in  tbe  vale  brlow. 

The  thuod'ring  torrent  burst ! 
Teach  me,  good  Heaven,  the  ^tded  chains  of  vice 
To  break,  U)  study  independent  ease. 

Pride,  Pomp,  and  Power  to  shun. 

Those  fatal  syrens  fair, 
That,  rob'd  like  Eastern  queens,  sit  on  high  thrones 
And,  beckoning  every  thirsty  traveller. 

Their  baleful  cups  present 

With  pleasing  poisons  fraught 
O  let  me  dwell  in  life's  low  valley,  blest 
With  the  dear  nymph  I  love,  true,  heart-felt  joy. 

With  chosen  friends  to  turn 

The  polish'd' Attic  page; 
Nor  seldom,  if  nor  fortune  damp  my  wmgs. 
Nor  dire  disease,  to  soar  to  Pindus'  hill, 

My  hours,  my  soul  devote. 

To  poesy  and  love  t 
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TO  THE  NI^rriNGALB. 

O  TBOV,  that  to  the  moon-Hght  vale 
Waibleet  oft  thy  plaintive  Ule, 
What  time  the  village-munnan  ceaae. 
And  the  sdll  eye  is  h«ihM  to  peMe, 
When  now  no  busy  toond  it  heard, 
Contemplation's  bvonrite  btid ! 
Chaunttcfls  of  night,  whoae  amorous  wag 
(First  heard  the  tufted  groves  among) 
Warns  wanton  Mabba  to  begin 
Her  revels  on  the  circled  green. 
Whene'er  by  meditation  led 
Inightly  seek  some  distant  mead, 
A  short  repose  of  cares  to  find. 
And  800th  my  love-distraetod  mind, 
O  Ikll  not  then,  sweet  Pbtloael  j 
Tby  sadly-warbled  woes  to  tall  i 
In  sympathetic  numbers  join 
Thy  pangs  of  hicfcless  love  with  mine ! 
So  may  no  swun's  rude  band  loiHt 
Thy  tender  young,  and  rob  thy  nert ; 
Nor  ruthless  fowler's  guileful  snare 
Lure  thee  to  leave  the  fields  of  air, 
Ko  more  to  visK  vale  or  shade, 
gomft  baifaaroqs  virgin's  captive  made. 


ODE 

TO  A  LADV  ON  THE  SPRING. 

Lo !  Spring,  array'd  in  primrose-colour'd  robe. 
Fresh  beaotim  sheds  on  each  enliven'd  scene, 
Wkh  show'rs  and  sunshine  cheers  the  smiling  globei 
And  mantles  bill  and  vale  in  glowing  green. 
All  natox«  feels  her  vital  heat  around. 
The  pregnant  glebe  now  hursts  with  foodfhl  grain, 
With  kindly  warmth  she  opes  the  frozen  ground, 
And  with  new  life  informs  the  teeming  plain. 
She  calls  the  fish  from  out  their  ouzy  beds. 
And  animates  th/e  deep  with  genial  love. 
She  iMds  the  herds  bound  sportive  o'er  the  meads, 
And  with  glad  songs  awakes  the  joyous  grove. 
No  more  the  glaring  tiger  roams  forprey, 
All-powerful  love  subdues  his  savage  soul. 
To  find  his  spotted  mate  he  darts  away. 
While  geiUler  thoughts  the  thirst  of  blood  contronl. 
But  ah  !  while  all  is  warmth  and  soft  deiire. 
While  all  around  Spring's  cheerful  spirit  own. 
You  fleel  not,  Amoret,  her  quickening  fire. 
To  Sprfaig'f  kind  influence  you  a  foe  alone ! 


ODE 
TO  A  LADY  WHO  HATEB  THE  COUNTRY. 

Now  Sommer,  daughter  of  tiie  Son, 
Cer  the  ^y  fiuelds  comes  <|aneiog  on. 

And  earth  o'eriows  with  joys;  ' 
Too  long  in  roots  and  drawing-rooms 
The  usteless  hours  my  foir  consumes, 

'Ididst  folly,  flattery,  noise. 


Gome,  hear  mild  Zephyr  M  Iha  lew 
Her  balmy^bfesAhiag  buds  disekwa, 

Come,  hear  the  foiling  riU, 
Observe;  the  honey-loaded  bee, 
The  beec^  embowered  cottage  sas^ 

Beside  yon  slepiog  hill. 

By  health  awoke  at  early  mom, 

We'll  brush  sweet  dews  tnm  every  tborB> 

And  help  unpen  the  fold ; 
Hence  to  yon  hollow  oak  we'll  stray. 
Where  dwelt,  as  village-febles  say. 

An  holy  Druid  old. 

Come,  wildly  rove  thro'  desert  dales. 
To  listen  how  lone  nightingales 

In  liquid  layp  complain ; 
Adian  the  tender,  tbrillhig  note 
That  panu  in  Monticelli's  tbroai, 
.    And  Handel's  stronger  strain. 

"  Insipid  pleasures  these  !»*  you  cry; 
"  Must  I  fVom  dear  assemblies  fly,     , 

To  see  rude  peasants  toil  ? 
For  operas  listen  to  a  bird  ? 
Shall  Sydney's  fiihles  be  preferrM  i 

To  my  sagacious  Hoy!e«  ?" 

Ofolsely  fond  of  what  aaemt  great. 
Of  purple  pomp,  and  robes  of  states 

And  all  life's  tinsel  glaie  I 
Rather  with  humble  violets  bind. 
Or  give  to  wanton  in  the  wind. 

Your  length  of  sable  hair. 

Soon  as  you  reach  the  rur^l  shade. 

Will  Mirth,  the  sprightly  roountainFm»d, 

Your  days  and  nights  attend. 
She'll  bring  fontastic  Sport  and  Song, 
Nor  Cupid  will  be  abaent  kmg. 

Your  true  ally  and  friend. 


ODE 

TO  SOUTUDE. 

Taotr,  that  at  deep  dead  of  night 

Walk'sl  forth  beneath  tbe  pale  Moon's  light. 

In  robe  of  flowing  black  array'd. 

While  cypress-leaves  thy  brows  o'ershade  ; 

List'niog  to  the  crowing  cock. 

And  the  distant  sounding  clock  ; 

Or,  sitting  jo  thy  oavem  low. 

Dost  hear  the  bleak  winds  loudly  blow. 

Or  the  lioarse  death-boding  owl. 

Or  village  mastiflf's  wakeful  howl. 

While  through  thy  melancholy  room 

A  dim  lamp  castt»  an  awful  gloom  ; 

Thou,  that  on  the  meadow  green 

Or  daisy'd  upland  art  not  seen» 

But  wand'ring  bj  tha  dusky  nooki^ 

And  the  pensive  faUiiog  hfooks, 

1  Areadta. 

s  Allodmgto  HmelUiei  iTho  liave  left  their 
novels  and  romancee  for  the  profoood  itody  of  Mr* 
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Or  neirfonM  ragged,  beibleii  rock, 
Wbert  no  ilMpberd  keeps  his  flock ! 
Mmng  mmid,  to  tbee  I  come, 
Uatiog  the  tradafol  cky't  kum  : 
0  IfC  me  calmly  dveil  with  thte, 
Fiooi  ooby  ■Mrth  and  hus'oeai  firte» 
With  meditatioD  seek  the  skies. 
This  foUy-fetter*d  world  dMpise  I 


ODE 

TO  MR.  WEST  ON  HIS  TRANSLATION  OP 
PINDAR^     ^ 

L  1. 
Alston  omit !  thy  sons  a  voice  diTine  have  beard. 
The  man  of  Thebes  bath  in  thy  Tales  appeared !, 
Hsrk  !  with  fresh  rage  and  UDdiminish*d  fire 
The  fwcct  entbnstast  smites  the  British  lyre  i ; 
The  imods  that  echoed  on  Alpbeus*  streams 
Btsch  the  delighted  ear  of  listening  Thames  ; 
Lo  !  swift  across  the  doity  plain 
Great  Tberoa*s  foaming  coursers  strain  I 
What  mortal  tongue  e*er  roird  along 
Sack  full  impetuous  t^  of  nervous  song  ? 

I.  2. 
Tbe  fearful,  frigid  lays  of  odd  and  creeping  art 
Nor  touch,  nor  can  transport  th'  unfeeling  heart; 
Piadar,  our  inmoat  bottm  piercing,  warms 
With  giory 's  lora,  and  eager  thiru  of  arms : 
Wbea  Freedom  speaks  in  bis  majestic  strain, 
Tbe  patrinr  ynioni  beat  in  every  vein : 
We  leaf  to  ait  with  heroes  old, 
>Mkl  gro^res  of  vagetabls  gold, 
Wbeiv  Cadmus  and  Achilles  dwell, 
Asd  Hill  of  dari^  deeds  and  dangers  telL 

I.  3. 
Aaay,  enervate  bards,  away, 

Who  9pm  tbe  courtly,  silken  lay. 
As  wreaths  for  some  raia  Louis'  bead. 
Or  mourn  some  soft  Adonis  dead : 
No  more  your  polished  lyrics, boost, 
la  British  Puidar's  straogtb  o'erwhekn'd  and  lost : 
As  well  might  ye  compare 
The  gliiDmerings  of  a  waxen  flame, 
(Emblem  of  verM  correctly  tame) 
To  his  own  JEtna's  sulphur-spouting  caves, 
Wbea  to  Heav'u*s  vault  the  fiery  deluge  raves, 
When  clouds  and  burning  rocks  dart  thro'  the 
troubled  air. 

11.1. 
h  roaring  cataracts  down  And^  channeled  steeps 
Htit  bow  enormous  Orellana  sweep^  ! 
Monarch  of  mighty  floods  !  supremely  strong, 
Founing  from  clIflT  to  cliff  he  whirls  along, 
Svola  with  an  hundred  hills'  collected  snows : 
TlMooe  over  nawfflras  regioas  widely  flows, 

1  And  with  a  master's  hand,  and  propbet^s  fire, 
Stniek  the  deep  sorrowi  of  his  lyre. 

Ofmy's  Bard. 


IS9 


Round  fragrant  isles,  and  citron-groves, 
Where  still  the  naked  Iddian  rove?. 
And  safely  builds  his  leafy  bow'r. 
From  slavery  fiw,  imd  curst  Ibenan  poit'r  | 

|I.  2. 

So  rapid  Pindar  iow8.-.0  parent  of  tha  |y«. 
Let  me  for  ever  thy  sweet  sons  admire  $ 
O  aacient  Greece,  but  chief  tbe  bard  whom  Igyv 
The  matchless  tale  of  Troy  divine  emblata; 
And  next  Euripides,  soft  Pity's  priest, 
Who  melts  in  usefbl  woes  the  bleeding  breast  | 
And^him,  who  paints  th'  incestuous  ktag, 
Whose  soul  amaze  and  borrour  wring  i 
Teach  me  to  taste  their  charms  refined. 
The  richest  banquet  of  th'  enraptur'd  mind  s 

if.  3. 

For  the  blest  man,  the  Muse's  child. 
On  whose  auspicious  birth  she  smil'd. 
Whose  soul  she  forro'd  of  purer  flw. 
For  whom  she  tun'd  a  golden  Xyn, 
Seeks  not  in  fighting  fields  renown  : 
No  widow's  midnight  shrieks,  nor  burning  town. 
The  peaceful  poet  please ; 
Nor  cMseles^  toils  for  sordid  gahis. 
Nor  purple  pomp,  nor  wide  domahie. 
Nor  heaps  of  wealth,  nor  power,  nor  statemaii% 
schemes, 
Nor  all  deceived  ambition's  feverish  dreams, 
Lure  his  contented  heart  from  the  sweet  vale  of  ease. 


STANZAS 

ON  TAXnrO  TUB  AIB  APm  A  IQVO  ftUOdlt 

Hail  genial  Sun  ?  I  feel  thy  powerful  ray 
Strike  vigorous  health  into  each  languid  vein  ; 
Lo,  at  thy  bright  approach,  are  fled  away 
The  pale-ey'd  sisters.  Grief,  Disease,  and  Pali. 

O  hills,  O  forests,  and  thou  pahited  mead, 
Again  admit  me  to  your  secret  seats. 
From  the  dark  bed  of  pining  sickness  freed. 
With  double  joy  I  seek  your  green  retreats. 

Yet  once  more,  O  ye  rivers,  shall  I  lie 
In  summer  evenings  on  your  willow'd  banks. 
And,  unobserved  by  passing  shepherd's  eye. 
View  tbe  light  Naiads  trip  in  wanton jranks. 

Each  rural  object  charms,  so  long  nnseen. 
The  blooming  orchards,  the  white  wand'ring  flocVi, 
The  fields  arrayM  in  sight-refreshing  green. 
And  with  bis  loosen'd  yoke  the  wearied  ox. 


Here  let  me  stop  beneath  this  spreading  I 
While  Zephyr^  voice  I  hear  the  boughs  among. 
And  listen  to  the  sweet  thick-warbling  thrush. 
Much  have  I  wish'd  to  hear  her  vernal  song. 

The  Dryad  Health  frequents  this  hallowed  grove; 

O  where  may  I  the  lovely  virgin  meet } 

Prom  mom  to  dewy  evening  will  I  rove 

To  find  ber  hauuts,  and  lay  an  off'riag  at  her  fM. 
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VERSES: 


WRl'ltm  AT  KOVTAOBAN  IK  FftANCB,  1750. 

Tabn,  horn  deUgfatftU  wind  thy  wiUoi^d  wBvet, 

But  ah  !  they  fractify  a  laud  of  tlaTes  ' 

In  vain  thy  bare-foot,  sim-lmrnt  peasants  hide 

With  InseioiiB  grapes  yon  bill's  nxnantic  side  ; 

No  cups  nectareuus  shall  their  toil  repay, 

Tbo  priest's,  the  soldier's,  and  the  feraiier^  prey : 

Vain  glows  this  Sun,  m  cloudless  glory  drest. 

That  strikes  fresh  vigour  through  the  pining  breast^ 

Give  me,  beneath  a  colder,  changeful  sky. 

My  sours  best,  only  pleasure,  Libertyi 

What  millions  perish'd  near  thy  nioomfol  flood  ^ 

When  the  red  papal  tyrant  cry'd  out — **  Blood  !** 

Less  fierce  the  Saracen,  and  quivered  Moor, 

That  dash'd  thy  ioCints  'gainst  the  stones  of  3rore. 

Be  wam'd,  ye  nations  round  ;  and  trembling  see 

Dire  supenttition  quench  humanity  ! 

By  all  ^  chiefs  in  freedom's  battles  lost. 

By  wise  and  virtuous  Alfred's  awful  ghost; 

By  old  Galgacus'  scythed,  iron  car. 

That,  owiftly  whirling  through  the  walks  of  war, 

Dash'd  Roman  blood,apd  cnish'd  the  foreign  thnngs; 

By  holy  Druids'  courage-breathing  songs ; 

By  fierce  fionduca's  shieki  and  foaming  steeds; 

By  the  bold  Peers  that  met  on  Thames's  meads; 

•By  the  fifth  Henry's  helm  and  lightning  spear ; 

O  Liberty,  my  warm  petition  hear ; 

Be  Albion  still  thy  joy !  with  her  remain. 

Long  as  the  surge  shall  lash  her  oak-crowa*d  plain ! 


THE  DYIKG  INDUN. 

The  dart  of  Isdabel  prevails !  'twas  dipt 

In  double  poison — I  shall  soon  arrive 

At  the  blest  island,  where  no  tigers  spring 

On  heedless  hunters ;  where  ananas  bloom 

Thrice  in  each  moon ;  where  rivers  smoothly  glide, 

Nor  thund'ring  torrents  whirl  the  light  canoe 

Down  to  the  sea ;  where  my  forefathers  feast 

Daily  on  hearts  of  Spaniards  I — O  my  son, 

1  feel  the  venom  busy  in  my  breast. 

Approach,  and  bring  my  cniwn,deck'd  with  the  teeth 

Of  that  bold  Christian  who  first  dar'd  deflow'r 

The  virgins  of  the  Sun ;  and,  dire  to  tell ! 

Robb'd  Phcbacamac's  altar  of  its  gems  I 

I  mark'd  the  spot  where  they  interr'd  th?l  traitor. 

And  once  at  midnight  stole  I  to  his  tomb, 

And  tore  his  carcase  from  the  earth,  and  left  it 

A  prey  to  poiaonoos  flies.     Preserve  this  crown   ' 

With  sacred  secrecy :  if  e'er  returns 

Thy  much-lov'd  mother  from  the  desert  woods. 

Where,  as  I  hunted  late,  I  hapless  lost  her, 

Cherisli  her  age.     Tell  her,  1  ne'er  have  worshipped 

With  thofte  that  eat  their  God.     And  when  disease 

Preys  on  her  languid  limbs,  then  kindly  stab  her 

With  thine  own  hands,  nor  suffer  her  to  linger. 

Like  Christian  cowards,  in  a  life  of  pain. 

I  go  !  great  Copac  beckons  me !  Farewell ! 

1  Alluding  to  the  persecutions  of  the  Protestants, 
and  the  wars  of  the  Saracens,  carried  on  in  tbe  south- 
cm  province^  qf  France. 


REVENGE  OF  AMERICA. 

Wif tw  fierce  Piearro's  legiom  flew 
O'er  ravag'd  fields  of  rich  P^hi, 
Struck  with  his  Maedhig  people's  waes^ 
Old  India's  awful  Genius  rose. 
He  sat  on  Andes'  topmost  atone. 
And  heard  a  thousand  nations  groan ; 
For  grief  his  feathery  crown  he  lore. 
To  see  huge  Plata  fbam  with  g'lre  ; 
He  broke  his  arrows,  staropt  the  ground. 
To  view  his  cities  smoking  round. 

"  What  woes,"  he  cry'd.  "  hath  lust  of  gold 
O'er  my  poor  country  widely  roli'd  ; 
Plunderers  proceed  !  my  bowels  tear. 
But  ye  shall  meet  destruction  th«>!rc  ; 
From  the  det^vauited  mine  shall  n's^ 
Th'  insatiate  fiend,  pale  Avarice  ! 
Whose  steps  shall  trembling  Justice  fly^ 
Peace,  Order,  Law,  and  Amity  ! 
I  see  all  Europe's  children  cur&t 
With  lucre's  universal  thirst : 
The  rajje  that  sweeps  my  mn%  away, 
My  baneful  gold  shall  well  repay." 


EPISTLE  « 


FROM  THOMAS  HEARNF^  ANTIQUARY, 

TO  TAB   AVTBOB   OF  THB   COMPANION   TO   THE 
OXPORi)  GUIDE. 

Frirwo  of  the  moss-grown  spire  and  crumbling  arch. 
Who  wont'st  at  eve  to  pace  the  long  lost  bounds 
Of  lonesome  Oseney  !  What  malignant  fiend 
Thy  ckiister-loving  mhid  firom  ancient  kre 
Hath  base  aaducM  >    Urg'd  thy  apostate  pen 
To  trench  deep  woonds  on  antiqnaries  sage. 
And  drag  the  venerable  fistbert  forth. 
Victims  to  laughter !    Cruel  as  the  mandate 
Of  mitred  priesto,  who  Baskett  late  enjoin'd 
To  throw  anide  the  reverend  letters  black. 
And  print  fiut-prayers  in  modern  type ! — At  this 
Leland,  and  Willis,  Dugdale,  Tanner,  Wood  «, 
Illustrious  names  I  with  Camden,  Aubrey,  Uoyd, 
Scald  their  old  cheeks  with  tears  !    For  once  they 

hop'd 
To  seal  thee  ibr  their  own  !  and  fondly  deem'd 
Hie  Muses,  at  thy  call,  would  crowding  come 
To  deck  Antiquity  with  flowrets  gay. 

But  now  may  curses  every  search  attend 
That  seems  inviting  !  may'st  thou  pore  m  vain 
For  dubious  door-ways  !  may  revengefVil  moths 
TTjy  ledgifTS  eat !  may  chtonologic  spouts 
Retain  no  cypher  legible  !  may  crypts 
Lurk  undiscerh'd  !  nor  may '!(t  thou  spell  the  names 
Of  saints  iiji  storied  windows  !  nor  the  dates 
Of  bells  discover  I  nor  the  genuine  site 
Of  abbot's  pantries  I  and  may  Godstowe  veil. 
Deep  from  thy  eyes  profane,  her  Gothic  charms. 

1  This  poem  by  mistake  has  been  given  to  Mr.  7. 
Warton,  but  its  property  is  claimed  under  the> 
Doctor's  own  hand,  in  a  letter  to  his  brother  oa 
the  publication  of  the  Oxford  Sausage. 

*  Names  of  emhaent  antiquari^^ 
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FROM  SHAKESPEAR'S  TWELFTH 
NIGHT  K 

Tut  ftran  again  !  that  gtrain  replat ! 
iJlH  !  it  it  not  now  ao  sweet ! 
01!  it  came  o'er  my  HKmnifiil  mind, 
like  nramori  of  the  aoutbeni  wind, 
nat  Meal  aloiig  the  Tiolet's  bed, 
Aai  goBtly  heod  tba  oow^*!  head  ; 
TWm  nitcd  to  my  peofiTe  mood, 
Tvas  bopele«  love's  ddidotts  ibod. 


ODE 
TO  MUSIC 


Qumr  of  ereix  OMrriDg  measure, 
Sveetest  sooree  of  purett  plcasufe, 
Maae ;  «hy  thy  povera  employ 
Only  ibr  the  sow  of  joy  ? 
ObIj  for  the  smilii^  guests 
it  natal  or  at  noptial  feasts  ? 
Ratber  thy  lenient  numbers  ponr 
Ob  those  vhom  secret  griefs  devour  ; 
Bid  be  still  the  thrubbiag  hearts 
Of  thoK,  whom  death,  or  abfence  parts, 
isd,  with  some  softly  whisper'd  air, 
teooththe  brow  of  dumb  despair. 


LINES, 
vtrmnv  ixTBarroRa,  oy  siemo  soMa  sor.mKas 

AT     WICKRAM,    WHO  WBRI/GOIWO     TO   VORM    A 
RTTLBMEVT   WKAa   SBMBGAMBIA. 

^na  happy  omen  march,  jre  valiant  ranks; 
Frm  Thames  to  Seoegambi^'s  distant  banks, 
^^'bere,  beneath  wanner  sods  and  genial  skies, 
May  f^itora  cities  and  new  empires  nse. 


VERSES 

OH  sa.  imtTOH's  death. 

nmc  oot  ibr  me,  dear  youths  I  your  mournful  lays 
la  bitter  tears.     O'er  blooming  Beauty's  grave 
^  Pity  wring  her  hands  :  I  full  of  yeaia, 
or  boomifs  full,  satiate  of  life,  retire 
^  sa  overwearied  pilgrim  to  his  home, 
^  St  my  lot  repine.    Yet  the  last  prayer, 
Tbat  from  my  struggling  bosom  parts,  shall  rise 
Feneaft  lor  you  I    May  Wickham's  much-lov'd 

walls 
le  mil  with  Science,  Fame,  and  Vhrtoe  blest, 
iad  distaat  tim«s  and  regions  hail  his  namok  ^ 

^TUs  eaqnisfte  morceau  m  grounded  on  the 
~iBg  of  Shakespeai's  Twelfth  Night : 
If  music  be  the  food  of  tove,  play  oa,'*  &c 


VERSES, 


nOKWS  TO  THB  KI1I0  VT  tORII  svAmsBtmr. 

FoaetvB  th'  officious  Muse,  that,  with  weak  voiea 
And  trembiing  accents  rude,  attempts  to  hail 
Her  royal  guest  1  who  from  yon  tented  fiaM^ 
Britain's  defence  and  boast,  has  deignM  to  nnile 
On  Wickham's  sons  ;  tho^senUar  arts  of  peaoe 
And  science  ever  prompt  to  praise,  and  Mars 
To  join  with  Pallas  !     *Tm  the  Muses*  task 
And  office  best  to  consecrate  to  £ame 
Heroes  and  virtuous  kings  3  the  generous  youths. 
My  loVd  compeers,  hence  with  redoubled  toil 
Shall  strive  to  merit  such  auspicioos  smiles ; 
And  through  life's  varioos  walks,  in  aits  or  arms. 
Or  tunelul  numbers,  with  their  country's  love 
And  with  true  loyal^  enflam'd,  t'  adorn  « 

This  happy  realm  ;  while  thy  paternal  care 
To  time  remote,  and  distant  Itfnds,  shall  spread 
Peace,  justice,  riches,  science,  freedom,  fame. 


TO  MR,  SEWARD, 

0!l  BIS   VBiaiS  TO  LADT  TOUNO, 

W«  aged  bards,  rash  friend  1  must  now  forbear 
To  wuund  with  feeble  rhymes  Amanda's  ear ; 
Waller  in  his  fiill  force  such  charms  might  praise^ 
Or  polish'd  Petrarch,  in  his  eariiest  lays. 
Not  with  a  Tver's  or  a  poet's  ^r»— 
In  sober  silence  we  can  but  admire 
Beauty  with  temper^  taste  and  sense  oombin'd. 
The  body  only  equall'd  by  the  mind. 


ANSWER.     By  FT.  F.  Esq, 
TO  m.  WASTaw. 

Shall  Fanc]r's  bard  of  age  complain  ? 
Oh !  strike  the  sacred  lyre  again ; 
For  some  there  are  whose  pow'rs  sublime 
Defy  the  envious  rage  of  time ; 
And  burst  bis  slender  cord,  that  binds 
In  narrow  bounds  inferior  minds. 
With  youth  reuew'd  an  hundred  years. 
The  dauntless  eagle  perseveres. 
Aims  at  the  Sun  his  daring  flight. 
And  drinks  untir'd  the  living  light : 
Thus  genius  glows  without  decay. 
And  basks  in  beauty's  heavenly  ray. 
While  Barbara  claims  the  v<itive  strdin. 
Strike,  then— Oh  strike  the  lyi«  again^ 
As  Grecian  dames  to  her  must  yield. 
For  thee  Anacreon  quits  the  field. 
Thus  shall  Britannia's  fame  increase; 
In  wit  and  beauty  rival  Oreeoe. 
Strike ! — strike  again  the  sacred  lyre, 
Lo  !  Seward  joins  th'  apf^lauding  choir. 
Whose  dross  i  contains  a  richer  store 
Than  half  the  worid's  best  polish*d  oiw  ; 
My  feebler  Muse  her  wing  shall  fold. 
For  ye  are  young,  but  I  am  old. 

■  Alludmg  to  Mr.  Seward's  publioatioB  under  tliK 
title  of  DrostOana. 
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Can  issue  trom  a  heart  so  rhm  as^ine : 
WH  if  th*  kiifuafB  of  a  mted  al  eaao, 
True  pawioQ  M^  too  wash  with  act  t9  pl«Me. 
Let  rbymiiig  trifleiac^^fst*  your  cgr«|j 
I  oaly  saze  in  siknce  and  ia  aii^ 
TeMuMi!  will  ya  deign  yoqr  wovted  aid, 
iUid paint, OvaiB attempt!  tty malchleaa maid. 
Ah,  no  I  the  stifled  groaD,  the  akartins  tear 
Too  well  deckuw,  I  am  no  poeft  here. 

«|>M»thua  I  a«Bf,  aod  haavy  boon  b(inil'd» 
Sre  wt  my  Deb*  beoi  her  hetid,  and  amil'd. 
Kowcarttb^ooa!  Ibr  soon  my  UngiDi  amn 
Shall  eloaely  to  my  bosom  strain  her  charms : 
Haste!  tardy  timet  and  let  me  call  hier  wife 
I  fisel  to  Um  withoQt  her  ii  not  lifi^ 


ODE. 

O  onrrti,  feather-footed  Sleep, 
In  downy  dew»  her  templea  skaep. 
Softly  waving  o»er  bar  head 
Thy  care-beguiling  rod  of  lead ; 
Let  Hymen  in  her  dreamy  sf>p€«r 
And  mildly  whisper  in  ber  ear. 
That  constant  hearts  can  never  pvoye 
True  tramportSy  bat  in  weddetl  loTe. 


Annmd  the  joyous  yilUigcs ;  O  breathe 
Into  ber  tender  breast  yonr  balmiest^  |^«l } 
O  ease  her  languid  head1  tbajt  she  who  feels 
For  others  pains,  may'ne'er  lament  her  own. 


VERSPS 


vhimn  OH 


rASSIMO  TBaOVGR  flACKWOOn  PAIK, 

MJ.  1,  1739. 
O  MOOilov'dhaaiilsrObeeeh^embQwer'd Tales! 

0  tonely  lawns !  where  oft  at  pensive  eve 

1  met  in  fonner  bonra  the  Muse,  and  sought 
Far  from  the  buqr  world  your  deepest  shades, 
Eeceive  my  lowly  Del  A ;  to  her  eye. 

Well  skill'd  to  judge  of  Nature's  variont  charms, 
XKsplay  your  mmost  beauties,  lead  her  steps 
To  eiich  inspiring  aveooe,  but  chief 
O  guide  her  to  tiiat  airy  hiH,  where  Health 
Sits  on  the  verdant  tarfeathran'dj  and  smiles 


ODE 

OK  TAB  MATH  OP  BIS  FATBIl. 

No  more  of  mirth  «nd  nvwl  joys. 
The  gay  description  quickly  cloys. 
In  melting  numbers,  sadly  slow, 
I  tune  my  altered  strinjgs  to  woe  ; 
Attend,  Melpomene,  ao4  with  thee  bring 
Thy  tragic  lute,  EuphramMr^s  death  to  sing. 
Fond  wilt  thoqrbe  his  name  to  praise, 
•For  oft  thou  heard'st  his  sldlful  lays ; 
Isis  for  him  soft  tears  has  shed. 
She  plac'd  her  ivy  on  his  head ; 
Chose  him,  strict  judge,  to  rule  with  steady  wm 
The  vigorous  &ncies  of  her  listening  ssraias. 
With  genius,  wit,  and  science  blest, 
Unshaken  honour  anoM  his  breast. 
Bade  him,  with  virtuous  courage  wise. 
Malignant  Fortune*s  darts  despise ; 
Him,ev'n  black  Envy's  venom'd  tongues  oofflmea), 
Ai  scholar,*  pastor,  husband,  fietther,  friend. 

For  ever  sacred,  ever  deaf, 
O  much-lov*d  shade,  accept  this  tear ; 
Each  night  indulging  pious  woe. 
Fresh  roses  nn  thy  tomb  I  strew. 
And  wish  for  tender  Spenser's  mo|'mg  verss^ 
Waibled  in  broken  so^  oV  Sydney's  bane ; 
Let  me  to  that  deep  cave  resort. 
Where  Sorrow  ke^  h^  sU«ot  CQU|ty 
Fpr  eve^  wriiM»inS  ^  P^®  hands, 
While  duiph  Miavt^ne  near  her  i^a^ 
Witii  downcast  eyes  the  Gsres  around  her  wait. 
And  Pi^  sobhfaig  sits  before  the  gate. 
Thus  stretched  npon  his  grave  I  sung. 
When  straight  my  ears  with  rouimttr  rtm^ 
A  distant,  deaf;  and  holtow  sound 
Was  heard  m  solemn  whispers  round— 
"Enough,  dear  youth  1  tho*  wrapt  in  bliss  shore, 
Well  pleas'd  I  listen  to  thy  lays  of  love." 
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THE 


LIFE  OF  BLACKLOCK, 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


1  HIS  verj  extnoniinary  poet  was  bom  in  the  year  17^1>  at  Annan  in  the  coonty  of 
Duiufiies,  in  Scotland.  His  parents  were  natives  of  Cumberland,  of  the  lower  order, 
but  iijdiistrious  and  well  informed.  Before  he  was  six  months  old  he  lost  his  sight  by 
(be  ^malUpox,  and  therefore  as  to  all  purposes  of  memory  or  imagination,  may  be 
&aid  never  to  have  enjoyed  that  blessing.  His  father  and  friends  endeavoured  to  lessen 
the  calamity  by  reading  those  bookii  which  might  convey  the  instruction  suitable  to 
iaf40cy,  and  as  he  advanced,  they  proceeded  to  othen  which  he  appeared  to  relbh  and 
remember^  particularly  the  works  of  Spenser,  Milton,  Prior,  Pope,  and  Addison.  And 
such  ii-as  the  kindness  which  his  helpless  situation  and  gentle  temper  excited,  that  he 
was  seldom  without  some  companion  who  carried  on  this  singular  course  of  education* 
until  be  bad  even  acquired  some  knowledge  of  the  Latui  tongue.  It  is  probable  that 
be  rememl>ered  much  of  all  tliat  was  read  to  him^  but  his  mind  began  very  early  to 
make  a  choice.  He  first  discovered  a  predilection  for  English  poetry,  and  then  at 
the  age  of  twelve  endeavoured  to  imitate  it  in  various  attempts,  one  of  which  is 
preserved  in  the  present  collection,  but  rather  with  a  view  to  mark  the  commencement 
tiian  the  perfection  of  his  talent. 

In  this  Diunner  his  life  appears  to  have  past  for  the  first  nineteen  years  of  his  life, 
at  the  end  of  which  lie  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  hb  father,  who  was  killed  by  the 
accidental  fall  of  a  malt-kihi.  For  about  a  year  after  this,  he  continued  to  live  at 
borne,  and  began  to  be  noticed  as  a  young  man  of  genius  and  acquirements  such  as 
were  not  to  be  expected  in  one  in  his  situation.  Hb  poems,  which  had  increased  in 
number  as  he  grew  up,  were  now  handed  about  in  manuscript,  with  confidence  that 
they  were  worthy  of  the  attention  of  the  discerning,  and  some  of  them  having  been 
shown  to  Dr.  Stevenson,  an  eminent  physician  of  Edinburgh,  he  formed  the  benevolent 
design  of  removing  the  author  to  that  city,  where  his  genius  might  be  improved  by  a 
regular  education.  He  came  accordingly  to  Edinburgh  in  the  year  1741,  and  conti- 
nued his  studies  in  the  university,  under  hb  kind  patron,  till  the  year  1745,  and  in 
1746  a  volume  of  hb  poems,  in  octavo,  was  publbhed,  but  with  what  effect  we  are 
■ot  told.     The  rebellion^  however,  which  then  raged  in  Scotland,  dbturbed  arts  and 
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learaiog,  and  our  author  returned  to  Dumfries,  where  he  found  an  asylum  m  tb^ 
house  of  Mr.  M'Murdo^  who  had  married  his  sister,  and  who  by  company  and  con- 
TersatioUy  endeavoured  to  amuse  his  solitude,  and  keep  up  his  stock  of  learning.  At 
the  close  of  the  rebeliion,  he  returned  to  Edinburgh,  and  pursued  his  studies  for  sii 
jfears  longer. 

He  now  obtained  the  acquaintance  of  Hume,  the  celebrated  historian,  who  interested 
himself  with  great  zeal  in  his  behalf,  and  among  other  services,  promoted  the 
publication  of  the  quarto  edition  of  his  poems  in  1756,  hut  previously  to  this  a  second 
edition  of  the  octavo  had  been  published  at  Edinburgh  in  1 754.  In  this  last  mentioiw 
ed  year,  he  became  known  to  the  rev.  Joseph  Spence,  poetry  professor  of  Oxford, 
who  introduced  him  to  the  English  jiuhlic,  by  An  Account  of  the  life.  Character 
and  Poems  of  Mr.  Blacklock,  student  of  Philosophy  m  the  University  of  Edinbuigfa. 
In  this  pamphlet  Mr.  Spence  detailed  the  extraordinary  drciimstances  of  his  education 
and  genius  with  equal  taste  and  'humaalty,  mid  n  subscription  was  immediately  opened 
at  Dodsley's  shop  for  a  quarto  edition  to  be  published  at  a  gumea  the  large,  and  half 
a  guinea  the  small  paper. 

•Havkigi«eomplefeed  his  edooatioB  at  the  tmivtnity,  he  began  a  ooune  of  study, 
viMiA  view  to  ghre  ItcUHes  on  oiatoiy  to  young  guMetam  mteoded  for  the  hm  or 
4he  ptelpSi,  bat  by  Uame's  advice  he  iksisted  fnou  a  pn^ett  which  4he  latter 
thoi^t  unlikely  to  succeed,  and  detenniiied  to  study  ^MaHy,  which  promised  to 
^imrify  and  ^iduage  tbe  pious  ledit^  naA  sentimats  ihat  had  grown  up  with  km. 
.AceordiBglyi  afWrtiK  usual  (pfobatkmafy  course,  be  was  licensed  a  freolcher  of  the 
igos|»d,«gitteblyto  the  tides  of  Ihe  dtethof  Soolhmd,nth^  lathb 

character  be  attauned  ctfisideiable  cepmation,  and  was  food  of  composing  aemoas,  of 
which  be  baskftsome  volumes  in  tmaiMBeript,  m  also  a  treatise  of  norals^  both  of 
wbicblHs  friends  KiDce  intended  »fbr  tfaepMss.  tFwo  occasmal  aermons  «re  said  to 
have  beeh  ipubliiied  in  'bbfiffe-tint,  b«t  jptnimkky  never  toadied  Ibis  country,  as  no 
tiolieeof  them  recurs  •inomr  liteiiiiy  joumals. 

iiis  oocupatiORs  and*disposilk>n«t  this  period  of  bis  ilfe  avertbus  related  by4he  ret. 
Mr.Jimieaon,  ofNMroaitk,who1mewliimtetlmately.  ^ 

<«  iiii'manDer 'Oflfe,'''iays  itfaatgcothanan,  '<  was^iroifotm,  thatlbe history  of  it 
during  one  day,  or  one  week,  is  the  history  of  it  during  the  seven  years  that  oar 
.{lersittal  idlircottne  kst^d.  'fteadn^  tnusto,  «wsdUng,  •conversfaig,  and  dispiftbg 
)Cla vilrkMSlopies, iahhedogjF^ ethiai,&c.  OMployed  afaiost'every  hourof  ^nir  time.  It 
wnqileasaiit  to  bear  hiin  engaged  4n  aHlispttte,  ferno  man  conMkisep'his  temper  better 
itfaan  be  w^mcfs  did  <m  sneb  'ooeasiMis.  I  bave  known  him  fi«qtiently  very  wamfly 
'  engaged  "far.  bo«n  together,  but 'never  ^oidd  observe  one  attgry  wotd'to  >fali  from  bun. 
Whatever  bit  antagonist  wigfattay,  be  alMys 'kept  bistempior.  *' Semper-paratus  et 
tvfUkre  sfaie  pertaiiMia,'et  veMti  'sme  imciindia.''  >He  Was,  however,  'extremely 
'OetHlble'to  f^hatbe'the^igbt  ill'U8age,'atad'equally  so'wfaetber  it  legariied  himself  or 
4iir finemlB.  (B«it  bbti«stnttMiit  >was  Ulways  aw^aed  <to  a'few  sitirieai  veraes,  wfaiefa 
^Kfett  genenUly  btimt'soon  after."* 

^  The  bte  Mr.  tBp«snee<(tbe  «dil9r*4^f  'tiie  quttito  edition  <i(  bis  poem^  freqnchifly 
"ittgeA  ttm  toivrite  a  tragelly ;  ahd  assured  'him  tiuit  he  ifaad  interest  enough  with 
^lir.^Qankk^o  get  it  tt^tMl.    Vi^ioils^aubjecls  werrproposed  to  Mm,  several  df  wbidi 
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k  approved  of,  yet  be  nerer  could  be  prevailed  on  to  begin  any  thing  of  that 
Uui  *.  It  may  seem  remarkable*  but  as  far  as  I  know,  it  was  invariably  the  case» 
that  he  never  could  think  or  write  on  any  subject  proposed  to  him  by  another. 

« I  have  frequently  admire<l  with  what  readiness  and  rapidity  he  could  sometimes 
onke  verses.  I  have  known  him  dictate  from  thirty  to  forty  verses,  and  by  no  means 
bad  ones,  as  fast  as  I  could  write  them ;  but  the  moment  he  was  at  a  loss  fer  a  riiyme 
or  a  verse  to  his  liking,  he  stopt  altogether,  and  could  very  seldom  h6  induced  to  finish 
what  be  had  begun  with  so  much  ardour." 

To  this  his  elegant  biographer  adds,  **  All  those  who  ever  acted  as  his  amanuenses, 
agree  in  this  rapidity  and  ardour  of  composition  which  Mr.  Jameson  ascribes  to  him 
k  the  account  I  have  copied  above.  He  never  could  dictate  till  he  stood  up  ;  and 
u  bis  blindness  made  walking  about  without  assistance  inconvenient  or  dangerous  to 
bin,  be  fell  insensibly  into  a  vibratory  sort  of  motion  of  bb  body,  which  increased 
as  he  warmed  with  his  subject*  and  was  pleased  with  the  conceptions  of  his  mind. 
Tliis  motioo  at  last  became  habitual  to  him,  and  though  he  could  sometimes  restrain  it 
I  on  ceremony,  or  in  any  public  appearance,  such  a^  preaching,  he  felt  a  certain 
(from  the  efibrt,  and  always  returned  to  it  when  he  could  indulge  it  without 
impropriety.^ 

Is  1762,  he  married  Miss  Sarah  Johnston,  daughter  of  Mr.  Joseph  Johnston,  sur- 
gaoQ  ID  Dumfries,  a  connexion  \vhich  formed  the  great  solace  of  his  future  life 
Aboot  the  same  time  he  was  ordained  minister  of  the  town  and  parish  of  Kircudbright, 
m  cooaequeace  of  a  presentation  from  the  crown,  obtained  for  him  by  the  earl  of 
ScUdrk;  but  the  parishioners  having  objected  to  the  appointment,  after  a  legal  dispute 
of  nearly  two  years,  his  friends  advised  him  to  resign  his  right,  and  accept  of  a 
modeiate  annuity  in  its  stead.  If  their  principal  objection  was  to  his  want  of  sight, 
it  was  certaioly  not  unreasonable.  He  would  probably  in  the  course  of  a  few  years 
Inve  found  it  very  inconvenient,  if  not  painful,  to  execute  all  the  duties  of  the  pastoral 

With  the  slender  provision  allowed  by  this  parish  he  returned  to  Edinburgh  m  1754, 
lad  adopted  the  plan  of  receiving  a  limited  number  of  young  gentlemen  into  his 
bouse,  not  only  as  boarders,  but  as  pupils  whose  studies  he  might  occasionally  assist 
And  this  plan  succeeded  so  well  that  he  continued  it  till  tlie  year  1787>  when  age  and 
iafinBity  obliged  him  to  retire  from  active  life. 

In  1767,  the  degree  of  doctor  of  divinity  was  couferred  upon  him  by  the  University 
and  Marischal  College  of  Aberdeen,  doubtless  at  the  suggestion  of  his  friend  and 
ironespoDdcot  Dr.  Beattie,  to  whom  he  had  in  the  preceding  year  sent  a  present  of 
bis  worka»  accompanied  by  some  verses.  Dr.  Beattie  returned  a  poetical  epistle, 
which  is  now  prefixed  to  Blacklock's  poems,  and  ever  aAer  maintained  a  corres- 
pondence  with  him,  and  consulted  him  upon  all  his  subsequent  works,  particularly 
his  oekbiated  Essay  on  Truth. 

1  Mr.  Jmmeacn  was  probably  igoorast  of  the  circumstance  of  his  writing,  at  a  subsequent  period,  a 
Infvdy ;  bwi  upon  what  rabject,  hit  illation,  from  whom  I  received  the  intelligence,  cannot  recollect. 
Tht  maouacript  was  put  into  the  hands  of  the  late  Mr.  Croebie,  then  an  emment  advocate  at  the  bar  of 
iQQtland,  Imt  has  ntver  iiaoe  beea  recovered.    Mackenzie. 
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In  tim  samt  year  he  published,  Paraclcas:  or  Consolations  deduced  from  Nalunil 
.and  Revealed  Religion:  in  two  Dissertations  ;  Ihe  first  supposed  to  have  been  com- 
posed by  Cicero".  now  rendered  into  English:  the  last  originally  written  by  Dr. 
Blacklock.  The  plan  of  the  original  dissertation  is  to  prove  the  siiperiority  of  the 
consolations  to  be  derived  from  the  Christian  revelation,  but  it  is  painful  to  fiftd  bjr 
bis  preface  that  his  niotive  for  writing  it,  was  "  to  alleviate  the  pressure  of  repeated 
disappointraents,  to  soothe  his  anguish  for  the  loss  of  departed  friends,  to  elude  the 
rage  of  implacable  and  unprovoked  enemies,  in  a  word,  to  support  his  own  mind, 
which,  for  a  number  of  years,  besides  its  literary  difficulties,  and  its  natural  disad- 
vantages, had  maintained  an  incessant  conflict  with  fortune."  Of  what  nature  fall 
disappointments  were,  or  who  could  be  implacable  enemies  to  such  a  man,  we  are  not 
told.  His  biogmpher,  indeed,  informs  us,  that  he  **  had  from  nature  a  constitation 
delicate  and  nervous,  and  his  mind,  as  is  almost  always  the  case,  was  in  a  great  degree 
subject  to  the  indisposition  of  his  body.  He  frequently  complained  of  a  lowness  and 
depression  of  spirits,  which  neither  the  attention  of  his  friends,  nor  the  unceasing  care 
of  a  most  affectionate  wife,  were  able  entirely  to  remove,'^  Let  us  hope,  therefor^, 
for  the  honour  of  mankind,  that  his  complaints  were  those,  not  of  a  man  who  had 
enemies,  but  of  one  who  was  sensible  that,  with  strong  powers  of  mind,  and  well- 
founded  consolations,  he  was  yet  excluded  from  many  of  the  rational  delights  of  which 
lie  heard  others  speak,  and  of  which,  if  he  formed  any  idea,  it  was  probably  diqirc^ 
portioned  and  distressing. 

In  1768,  he  published  a  translation,  fVom  the  Fi-ench  of  the  rev.  James  Armando 
minister  of  the  Walloon  church  in  Hanau,  of  two  discourses  on  the  spirit  and  eTidence 
of  Christianity,  with  a  long  dedication  from  his  own  pen,  calculated  for  the  perusal 
of  the  clergy  of  the  church  of  Scotland.  In  this,  as  in  al^  his  prose  writings,  hb 
style  b  elegant,  nervous,  and  animated,  and  his  sentiments  such  as  indicate  th^  purest 
zeal  for  the  interests  of  religion.  His  last  publication,  in  177 ^t  was  the  Graham,  an 
Heroic  Ballad ;  in  four  Cantos :  intended  to  promote  harmony  l>etween  the  infaabitaoCs 
of  Scotland  and  England.  As  a  poem  however,  it  acided  little  to  his  reputation,  and 
has  been  excluded  from  the  collection  fonned  by  Mr.  Mackenzie,  which  b  here  adopted. 

In  1791 9  he  was  seized  with  a  feverish  disorder,  which  at  first  seemed  of  a  slight, 
and  never  rose  to  a  very  violent  kkid  r  but  his  weak  frame  was  unable  to  support  it, 
and  he  died  after  about  a  week's  illness,  July  7,  1791i>n  the  seventieth  year  of  bis  age. 
A  monument  was  afterwards  erected  to  bis  memory,  with  an  elegant  Ijitiu  inscription 
from  the  pen  of  Dr.  Beattie. 

Such  are  the  few  events  of  Dr.  BlaoklockV  Ufe.  His  character,  and  the  character 
of  his  writings,  are  more  interesting,  and  will  probably  ever  continue  to  be  the  snbjiecrt 
of  contemplation  with  all  who  study  the  human  mind,  or  fevere  the  di^iensations  of 
Providence.  Uis  perseverance  in  acquiring  so  extensive  a  fund  of  learning,  amidst 
those  privations  which  seem  to  bar  all  access  to  improvement,  »  an  extraordiiiary 
feature  in  his  character,  and  notwithstanding  the  kind  zeal  of  the  friends  who  endea- ' 
Toured  to  make  up  for  his  want  of  sight  by  reading  to  him,  many  of  his  attainmenli 
must  ever  remain  inexplicable. 

With  respect  to  his  personal  character,  hk  biographer,  and  indeed  all  who  knew 
him,  have  expatiated  on  the  gentleness  of  his  manners,  the  benignity  of  his  diqK)cit]oa 
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and  that  warm  laterest  in  the  happiness  of  others  which  led  him  so  constantly,  to. 
promote  it  in  the  young  people  who  were  committed  to  his  charge.  In  their  society  h& 
appeared  entirely  to  forget  the  loss  of  sight,  and  the  melancholy  which,  at  other  times, 
it  might  produce.  *'  He  entered,"  says  his  biographer,  "  with  the  cheerful  playfulness 
of  a  young  man,  into  all  the  sprightly  narrative,  the  sportive  fancy,  the  humorous  jest 
that  rose  around  him.  It  was  a  sight  highly  gratifying  to  philanthropy,  to  see  hpw 
much  a  mind  endowed  with  knowledge,  kindled  by  genius,  and  above  all  lighted  up 
with  innocence  and  piety,  like  Blacklock's,  could  overcome  the  weight  of  its  own 
cakmity,  and  enjoy  the  content,  the  happiness,  and  the  gaiety  of  others.  Several  of 
tboie  inqiates  of  Dr.  Blacklock's  house  retained,  in  future  life,  all  the  warmth  of  that 
impression  which  his  friendship  at  this  early  period  had  made  upon  them;  and  in 
various  quarten  of  the  world,  he  had  friends  and  correspondents  from  whom  no 
length  of  time  or  dbtance  of  place  had  ever  estranged  him. 

^  Music,  which  to  the  feelmg  and  the  pensive,  in  whatever  situation,  is  a  source  of 
extreme  delight,  but  which  to  the  blind  must  be  creative,  as  it  were,  of  idea  and  of 
sentiment,  he  enjoyed  highly,  and  was  himself  a  tolerable  performer  on  several 
instruments,  particularly  on  the  flute.  He  generally  carried  in  his  pocket  a  small 
flageolet  ^  on  which  he  played  his  favourite  tunes ;  and  was  not  displeased  when 
asked  in  company  to  play  or  to  sing  them ;  a  natural  feeling  for  a  blind  man,  who 
tfaus  adds  a  scene  to  the  drama  of  his  society." 

With  regard  to  his  poetry,  there  seems  no  occasion  to  involve  ourselves  in  the 
perplexities  which  Mn  Spence  first  created,  and  then  injudiciously  as  well  as 
ineffectually  endeavoured  to  explain.  The  character  of  hb  poetry  is  that  of  sentiment 
and  reason :  his  versification  is  in  general  elegant  and  harmonious,  and  his  thoughts 
MKoetimes  flow  with  an  ardent  rapidity  that  betokens  real  genius.  But  it  is  impossible 
to  ascribe  powers  of  description  to  one  who  had  seen  nothing  to  describe ;  nor  of 
inrention  to  one  who  had  no  materials  upon  which  he  could  operate.  Where  we 
find  any  passages  that  approach  to  the  description  of  visible  objects,  we  must  surely 
attribute  them  to  memory.  As  he  had  the  best  English  poets  frequently  read  to  him, 
be  attauied  a  free  command  of  the  language  of  poetry,  both  m  simple  and  compound 
wonls»  and  we  know  that  all  poets  consider  these  as  common  property.  It  is  not 
therefore  wonderful  that  he  speaks  so  often  of  mountains,  vallies,  rivers,  nor  that  he 
appropriates  to  visible  objects  their  peculiar  characteristics,  all  which  he  must  have 
beard  repeated  until  they  became  fised  in  hb  memory :  but  as  no  man  pursues  long 
vbat  aflbrds  little  more  than  the  exercbe  of  conjecture,  we  are  still  perplexed  to 
discover  what  pleasure  Mr.  Blacklock  could  take,  first  in  a  species  of  reading  wliicl^ 
coukl  give  him  no  ideas,  and  then  in  a  species  of  writing  in  which  he  could  coj>y  only 
tbe  expressions  of  others.  There  are  few  of  his  poems  in  which  some  passage  does 
not  occur  which  tempts  us  to  ask,  what  idea  could  he  affix  to  this?  VVIicu  he  speaks 
af  «  insect  crowds  that  'scape  the  nicest  eye,"  how  could  he  judge  of  crowds  or  ijasects 

*  "  Hk  fint  idea  of  leanimg  to  play  on  this  instrument  h^  used  to  ascribe  to  a  circumstauce  rather 
BDCominoo,  bat  which,  to  a  mind  like  bit,  susceptible  at  the  same  time  and  creative,  might  naturally 
caoQgh  arise,  namely,  a  Dream,  in  which  he  thought  he  met  with  a  shepherd's  boy  on  the  side  of  a 
ysstoral  hill,  who  brousbt  tJie  mostexquisiu  music  from  that  little  instrument."    Mackenzie. 
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tbal  had  no  eyes  T    •«  Starry  skies"  be  might  have  borrowed,  but  what  tram  of  thooght 
led  himtosay  ofbighty 

Clomh  peep  on  cloiidf ,  and,  as  they  rtae^ 
Coodtnse  to  solid  gloom  the  skies. 

"  Pale  fear/  "  pale  lerrour,"  "  wirite  robed  innocence/  '•  iron  sway/  "  livid  pban- 
tonis/  "  rosy  bowl/  <«  angel  form/  and  many  others,  he  had  often  heard,  but  the 
Xollowing  images^  if  borrowed  in  parts,  are  certainly  combmed  with  the  hand  oft 
niaster^ 

Am  swift  deioendhi;  sbow^rs  of  rain, 

Dafbrm  with  mud  the  clearest  streamsi 
As  rising  mists  Hear'n^s  azure  stain, 
Tlog'd  with  Anrora*s  blush  in  vain  ; 

As  fades  the  flow'rs  in  mid-day  beams* 
On  fife  thus  tender  sorrrows  prey. 
And  wrap  in  gloom  its  promised  day.— 

Thro'  tears  behold  a  sister's  eyes 
Emit  a  fhded  ray.''-^ 

Say,  could  no  song  of  melting  woe. 
Revoke  the  keen  determined  blow. 

That  elos'd  his  sparkfing  eye  ? 
Thus  roses  oft,  by  early  doom, 
RobbM  of  their  blush  and  sweet  perfume. 

Grow  pale,  recline,  and  die* 

iviiat  idea  onr  author  had  of  these  appearances,  and  what  kind  or  d^ree  of 
pleasure  they  afforded  him,  it  is.  impossible  to  discover.  He  has  himsdf  written 
a  very  long  article  On  Blindness  m  the  Encyclopedia  Britamifea,  but  it  aflbrds  no 
light  to  the  preseut  subject,  containing  chiefly  reflections  on  the  disadvantages  of 
4)lindness,  'and  the  best  means  of  alleviating  them.  Hb  poems,  however,  eq)edally 
where  attempts  are  made  at  description,  indicate  powers  which  seem  to  have 
wanted  the  aid  of  sight  only  to  bring  them  \iAo  the  highest  rank.  We  know  that 
poetical  genius  b  almost  wholly  independent  of  fearoing,  and  seems  often  planted  in 
a  soil  where  nothing  else  will  floimsh,  but  Blacklock's  b  altogether  an  extraor- 
dinary  case:  we  have  not  even  terms  by  Which  we  can  intelligibly  dbcoss  hb 
merits,  and  we  may  conclude  with  Denina  in  hb  Ditorso  dilU  Uteratura,  that 
**  Blacklock  will  appear  to  posterity  a  fable,  as  to  us  he  b  a  prodigy.  It  will  be  thought 
a  fiction,  a  paradox,  that  a  man  blmd  from  hb  mfirtiey,  besides  having  made  himself 
so  much  a  master  of  various  foreign  langtiages,  should  be  a  great  poet  &  hb  own ;  and 
without  having  hardly  ever  seen  the  lights  shduld  be  so  remarkably  happy  in 
description.'' 
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MIL  THOMAS  BLACKLOCK. 

TD  fiiBW  aod  to  tbe  Mase  unki^own 
>^'here  arts  mnd  idence  n^yer  sbone, 

A  hamlet  *  stands  secsre  : 
Her  nutic  sons,  to  toil  inur*d, 
Bjr  blooming  health  and  gaio  allur'd, 

Tbetr  grateful  soH  manure. 
What  means  my  heart ! — •Tis  Nature's  pow'r : 
Yes,  here  I  date  my  natal  hoar, 

My  barsting  heart  would  say  : 
Here  &iet*p  the  swains  from  whom  I  sprung, 
Whose  conscience  fell  remorse  ne'er  stung  ; 

For  Nature  led  their  way. 
Simplicity,  unstaia'd  with  crimes, 
(A  gem  bow  rare  in  modem  times  ;  ) 

Was  all  from  them  I  bore  : 
No  sounding  titles  swelPd  my  pride  ; 
My  heart  to  mis*ry  ne*er  was  ty*d. 

By  heaps  of  shhiing  ore. 

Heedless  of  wealth,  of  pow'r,  of  fame; 
Heedless  of  each  ambitious  aim. 

Here  flowed  my  boyish  years. 
How  oft  these  plains  Pve  thoughtless  prest ; 
Whistled,  or  sung  sopie  fair  ^  distrest. 

Whose  late  would  steal  my  tears  1 
Titus  nide,  unpulish*d,  unrefinM ; 
While,  plung'd  in  darkest  night,  my  naind 

Uncultivated  lay ; 
With  pity  mov'd,  my  fate  yon  view'd ; 
Uy  way  to  li^bt,  to  reason  »ihew*d. 

And  opM  the  source  of  day  : 
Ton  kns'd  and  fbrm*d  my  infiint  thought ; 
Yoar  skill,  your  matchless  goodness  taught, 

Where  truth  and  bliss  to  find ; 
Pamted,  by  thee,  in  all  her  charms. 
Each  gen*rous  heart  fair  Virtue  warms. 

And  swells  the  ravish'd  mind. 
Hail  bright  celestial,  all  divine  ! 
O  coroe  !  iuspire  this  breast  of  mine 

With  all  thy  heavenly  pow'r  : 
Lead,  lead  me  to  thy  happiness ; 
Mnt  out  thy  path  to  that  blest  place. 

Where  gnef  shall  be  no  more. 

RicHAKD  Hewitt  \ 

>  Rockliile,  a  little  country  Tillage  near  Carlisle, 
io  the  county  of  Cumberland: 

^  Alluding  to  a  sort  of  narrative  songs,  which 
make  no  inconsiderable  part  of  the  innocent  amuse- 
ments with  which  the  country  people  pass  the  winter 
nights,  and  of  which  the  author  of  the  present  piece 
was  a  fiuthful  rehearser. 

^  This  little  poem  can  boast  a  quality  which  com- 


ply EPISTLE  FROM  DR.  BEATTIE. 


Rev.  Ma.  THOMAS  BLACKLOCK  «. 

Monstro  quod  ipse  tibi  posiis  dare ;  semita  certe 
Tranquilla;  per  vinutem  patet  unica  viie. 

Juvenal,  Sat.  x. 

Hail  to  the  poet !  whose  spontaneous  lays 
No  pride  restrains,  nor  venal  flattery  sways. 
Who,  nor  from  critics,  nor  from  fashion's  lawi. 
Learns  to  adjust  bis  tribute  of  applause ; 
But  bold  to  feel,  and  ardent  to  impart 
What  Nature  whispers  to  the  generons  heart, 
Propitious  to  4h*  moral  song,  commends, 
For  Virtue's  &«&Q;  the  humblest  of  her  frienda. 

Peace  to  the  grumblers  of  an  envious  age. 
Vapid  in  spleen,  or  briiik  in  frothy  rage  ! 
Critics,  who,  ere  they  understand,  defame ; 
And  friends  demure,  who  only  do  not  blame  ; 
And  puppet -prattlers,  whose  unconscious  throat 
Transmits  what  the  pert  witling  prompts  by  rote  : 
Pleas'd,  to  their  spite  or  scorn  I  yield  the  lays 
That  boast  the  sanction  of  a  Blacklock's  praise. 
Let  others  court  the  blind  and  babbling  crowd : 
Mine  be  the  favour  of  the  wise  and  good. 

O  thou,  to  censure,  as  to  guile  unknown  ! 
Indulgent  to  all  merit  but  thy  own  !  [frame. 

Whose  soul,  though  darkness  wrap  thine  earthly 
C)xults  in  virtue's  pure  ethereal  flame  ; 
Whose  thoughts,  congenial  with  the  strains  on  high. 
The  Muse  adorns,  but  cannot  dignify ; 
As  northern  lights,  in  glittering  legions  driven. 
Embellish,  not  exalt,  the  starry  Heaven : 
Say  thou,  for  well  thou  know'st  the  art  divine 
To  guide  the  fancy,  and  the  soul  refine, 

mendatory  verses  are  not  supposed  always  to  possess, 
to  wit,  perfect  sincerity  and  gratitude  in  the  author. 
Ke  was  a  p<K)r  native  of  a  village  in  the  neighbuur- 
hood  of  Carlisle,  whom  Mr.  Backlock  had  taken  to 
lead  him,  and  whom,  finding  him  of  promising 
parts,  and  o^  a  dispo<;ition  to  leani,  he  endeavoured 
to  make  a  scholar.  He  succeeded  so  well  as  to  tearh 
young  Hewitt  the  Latin,  Greek,  and  French  lan- 
guajres,  and  some  knowledge  in  the  sciences.  The 
lad  bore  his  ma»iter  that  warm  affection  which  his 
kindness  seldom  failed  to  procure  from  hi«»  dom**s- 
tics,  and  left  him,  with  unwillingness,  to  enter  the 
service  of  lord  Miliun,  (then  lord  justice  clerk, 
and  sous-ministre  for  Scotland  untler  Arrhbuld 
duke  of  Argylc),  whose  secretary  he  became.  The 
fatigue  of  that  station  hurt  his  health,  and  ho  died 
in  1764. 
*  Vide  Dr.  Beattie's  Poems,  edition  1766,  p.  135. 
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What  beighU  of  excellence  mmt  he  ascead. 
Who  longs  to  claim  a  Blacklock  for  his  friend ; 
Who  longs  to  enfulate  thy  tuneful  art ; 
But  more  thy  meek  simplicity  of  heart ; 
But  more  thy  virti^  patient,  undismoy *d. 
At  once  though  malice  and  mischance  intade ;' 
And,  nor  by  leamM  nor  priestly  pride  confin'd, 
"^y  zeal  for  truth*  and  love  of  human  kind. 
Like  thee»  with  sweet  inefiable  contront. 

Teach  me  to  rouse  or  sooth  th'impassionM  soul, 

And  breathe  the  luxury  of  social  woes  ; 

Ah  !  ill-exchang'd  for  all  that  mirth  bestows. 

Ye  sisvea'of  mirtb*  renounce  your  boasted  plan. 

For  know,  'tis  sympathy  exalts  the  man. 

But,  midst  the  festive  bower,  or  echoing  hall. 

Can  Riot  listen  to  soft  Pity's  call  ? 

Rude  be  repels  the  sool-ennobling  guest, 

And  yields  to  sel6sh  joy  his  hardened  breast 
Teach  me  thine  artless  harmony  of  song, 

6ireet«  •»  the  vernal  waiblmgs  borne  along 


Arcadians  myrtle  groves  ;  ere  Art  began. 
With  critic  glanoo  maldvolentt  to  scan 
Bold  Nature's  generous  charms,  display'd  profose 
In  each  warm  cheek,  and  each  «nraptur'd  Muse. 
Then  had  not  Fraud  imposed,  hi  Fashion's  name, 
For  freedom  lifeless' form,  aiul  pride  for  shame ; 
And,  for  th'  o'  erflowings  of  a  heart  sincere. 
The  feature  fix'd,  untamish'd  with  a  tear ; 
The  cautious,  slow,  and  unenliven'd  eye. 
And  breast  inured  to  check  the  tender  sigh. 
Then  love,  unblam*d,  indulg'd  the  guiltless  smile; 
Deceit  they  fear'd  not,  for  they  knew  not  guile. 
The  social  sense  unaw'd,  that  scom'd  to  own 
The  curb  of  law,  save  Nature's  law  alone. 
To  godlike  aims,  and  godlike  actions  fir*d  ; 
And  the  full  energy  of  thought  inspir*d ; 
And  the  foil  dignity  of  pleasure,  given 
V  exalt  desire,  and  yield  a  tafte  of  Heaven. 


^ 
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OF 


DR.    THOMAS   BLACKLOCK. 


HORACE,  ODE  L    imitated. 

IMCRIBID  TO 

De.  JOHN  STEVENSON, 
Physician  in  Edinburglu 

0THO(7,  whose  goodness  unconfio'd 
EKtends  its  wish  to  bttroaa  kind ;    . 
By  nbose  redolgeoce  I  aspire 
To  rtrike  the  sweet  Horatian  lyre ; 

Tliere  are  who,  on  th'  Olympic  plain, 
I>efi^  the  chariot^s  speed  to  rein  ; 
lamlv'd  io  glorious  dust  to  rot! ; 
To  torn  with  gloiwiug  wheel  the  goal ; 
Who  by  repeated  trophies  rise. 
Aid  dttre  with  gods  their  pomp  and  skies. 
TUi  mill,  if  chaogeful  crowds  admire, 
Fanented  er*n  to  mad  desire, 
Thar  fool  or  villain  to  elate 
To  all  the  honours  of  the  state ; 
Tbat,  if  his  granary  secures 
Wkite'er  th'  autumnal  san  matures, 
Vieas'd  his  paternal  field  to  plow^ 
Itante  firoai  each  ambitious  view, 
Vait  India's  wealth  would  bribe  in  rain, 
T»  lanch  the  bark,  and  cut  the  main.' 

The  merchant,  while  the  western  breeze 
Fennents  to  rage  th*  Icarian  seas, 
Crg*d  by  th'  impending  hand  of  fkte, 
wain  to  Heav*n  his  country-seat ; 
Its  fwect  retirement,  fearless  ease,  ' 

The  fiefcls,  the  air,  the  streams,  the  trees; 
Tetliu  the  shatter'd  bark  again, 
Bcftlv'd  io  brave  the  tumid  main, 
8aolT*d  all  hazards  to  endure, 
Mir  shna  a  plague,  but,  to  be  poor. 

Otte  with  the  free,  the  gen*rous  bowl, 
Aknchi  his  caret,  and  warms  his  soul: 
Kow  wrapt  m  ease,  supinely  laid 
Bvieath  the  myrtle's  am'rous  shade ; 
Kov  where  some  sacred  fountain  flows, 
V^Voie  cadence  00ft  toTites  repose ; 


'V^liile  half  the  sultry  summer's  day 
On  silent  pinions  steals  away. 

Some  busums  boast  a  nobler  flamei. 
In  fields  of  death  to  toil  for  feme, 
In  war's  grim  front  to  tempt  their  fate  ; 
Curst  war  !  which  brides  and  mothers  bate : 
As  in  each  kindling  hero's  sight 
Already  glows  the  promised  fight ; 
Their  hearts  with  more  than  transport  bound. 
While  drums  and  trumpets  mix  their  sound. 

Unmindful  of  his  tender  wif^, 
And  cv'ry  home-felt  bliss  of  fife. 
The  huntsman,  in  th'  unshelter'd  plains, 
Ueav'n's  whole  inclemency  sustains  ; 
Now  scales  the  steepy  mountain's  skle. 
Now  tempte  the  torrent's  headlong  tide  ; 
Whether  his  faithful  bounds  in  view. 
With  speed  some  timid  prey  pursue  ; 
Or  some  fell  monster  of  the  wood 
At  once  his  hopes  and  snares  elude.        ^ 

Good  to  bestow,  like  Heay'n,  is  thine. 
Concurring  in  one  great  desigp  ; 
To  cool  the  fever's  burning  rage. 
To  knit  the  feeble  nerves  of  age  ; 
To  bid  young  health,  with  pleasure  crown'd. 
In  rosy  lustre  smile  around. 

My  humbler  function  shall  I  name  ; 
My  sole  delight,  my  highest  aim  } 
Inspir'd  thro'  bucezy  shades  to  stray. 
Where  choral  nymphs  and  graces  play  ; 
Above  th'  unthinking  herd  to  soar. 
Who  sink  forgot,  and  are  no  more  ; 
To  snatch  from  fate  an  honest  fame. 
Is  all  I  hope,  and  all  I  claim. 
If  to  my  V4IWS  Euterpe  deign 
The  Doric  reed's  mellifiuent  strain. 
Nor  Polyhymnia,  darling  Muse  ! 
To  tune  the  Lesbian  harp  refuse. 
But,  if  you  rank  me  with  the  choir, 
Wh^touch,  with  happy  hand,  the  lyre  ; 
Ekulting  to  the  starry  firame, 
Sustain'd  by  all  the  wings  of  finne, 
With  boys  adom'd  I  then  shall  soar. 
Obscure,  depressed,  and  soom'd  no  more 
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While  Envy,  vainly  merit's  foe, 
With  sable  wings  shall  flag  below  ; 
And,  doom'd  to  breathe  a  grosser  air. 
To  reach  my  glorious  height  de^r. 


PSALM  I,    iMn-ATin. 

How  blest  the  man,  bow  more  than  blest  f 

Whose  heart  no  guilty  thoughts  employ  ; 
God*s  endless  sunshine  fills  his  breast. 

And  smilmg  conscience  whispers  peace  and  joy. 
Fair  Rectitude^s  unerring  way 

His  heav*n-conducted  steps  pilrsue ; 
While  croiprds  in  guilt  and  errour  stray, 

Unstaio'd  bis  soal,  and  vndec«iT*d  bis  view. 
While,  with  anmeaafng  laughter  gay. 

Scorn,  on  her  throne  erected  high. 
Emits  a  &lse  delusive  ray. 

To  catch  th^,  astbnisb'd  gaze  of  Fblly's  eye  ; 
Deep  in  herself  his  soul  retired, 

Unmov'd,  beholds  the  meteor  blaze. 
And,  with  all-perfect  beauty  fir'd, 

Nature,  and  Nature's  God,  intent  surveys. 
Him  from  high  Heav'n,  her  native  teat. 

Eternal  Wisdom's  self  inspires ; 
While  he,  with  purpose  flx*d  as  fiite. 

Pursues  her  dictates,  and  ber  charms  admires. 
In  sunshine  mild«  and  temp'rate  air. 

Where  some  refreshing  fountain  flows. 
So  nurs'd  by  Nature's  tend'rest  care, 

A  lofty  tree  with  autumn's  treasure  glows. 
Around  its  boughs  the  summer  gale 

With  pleasure  waves  the  genial  wing; 
There  no  unfriciKlly  colds  prevail, 
'  To  chill  the  vigour  of  its  endless  spring. 
Amid  its  hospitable  sbade 

Heav'n's  sweetest  warblers  tune  tbe  lay  ; 
Nor  shall  its  honours  ever  fade. 

Nor  immatuieju  plenteous  fruit  decay. 
By  God's  almighty  arm  susfatn'd, 

Thus  Virtue  soon  or  late  shall  rise ; . 
£iyoy  her  conquest,  nobly  gain'd. 

And  share  imnoortal  triumph  in  the  skies.  ' 

3ut  fools,  to  sacred  wisdom  blind. 

Who  Vice's  tempting  call  obey, 
A  different  fate  shall  quickly  find. 

To  every  roaring  storm  an  easy  prey. 
Thus  when  the  warring  winds  arise. 

With  all  their  lawless  fury  driv'to, 
light  diaff  or  dust  incesMnt  flies, 

Whiri'd  in  swift  eddies  thro'  the  vault  of  Heav'n 
When  in  tremendons  pomp  array*d, 

Descending  from  the  op*ningsky. 
With  ftiU  omnipotence  displayed, 

Here  God  shall  call  on  Nature  to  reply  • 
Then  Vice,  with  shame  and  grief  depress*d, 

Transfix'd  with  borrour  and  despair. 
Shall  feel  Hell  kindling  in  ber  breast. 

Nor  to  her  Jndge  prefer  her  trembling  pray'r : 
for,  with  a  fether's  fond  regard. 

To  blis  the  views  fair  Virtue  tend  ; 
While  Vice  obuins  her  just  rewaid. 

And  all  her  paths  in  jeop  perdition  end. 


AN  HYMN  TO  THE  SUPREME  BEINQ. 

IN   IMITATIOH  or  TRB  CIVTH    PSALM. 

Quid  prius  dicam  sotitts  parentis 
Laudibus  ?  qm  res  hominum  ac  deomm. 
Qui  mam  et  terras,  variisque  mundom 

Temper*t  horis  >  Hokaci. 

Abiss,  my  soml !  on  wings  seraphic  rise. 
And  praise  th'  almighty  Sovereign  of  the  rinet ; 
In  whom  alone  essential  glory  shines. 
Which  not  tho  Heav'n  of  Heav'ns,  nor  boiiiidle« 
space  confines. 
When  darkness  ml'd  with  universal  sway, 
sHc  spoke,  and  kindled  up  tbe  blaze  of  day  ; 
First,  ftiirest  oi&pring  of  tbe  omnific  woid  ! 
Which,  like  a  garment,  cloth'd  itsspVreign  Lord. 
On  Tiquid  air  he  bade  the  colamns  riae. 
That  prop  the  sUrry  concave  of  the  skies; 
Diflns'd  the  blue  expanse  from  pole  to  pole. 
And  spread  circumflnent  ether  round  the  wbole. 

Soon  as  he  bids  impetuous  tempests  fly. 
To  wing  his  sounding  chariot  thro*  tbe  sky  ; 
Impetuous  tempests  the  command  obey. 
Sustain  bis  flight,  and  sweep  th'  aerial  way. 
Fraught  with  bis  mandates,  from  the  resklottoo  bight 
Unnumber'd  hosts  of  radiant  heralds  fly. 
From  orb  to  orb,  with  ptogieas  unconfin'd. 
As  lightning  swift,  resistless  as  the  wmd. 

In  ambient  airthb  pond'rous  ball  be  bmag. 
And  bade  its  centre  rest  for  ever  strong  $ 
Heav'n,  air,  and  sea,  with  all  then*  storms,  in  vaia 
Assault  tbe  basis  of  the  firm  machine. 

At  thy  Almighty  voice  old  Ocean  raves. 
Wakes  all  his  force,  and  gathers  all  bb  wavek  ; 
Nature  lies  mantled  in  a  wat*ry  robe. 
And  shoreless  billows  revel  round  the  globe ; 
O'er  highest  hills  the  higher  surges  rise. 
Mix  with  the  clouds,  and  meet  the  fluid  skks. 
But  when  in  thunder  the  rebuke  wasgtv'n. 
That  shook  th'  eternal  firmament  of  Heav'n  ; 
The  grand  rebuke  th'  aflfrighted  waves  obey. 
And  in  confusion  scour  their  uncouth  way  ; 
And  posting  rapid  to  tbe  place  decreed. 
Wind  down  the  hills,  and  sweep  the  bunible  itiead. 
Reluctant  in  their  bounds  the  waves  subside  ; 
Tlie  bounds,  impervious  to  the  lashing  tide. 
Restrain  its  rage  ;  whilst,  with  incessant  roar. 
It  shakes  the  caverns,  and  assaults  the  shore. 

By  him,  from  mountaius  cloth'd  in  lucid  snow. 
Through  fertile  vales  the  mazy  rivers  flow.  ' 

Here  the  wild  horse,  unconscious  of  tbe  rein. 
That  revels  boundless  o'er  the  wide  campaign. 
Imbibes  the  silver  surge,  with  heat  opprett. 
To  cool  the  fever  of  his  glowing  breasL 

Here  rising  boughs,  adom*d  with  summer's  prida, 
Project  their  waving  umbrage  o*er  the  tide ; 
While,  gently  perching  on  the  leafy  spray. 
Each  fefither'd  warbler  tunes  his  various  lay : 
Apd,  while  thy  praise  they  symphou'ze  around. 
Creation  echoes  to  the  grateful  sound. 
Wide  o*er  the  Ueav'ns  the  various  bow  he  bendi, 
It«  tinctures  brightens,  and  its  arch  extends : 
At  the  glad  sign  the  airy  conduits  flow, 
Soften  the  hills,  and  cheer  the  meads  below : 
By  genial  fervour  and  prolific  rain. 
Swift  vegetation  clothes  the  smiling  plain : 
Nature,  profusely  good,  with  bliss  overflows. 
And  still  is  pregnant,  tho'  the  still  bestows. 
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Hot  vddaot  pcstorM  wide  extended  lie. 
And  jriild  the  gracmfr  tord  cxabewDt  toppTy. 
Unrariaot  wtmog  in  the  waotoa  air, 
Here  froklni  grain  rewuds  the  peasant's  care  : 
Here  noes  matore  with  fresh  camaticm  jiow. 
And  HeaVo  ahote  diffuses  HeaT*n  below. 
Erect  and  tall  here  Boontani  cedars  rise, 
Wave  in  the  starry  rault,  and  emulate  the  skies, 

Here  the  winged  crowd,  that  skim  the  3rieldingair, 
With  artful  toH  their  little  domes  prepare ; 
Here  hatch  their  leader  young,  and  nurse  their 


Vp  the  tteep  hill  ascends  the  nimble  doe, 
White  timid  conies  scour  the  plains  below. 
Or  in  the  pendant  rock  elude  the  scenting  foe. 

He  bade  t^K^  silver  majesty  of  night 
Rerolre  her  circles,  and  increase  her  light; 
jbMim'd  a  pruTiDce  to  each  rolling  sphere. 
And  taught  the  Sun  to  regulate  the  year. 
At  his  command,  wide  hov'ring  o'er  the  plain, 
Primeral  night  mumes  her  gloomy  reign : 
Tbeo  from  their  dens,  impatient  oTdelay, 
The  nrage  monsters  bend  thefr  speedy  way, 
Hovl  thro'  the  spacious  waste,  and  chase  their 

frighted  prey. 
Here  stalks  the  shaggy  monarch  of  the  wood, 
Taoght  from  thy  proridenoe  to  ask  his  food  : 
To  thee,  O  Father,  to  thy  boaotcous  skies. 
He  rears  his  mane,  and  rolls  his  glaring  eyes; 
He  roars ;  the  desert  trembles  wide  around. 
And  lepei'cuswre  hills  repeat  the  sound. 

Nov  orient  gems  the  eastern  skies  adorn, 
Aad  joyful  Nature  bails  the  op'ning  mom  : 
The  rovers,  conscious  of  approaching  day, 
Fly  to  their  sheHeiv,  and  forget  their  prey. 
Lsborioos  man,  with  moderate  slumber  blest. 
Springs  cheerfml  to  his  toil  from  downy  rest ; 
Till  grsteful  evening,  with  her  argent  train. 
Bid  ybonr  cease,  anid  ease  the  weary  swain. 

**  Hail !  sov*nptgi  goodness,  all -productive  mind  ! 
On  til  thy  werks  thyself  inscrtbM  we  find : 
How  rarioas  bM,  hosr  varirHislfr  endowed, 
Hov  great  their  number,  atKl  each  part  how  good  ! 
How  perfect  then  must  the  great  Parent  shine. 
Who,  with  one  act  of  energy  divine. 
Laid  the  va»t  plan,  and  (inish'd  the  design !"   [sue, 
Where-eVr  the  pleasing  search  my  thought!  pur- 
Unbounded  goodness  rises  to  my  view  ; 
Nor  does  our  world  alone  its  influence  share ; 
Exhaostlesa  boonty,  and  unwearied  care. 
Extends  thronprh  all  tb'  iofinitiidc  of  space. 
And  eirdes  Nature  with  a  khid  embrace. 
The  aanre  kingdoms  of  the  deep  below. 
Thy  powV,  thy  wisdom,  and  thy  goodness  show : 
Here  multitudes  of  various  beings  stray. 
Crowd  the  profound,  or  on  the  surface  play ; 
Tall  navies  here  their  doubtful  way  explore, 
Aad  ev*ry  product  waft  fipom  ev*ry  shore ; 
Hence  meagre  want  expeird,  and  sanguine  strife, 
For  the  mild  charms  of  cultivated  life ; 
Hence  social  union  spreads  from  soul  to  soul. 
And  India  joirts  m  friendship  with  the  pole. 
Here  the  huge  potent  of  the  scaly  train 
Enormous  sails  incumbent  o*er  the  narn, 
Ao  animated  isle ;  and  in  his  way. 
Dashes  to  Heaven's  bine  arch  the  foamy  sea : 
When  ?kies  and  ocean  mingle  storm  and  flame. 
Portending  instant  wreck  to  Nature's  frame. 


'  Pleased  in  the  scene,  he  mocks,  with  eoascioos  pride* 
The  VolleyM  lightening,  and  the  surfing  tide  ; 
And,  while  the  wrathful  elements  engage. 
Foments  with  horrid  sport  the  tempest^s  rage. 
All  these  thy  watchful  providence  supplies. 
To  thee  alone  they  turn  their  waiting  eyes ; 
For  them  thou  open'st  thy  exhaustless  store. 
Till  th^  capacious  wish  can  grasp  no  more. 

fiut,  if  one  moment  thou  thy  face  sboold^st  hide. 
Thy  glory  clouded,  or  thy  smiles  denyM, 
Then  widow *d  Nature  veils  her  mournful  eyes. 
And  vents  her  grief  in  universal  cries : 
Then  glcx>my  Death  with  all  his  meagre  train, 
Wide  o'er  the  nations  spreads  his  dismal  retgn ; 
Sea,  enrth,  and  air,  the  boundless  rava^  moara. 
And  all  their  hosts  to  native  dust  retnm. 
But  when  again  thy  glory  is  displayed. 
Revived  creation  lifts  her  cheerful  head ; 
New  rising  forms  thy  potent  smiles  obey. 
And  life  rekindles  at  the  genial  ray : 
United  thanks  replenished  Nature  pays 
And  Heav'n  and  F^rth  resound  tlieir  Maker's  praise 

When  time  shall  hi  eternity  be  lott^ 
And  hoary  Nature  laugtiish  into  dust; 
For  ever  young  thy  glory  shall  remain. 
Vast  as  thy  being,  endless  as  thy  reign. 
Thon,  from  the  regions  of  eternal  day, 
Vicw'st  all  thy  works  at  one  immense  survey : 
Pleas'd,  thou  behold 'st  the  whole  propensely  tead 
To  perfect  happiness,  its  glorious  end. 

If  thou  to  VjkTih  but  turn  thy  wrathful  eyes. 
Her  basis  trembles,  and  her  offspring  dies : 
Thou  smit'st  the  hills,  and,  at  th*  Almighty  Wow, 
Their  summits  kindle,  and  their  inwards  glow. 

While  this  immortal  spark  of  heav'niy  flame 
Distends  my  breast,  and  animates  my  frame ; 
To  thee  my  ardent  praises  shall  be  borne 
On  the  first  breeze  that  wakes  the  blushing  ttiorti  i 
The  latcb-t  star  shall  hear  the  pleasing  sooad. 
And  Nature  in  full  choir  shall  join  aroQ«d« 
When  full  of  thee  my  ^9tA  eacursive  flies 
Thro*  air,  earth,  ocean,  or  thy  legal  skies  5 
From  world  to  world,  new  wondera  still  1  Gnd, 
And  aH  the  Godhead  flashes  00  m^  niad.       [fliglit 
When,  wing'd  with  whirlwinds,  Vice  shall  take  its 
To  the  deep  bosom  of  eternal  uight. 
To  thee  my  soul  shall  endless  praises  payt 
Join,  meu  and  angels,  join  th*  exalted  Uy  I 


PSAL^f  CXXXIX.    fiHTATaa. 

Me,  O  my  God  !  thy  piercmg  eye, 

In  motion,  or  at  rest,  Sunreys; 
If  to  the  lonely  couch  I  fly, 

Or  travel  thro'  frequented  ways ; 
Where  e'er  I  move,  thy  boundless  reign. 
Thy  mighty  presence,  circles  all  the  aoeae. 
Where  shall  my  thoughts  from  thee  retife. 

Whose  view  pervades  my  inmost  heart ! 
The  latent,  kindling,  young  desire. 

The  word,  *ere  fimm  my  lips  it  part. 
To  thee  their  various  fbrms  display. 
And  shine  reveal'd  in  thy  nnckmdsd  dagr* 
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3eliiDd  me  if  I  tarn  my  eyes« 

Or  forward  bend  my  wandering  light, 
Whatever  objects  roaod  me  rise 

Tbro'  the  wide  fields  of  air  and  light ; 
With  thee  impTe8t*d,  each  Tarioui  frame 
The  formm j;,  moTing,  present  Ood  proclaim. 
Father  of  all,  omniscient  Mind, 

Thy  wisdom  who  can  comprehend  ? 
Its  highest  point  what  eye  can  find. 

Or  to  its  lowest  depths  descend  ? 
That  wisdom,  which,  'ere  things  began. 
Saw  full  exprest  th'  all -comprehending  plan ! 
What  cavern  deep,  what  hill  sublime. 

Beyond  thy  reach,  shall  I  pursue  ? 
Wliat  dark  recess,  what  distant  clime, 

Shall  hide  me  from  thy  distant  view  ? 
Where  from  thy  spirit  shall  I  fly, 
Diffusive,  vital,  felt  thro*  Earth  and  sky  ? 
If  up  to  Heaven's  etherial  height, 

Thy  prospect  to  elude,  I  rise ; 
Id  ipleodoor  there,  teverol  v  bright,  ' 

lliy  presence  shall  my  sight  surprise : 
There,  beammg  from  their  source  divine,  . 
In  full  meridian,  ^ght  and  beaoty  shine. 
Beneath  the  pendant  globe  if  laid. 

If  plungM  in  Heirs  abyss  profound, 
I  call  on  night's  impervious  shade 

To  spread  essential  blackness  round; 
Conspicuous  to  thy  wide  surrey, 
£v>n  Hell's  grim  horrours  kindle  into  dayv 
Tbee»  mighty  God  !  my  w6nd'ring  soul. 

Thee,  all  her  conscious  powers  adore; 
Whose  being  circumscribe  the  whole, 

Whose  eyes  its  utmost  bounds  explore  t 
Alike  illum'd  by  native  light, 
Anud  the  Sun's  full  blaze,  or  gloom  of  night. 
If  throogh  the  fields  of  ether  home. 

The  living  winds  my  flight  austain  ; 
If  OD  the  rosy  wings  of  mon, 

I  seek  the  distant  western  main ; 
There,  O  my  God !  thou  still  art  found. 
Thy  pofw'r  upboMs  me,  and  thy  arms  surround. 
Thy  essenee  fills  this  breatbrag  frame. 

It  glows  in  ev'ry  consoiouit  part ; 
Li^ts  up  my  anul  with  livelier  flame, 

And  feeds  with  life  my  beatjng  heart : 
tJnfelt  along  my  veins  it  glides. 
And  through  their  mazes  rolls  the  purple  tides. 
WhHe  in  the  silent  iromb  enckMPd, 

A  growhig  embryo  yet  I  hiy. 
Thy  band  my  various  parts  dii^'d. 

Thy  breath  roftis'd  life's  genial  ray ; 
Till,  finish'd  by  thy  wondrous  plan, 
I  rose  the  dread,  miyestic  form  of  man. 
To  thee,  from  whom  my  being  came. 

Whose  smile  is  all  the  Heav'n  I  know, 
Keplete  with  all  my  wondrous  theme, 

To  thee,  my  votive  stnuns  shall  flow : 
Great  Archetype !  who  first  design'd, 
Es^preMive  of  thy  glory,  human  khid.    . 
Who  can  the  stars  of  Heav'n  explore. 

The  flow'rs  that  deck  the  verdant  plain,  , 
Tb'  unnumher'd  sands  that  form  the  shore. 

The  drops  that  swell  the  spaduus  nuun  ? 
Let  him  thy  wonders  poblbh  round. 
Till  Earth  and  Heav'n's  eternal  throoe  mound. 


As  subterraneous  jSames  confin'd. 
From  Earth's  dark  womb  impetuous  rise. 

The  conflagration,  fanned  by  wind. 
Wraps  realms,  and  blazes  to  the  skies  s 

In  lightning's  flash,  and  thunder's  roar. 

Thus  vice. shall  feei  the  tempest  of  thy  pow'r. 

Fly  then,  as  far  as  pole  from  pole. 

Ye  sons  of  slaughter,  quick  retire ; 
At  whose  approach  my  kindling  soul 

Awakes  to  unextinguish'd  ire  : 
Fly^  nor  prafvoke  the  thunder's  aim. 
You,  who  in  scorn  pronounce  th'  Almighty's 
The  wretch  who  dares  thy  pow'r  defy. 

And  on  thy  vengeance  loudly  call. 
On  him  not  pity's  melting  eye, 

Nor  partial  favour,  e'er  shall  fall : 
Still  shall  thy  foes  be  mine,  still  share 
Unpity'd  torture,  and  unmix'd  despair. 
Beho)d,  O  God  I  behold  me  stand. 

And  to  thy  strict  regard  disclose 
Wbate'er  was  acted  by  my  hand, 

Wh^te'er  my  inmost  thoughts  propose : 
If  vice  indulged  their  candour  stain. 
Be  all  my  portion  bitterness  and  pain. 

But,  O !  if  nature,  weak  and  frail. 
To  strong  temptaUons  oft  give  way  ; 

If  doubt,  or  passion,  oft  prevail 
O'er  wond'ring  reason's  feeble  ray ; 

Let  not  thy  firowns  my  fisnlt  reprove. 

But  guide  thy  creatuire  with  a  Fath^s  love. 


AN  HYMN  TO  DIVJNE  LOVE. 

IN  IMITATION   OP  SPllfCBlU 

No  more  of  lower  flames,  whose  pleasing  rage 
WHh  sighs  and  soft  complaints  1  weakly  fed ; 
At  whose  unworthy  shrine,  my  budding  age. 
And  willing  Muse,  their  first  devotion  paid. 
Fly,  nurse  of  madness,  to  eternal  shade  : 
Far  firom  my  soul  abjur'd  and  banish*d  fly. 
And  yield  to  nobler  fires,  that  lift  the  soul  more 
high. 
O  Love  \  coeval  with  thy  parent  God, 
To  thee  I  kneel,  thy  pr^ent  aid  implore ; 
At  whose  celestial  voice  and  pow'rfhl  nod 
Old  Discord  fled,  and  Chaos  ceas'd  to  roAr, 
Light  smii'd,  and  order  rose,  unseen  before. 
But  in  the  plan  of  the  eternal  mmi),      [designM. 
When  God  design'd  the  work,  and  lov'd  the  work 
Thou  fill'dsit  the  waste  of  ocean,  earth,  and  air. 
With  multitudes  that  swim,  or  walk,  or  fly : 
From  rolling  worlds  descends  thy  generous  care. 
To  insect  crowds  that  'scape  the  nicest  eye : 
For  each  a  sphere  was  circumscrib'd  by' thee. 
To  bless,  and  to  be  bless'd,  their  noblest  end ; 
To  which,  with  speedy  course,  they  all  unerring 
tend. 
Consdoos  of  thee,  with  nobler  powers  endo'd. 
Next  roan,  thy  dariipg,  into  being  rote. 
Immortal,  form'd  for  high  beatitude, 
Whioh  neither  end  nor  interruption  knows, 
Tiljevil,  conch'd  in  fraud,  be{nn  hit  woes : 
Then  to  thy  aid  Was  boundless  wisdom  jotn'd. 
And  for  apostate  Dian  redemption  thus  dcf  ign'd. 
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By  tbe0^  kif  gkviet  veiTd  in  mortal  sbroud, 
God's  dtrling  ofibpring  teft  bit  seat  on  high ; 
AttJ  Hetv^and  Earth,  ainaz*d  and  trembling  vlewM 
Their  voooded  SorVeign  groan,  and  bleed,  and  die. 
fiytfaee  m  triiinipb  to  his  native  sky, 

Od  aogeb  wings,  the  victor  Hod  aspir'd, 

Relenting  jastioesiniPd  and  frowning  wrath  retir*d. 
To  tbee,  muniilc,  ever^flaming  Lore  ! 
Ooe  aodless  hymn  united  nature  sings : 
To  tbee  the  bright  inhabitants  above 
Tooe  the  glad  voice,  and  sweep  the  warbling  strings. 
From  pole  to  pole^  on  ever-waving  wings, 

Winds  waft  thy  praise,  by  rolling  planets  tun'd; 

Aid  then,  O  Love!  my  voice  to  emulate  the  sound. 

It  comes !  it  comes !  I  (Seel  internal  day ; 
Trsufusive  warmth  through  all  my  bosom  glows ; 
My  soul  expanding  gives  the  torrent  way  ; 
Thro'  all  my  veins  it  kindles  as  it  flows. 
Tbos,  ravbh'd  from  the  scene  of  night  and  woes. 

Oh !  match  me,  bear  me  to  thy  happy  reign ; 

There  teach  my  tongue  tby  praise  in  more  exalted 
strain. 


AS  HYMN  TO  BENEVOLENCE. 

fLn  f  source  of  transport  ever  new  ; 
ythM  thy  kind  dictates  I  pursue, 

I  taste  a  joy  sincere  ; 
Too  vast  for  little  minds  to  know. 
Who  on  themselves  alone  bestow 

Tbetr  wishes  and  their  care. 

« 

Dtoghter  of  God  !  delight  of  man  * 
Froo  thee  felicity  began ; 

Which  still  thy  band  sustains : 
By  thte  sweet  Pence  her  empire  spread. 
Fair  Sdeoce  rais'd  her  laurePd  head, 

iod  Discord  gnaah'd  in  chains. 
Far  ss  the  pointed  sunbeam  flies, 
Thfoogh  peopled  Earth  and  surry  skies. 

All  Nature  owns  thy  nod  : 
We  see  thy  energy  prevail 
ThiOQgh  Being's  ever-rising  scale, 

FImn  nothing  ev*n  to  God. 
Enry,  that  tortnres  her  own  heart 
Wkb  plagues  and  ever-burning  smart, 

Tby  cliamss  divine  expel : 
i|hast  she  shuts  ber  livid  eyes. 
And,  wing'd  with  tenfold  fury,  flies 

To  native  night  and  HelU 
By  tbee  inspired,  the  gen*rous  breas^t. 
Id  blesBog  others  only  blest. 

With  goodness  large  and  free, 
Delights  the  widow's  tears  to  stay. 
To  teach  the  blind  their  smoothest  way, 

iad  aid  the  feeble  knee. 
0  come  !  and  o'er  my  bosom  reign. 
Expand  my  heart,  inflame  each  vein. 

Thro'  ev*ry  action  shine ; 
Each  low,  each  selfish,  wish  controul. 
With  all  thy  essence  warm  my  soul. 

And  make  me  wholly  thine. 
Kbr  let  &ir  Virtue's  mortal  bane. 
The  soul-iCQiitracting  thirst  of  gaiii. 


My  faintest  wishes  sway ; 
By  her  possessed,  ere  hearts  refine. 
In  Hell's  dark  depth  shall  mercy  shine. 

And  kindle  endless  day. 
If  from  thy  sacred  paths  I  turn, 
Nor  feel  their  griefs,  while  others  mourn. 

Nor  with  their  pleasures  glow : 
Banish'd  from  God,  from  bliss,  and  thee. 
My  own  tormentor  let  me  be. 

And  groan  in  hopeless  woe. 


AN  HYMN  TO  FORTITUDE. 

NiGBT,  brooding  o'er  her  mute  domain. 
In  awful  silence  wraps  her  rei^ ; 
Clouds  press  on  clouds,  and,  as  they  rise^ 
Condense  to  solid  gloom  the  skies. 

Portentous,  through  the  foggy  air. 
To  wake  the  demon  of  despair. 
The  raven  hoarse,  and  boding  owl. 
To  Hecate  curst  anthems  howl. 

Intent,  with  execrable  art. 
To  bum  the  veins,  and  tear  the  heart. 
The  witch,  unhallow'd  bones  to  raise, 
Through  fun'ral  ^-aults  and  chamels  strays  ; 
Calls  the  damn'd  shade  from  ev*ry  cell. 
And  adds  new  labours  to  their  Hell. 

And,  shield  me  Heav'n !  what  hollow  sound. 
Like  fate's  dread  knell,  runs  echoing  round  \ 
The  bell  strikes  one,  that  magic  hour. 
When  rising  fiends  exert  their  pow'r. 
And  now,  sure  now,  some  cause  unblest 
Breathes  more  than  horrour  thro'  my  breast  s 
How  deep  the  breeze*!  how  dim  the  light ! 
What  spectres  swim  before  my  sight ! 
My  frozen  limbs  pale  terrour  chains. 
And  in  wild  eddies  wheels  my  brains : 
My  icy  blood  forgets  to  roll. 
And  death  ev'n  seems  to  seize  my  soul. 
What  sacred  pow'r,  what  healing  art. 
Shall  bid  my  soul  herself  assert ; 
Shall  rouse  th'  immortal  active  flame. 
And  teach  her  whence  her  being  came  ? 

O  Fortitude  I  divinely  bright, 
O  Virtue's  child,  and  man*s  delight  1 
Descend,  an  amicable  guest. 
And  with  thy  firmness  steel  my  breast : 
Descend  propitious  to  my  lays. 
And,  while  my  l3rre  resounds  thy  praise. 
With  energy  divinely  strong. 
Exalt  my  soul,  and  warm  my  song. 

When  raving  in  eternal  pains, 
And  loaded  with  ten  thousand  chains. 
Vice,  deep  in  Phlegeton,  yet  lay. 
Nor  with  her  visage  blasted  day  ; 
No  fear  to  guiltless  man  was  known. 
For  God  and  Virtue  reign'd  alone. 
But,  when  from  native  flames  and  night. 
The  cursed  monster  wingM  her  flight. 
Pale  Fear,  among  her  hideous  train, 
Chas'd  sweet  Contentment  from  her  reign; 
Plac'd  Death  and  Hell  before  each  eye. 
And  wrapt  in  mist  the  golden  sky ; 
Banished  firom  day  each  dear  delight. 
And  shook  with  conscious  starts  t^  night  ' 
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When,  from  th*  imperial  seats  cm  high. 
The  Lord  of  natore  tum'd  bis  eye 
To  view  the  state  of  things  below ; 
Still  blest  to  make  his  creatures  so : 
From  Earth  he  saw  Astrssa  fly, 
Aod  seek  her  mansions  in  the  sky ; 
Peace,  crown'd  with  olives,  left  her  throne, 
And  white-robM  Innocence  was  gone : 
While  Vice,  revealM  in  open  day, 
Sole  tyrant  nil'd  with  iron  sway ; 
And  Virtue  veiPd  her  weeping  charms. 
And  fled  for  refuge  to  his  arms. 
Her  altars  scom*d,  her  shrines  defac'd— 
Whom  thus  th*.  essential  Good  addressed. 

"  Then,  whom  my  soul  adores  alone, 
Effulgent  sharer  of  my  throne, 
-Pair  em|)ress  of  eternity ! 
Who  uncreated  reign*st  like  me ; 
Whom  I,  who  sole  and  boundless  sway, 
With  pleasure  infinite  obey : 
To  yon  diurnal  scenes  below. 
Who  feel  their  folly  hi  their  woe. 
Again  propitious  turn  thy  flight, 
Again  oppose  yon  tyrant's  might ; 
To  Earth  thy  ck>ndless  charms  disclose, 
Bevive  thy  friends,  and  blast  thy  foes : 
Thy  triumphs  man  shall  raptnr'd  see. 
Act,  suffer,  live,  and  die  for  thee. 
But  since  all  crimes  their  Hell  contafai* 
Since  all  must  feel  who  merit  pain, 
,  Let  Fortitude  thy  steps  attend, 
And  be,  like  thee,  to  man  •  friend ; 
To  urge  him  on  the  arduoos  road. 
That  leads  to  virtue,  bliss,  and  God  ; 
To  blunt  the  sting  of  ev*ry  grief. 
And  be  to  all  a  near  relief.  ** 

He  said  ;  and  she,  with  smiles  divine. 
Which  made  all  Heav*n  more  brightly  shlne^ 
To  Earth  retom'd  with  all  her  train. 
And  brought  the  golden  age  again. 
Since  erring  mortals,  unconstrainM, 
The  God,  that  warms  their  breast,  pro£ui'd. 
She,  guardian  of  their  joys  no  more, 
Could  only  leave  tliem,  and  d^lore : 
They,  now  the  easy  prey  of  pain, 
Curst  in  their  wish,  their  choice  obtain  ; 
Till  armM  with  Heav'n  and  fiste,  she  came 
Her  destin'd  hononrs  to  reclaim. 
Vice  and  her  slaves  beheld  her  flight. 
And  fled,  like  birds  obscene,  from  Kght, 
Back  to  th*  abode  of  pli^es  return. 
To  sin  and  smait,  blaspheme  and  bum. 

Thou,  goddess  !  shioe,  with  sacred  aid. 
Hast  ev*ry  grief  and  pain  allay'd. 
To  joy  converted  ev'ry  smart. 
And  plac'd  a  Uc^vHi  m  evVy  heart : 
By  thee  we  act,  by  thee  sustain, 
Thou  aacred  antidote  of  pain  F 
At  thy  great  nod  the  Alps  >  subside, 
Beluctant  rivers  turn  their  tide ; 
With  all  thy  fisrce  Alcides  warm'd. 
His  hand  against  oppression  arm*d  : 
By  thee  his  mighty  nerves  were  strung, 
By  thee  his  sti«i^h  for  ever  young ; 
And  whilst  on  bmtal  force  he  press'd. 
His  vigour,  wHh  his  foes,  incrcasM. 

1  Alludmg  to  the  Ustorr  of  Haraibal. 


By  thee,  like  Jofve's  almighty  baa4» 
Ambition's  havock  to  withstand, 
Timoleon  *  rose,  the  scourge  of  fiste. 
And  hurPd  a  tyrant  from  his  state  ; 
The  brother  in  his  soul  subdued. 
And  warm*d  the  poniard  in  his  blood  ;  . 
A  soul  by  so  much  virtue  firM, 
Not  Greece  alone,  but  Heav*u  admV'd. 

But  in  these  dregs  of  human  kind. 
These  days  to  guilt  and  fear  resign'd,  ! 

How  rare  such  views  the  heart  elate  ! 
To  brave  the  last  extremes  of  Fate ; 
Like  Heav'n's  almighty  pow'r  serene. 
With  fix*d  regard  to  view  the  scene. 
When  Nature  quakes  beneath  the  storm, 
And  Homyiv  wean  its  direst  from. 
Tho^  future  worlds  are  now  desory'd* 
Tbo'  Paid  Iws  writ,  and  Jesus  dy^d, 
Dispell'd  the  dark  infernal  slwde, 
Ai^  all  the  UeavHi  of  HeavW  display'd ; 
Curst  with  onnnmber'd  groundless  fears. 
Hair  pale  yon  sMv*ring  wratcb  appaars ! 
For  him  the  day-light  shines  in  vain, 
For  him -the  fields  no  joys  contain  } 
Nature's  whole  charms  to  him  are  lost. 
No  more  the  woods  their  muste 'boast ; 
No  more  the  meads  their  vernal  bloooi. 
No  more  the  gales  their  rich  perfiupe : 
Impending  mitts  deform  tfie  dcy. 
And  beauty  withers  in  his  eye. 
In  hopes  his  terroor  to  elud^. 
By  day  he  mingles  with  the  crowd  ; 
Yet  finds  his  soul  to  fears  f  prey. 
In  busy  crowds,  and  open  day. 
If  night  his  lonely  walk  surprise. 
What  horrid  visions  round  him  rite ; 
That  blasted  osk,  which  maeta  his  way. 
Shown  by  the  meteor's  suddea  rsy. 
The  midnight  murd'reHft  known  relres*. 
Felt  Ueav'n^  avesigefol  bolt  of  Inte ; 
The  clashing  chain,  the  groan  profound. 
Loud  from  jron  ruin'd  tow'r  resound ; 
And  noF  the  spot  ^  mmm^  trei4. 
Where  some  iclM4i|ghl»r'd  corse  was  laid  { 
He  feels  fixt  Earth  beiy^at^  him  l^eod. 
Deep  murmurs  from  her  oavet  aseswd  ; 
Till  all  his  soul,  by  fe«oy  m9J% 
Sees  lurid  phantoms  ccewd  Ibe  sbadff ; 
While  shrouded  manes  palely  stare, 
And  beck'ning  wish  to  breathe  .their  care : 
Thus  real  woes  from  false  he  bears. 
And  feels  the  death,  the  Hell,  be  Jttaj%. 

O  thou  I  whose  spirit  wsltjm  my  t>ou£;. 
With  energy  divinely  strong, 
Erect  his  soul,  confirm  his  breast,  ' 
And  let  him  know  the  sweets  of  rest ; 
Till  ev'ry  human  pain  and  care. 
All  that  may  be,  and  all  that  are, 
But  felse  imag^'d  ills  appear 
Beneath  our^hope,  our  grief,  or  fear. 
And,  if  I  right  invoke  thy  aid, 
By  thee  be  all  my  wnesaUay'd ; 
With  soom  in^tn^ct  me  to  die^ 
Imposing  fiear,  and  lawless  joy  ; 

< Timoletm,  havipgkMlg  ia  vain  impoftunod  his 
brother  to  resign  the  despetiam  of  Cornstli,  at 
last  restored  the  libcity  of  the  people  by  ftiiMiji^ 
him.  VidepLUT. 
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To  sln^  (Bio*  tbif  teene  (ff  strife. 

The  ptiH  of  death,  tbe  pcngs  of  IHe» 

With  MBUot  brow  to  meet  my  hte, 

Aodneet  tcill  mere,  Bnanthe's  hate. 

id,  vfaco  some  tmum  her  charms  shftll  clsim. 

Who  fcds  not  half  my  gen*rous  flame, 

WboMcam  her  ap|^l-Toice  beguiles, 

Ob  whom  she  bendi  her  hpav'nly  smiles ; 

fo  vbdo  the  weepc,  fbr  whom  she  gloiini, 

Oo  vbom  her  treasured  s<ml  bestows ; 

Whea  perfect  muUnl  joy  th€y  share. 

Ah !  joy  ohaoeM  by  my  despair  I 

Mb  bdngi  in  each  flamioft  krv, 

And  Mest,  still  rise  to  higher  bliss : 

TVa,  tbea.  esirtt  thy  utmost  pow'r, 

Aad  teach  me  beiiu^  tn  eiidm« ; 

Latreasoo  from  the  helm  tfiould  start, 

Asd  bwless  fory  mlo  my  hfeart ; 

I^aMdoessall  my  Saul  subdue. 

To  ask  her  Maker,  what  dost  thoo  ? 

Yd,  coaM*st  thoo  in  that  draadfiil  hour» 

Os  my  nck'd  soul  all  Lethe  pom-, 

Or^  oe  with  the  gelid  br^ese, 

Tbat  cfasios  in  Ice  th*  indigoant  seas; 

Or  vnp  my  heart  in  tenfold  steel, 

Itta  am  man,  aod  ttiJl  most  feeL 


I 


TBE  WISH  SATISFfBD, 
AN  IRRBOULAR  ODB. 

Too  loag,  my  soul !  tbou*rt  toft  below, 

Ami  hope  to  hope,  fnm  fear  to  fsar : 
Hot  great,  hew  lasting  eT*ry  woe  t 

Sach  joy  how  short,  how  insincere  I 
Ton  arooad  thy  searchiDg  eyes 
Thry  sll  the  bright  vaneHet; 

Aad,  with  cxaeteat  carei 
Scisctfrom  all  the  shining  crowd, 
Sone  brtiiig  joy.  %oaie  aovhreign  good, 

Asd  ix  thy  wishes  there. 
Widi  toil  amass  a  nugfaty  store 
Of  gJoviDg  itones,  or  yellow  ere ; 
^the  6elds  with  goldeo  grain, 
<^^  eitb  lowii^  hMds  the  pUio, 
Ki  the  Bnrble  docnes  ascend, 
^the  pleasant  view  extend, 
^iww  aod  grofea  and  woods  appear, 
^^riof  and  autumn  fill  the  year : 
J»e»  ttese  are  joys,  fbll,  permanent,  sifioere ; 
^  DOW  each  boundless  wish  can  a^  no  morr* 
Oi  roses  BOW  recKo'4, 

I  bagoish  mto  Yest ; 
^VBcvmi  in  my  mind, 
^  craving  wish  uable*  t 
Jtih !  in  vain, 
vaeafasent  joy  still  givca  me  pain, 

Bf  toys  elatad,  or  by  toys  deprest 
^mehfaig  joy  can  sooth  my  grief? 
^baliiy  piflaswe  yield  my  soul  reUcT  ? 
Jftwrtj^he  bliss alffndy  wMmt, 
^Jajoea's  perfoasive  nnm^ 

iMMIiattletyor  charms 
«w^lbppy  hour  cmployU 


As  th^  speedy  moments  roll, 

Let  some  Oew  joy  conspire  ; 
Hebe,  fill  the  rosy  bowl ; 

Orpheus,  tune  the  lyre ; 
To  new-born  rapture  wake  (he  soul^ 

And  kindle  young  desire : 
While,  a  beauteous  choir  around, 
Tunefbl  virgins  join  the  sound. 
Panting  bosoms,  speaking  eyes. 
Yielding  smiles,  aod  trembling  sight : 
Thro'  melting  erroor  let  their  voices  rove. 
And  trace  th*  enchanting  mase  of  haroMmy  and  love. 
Still,  still  Insatiate  of  delight 

My  wishes  open,  as  my  joys  increase : 
What  now  shall  stop  their  rotless  flight. 

And  yield  them  kind  redress } 
For  something  still  unknown  I  sigh. 
Beyond  what  strikes  the  toaob,  the  ear,  or  eye : 
Whence  shall  I  seek,  or  how  pursue 
The  phantom,  that  eludes  my  view, 

Aod  cheats  my  fond  embraoe } 

Thus,  while  her  wanton  toils  fbnd  Pleasure  spread. 

By  sense  and  passion  blindly  led, 

1  cbasM  the  syren  thro*  the  flow*ry  maze. 

And  courted  death  ten  thousand  ways : 

Kind  Heav'n  beheld,  with  pitjring  eyes. 

My  restless  toil,  my  fruitless  sighs  \ 

And,  from  the  realms  of  endless  day, 

A  bright  immortal  wing'd  his  way ; 

Swift  as  a  sun-beam  down  he  flew, 

And  stood  discloe'd,  efllulgent  to  my  view. 

*'  Fond  man,  he  cry*d,  thy  fruitless  search  fbrbeari 

Nor  Tainly  hope,  within  this  narrow  sphere, 

A  certain  happiness  to  find. 

Unbounded  as  thy  wish,  eternal  as  ^  mind  t 

In  God,  in  perfect  good  alone. 

The  anxious  soul  can  find  repose  i 
Nor  to  a  bliss  beneath  his  throne. 

One  hour  of  full  enjoyment  owes : 
He,  only  he,  can  fill  each  wide  dc«ire, 

Who  to  each  wish  its  being  gave ; 
Not  all  the  charms  which  morUl  wishes  fire. 
Not  all  which  angels  in  the  skies  admire. 

But  God*s  paternal  smile,  can  bid  it  ceaae  to  emfa> 
Him  then  pursue,  without  delay ; 
He  is  thy  prize,  and  virtue  is  thy  way.'* 
Then  to  the  winds  his  radiant  plumes  be  spread. 
And  from  my  wond'rmg  eyes,  more  swift  than  light- 

nmgfled. 


AS  ODE  TO  HAPPINESS. 

Thb  morning  dawns,  the  ev'ning  shades 

Fair  Nature's  various  face  disguise ; 
No  scene  to  rest  my  heart  persuades, 

Ndmoment  frees  from  tears  my  eyes  : 
Whatever  onoe  charm'd  the  laughing  hour. 
Now  boasts  no  more  its  pleasrog  pow'r; 
Each  former  object  of  delight. 
Beyond  redemption,  wings  its  flight; 
And,  where  it  smil'd,  the  darling  of  my  tight. 

Prospects  of  woe  and  horrid  phantoms  rite. 
O  Happmess !  immortal  foir, 

Wboe  does  thy  subtile  essence  dwell } 
Dost  thou  relax  the  hermit's  care, 
Companioa  in  the  lonely  cell  ^     r^  r 
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Or,  dost  thou  on  the  sunny  plain 
lotpire  the  reed,  and  cheer  the  swaia  ? 
Or,  fcomfal  of  each  low  retreat. 
On  fortune's  favour  doit  thou  wait ; 
And,  in  the  gilded  chambers  of  the  great, 

Protraet  the  revel,  and  the  pleasure  swell  ? 
Ah  me !  the  hermit's  cell  explore ; 

TTiy  absence  he,  like  me,  complains ; 
While  murm'ring  streams  along  the  shore. 

Echo  the  love-sick  shepherd's  strains : 
Nor,  where  the  gilded  domes  aspire, 
Deign^st  thou,  O  goddess !  to  retire : 
Though  there  the  Loves  and  Graces  play. 
Though  wine  and  music  court  thy  stay ; 
Thou  fly'st,  alas !  and  who  can  trace,  thy  way, 

Or  say  what  place  thy  beav'nly  form  contains  i 
If  to  mankind  I  turn  my  view, 

Flatter'd  with  hopes  of  social  joy ; 
Bapine  and  blood  ^  mankind  pursue, 

As  God  had  fbrm'd  them  to  destroy. 
Discord,  at  whose  tremendous  view 
Hell  quakes  with  horroiir  ever  new, 
Ko  more  by  endless  night  deprest. 
Pours  all  her  venom  thro'  each  breast ; 
And,  while  deep  groans  and  carnage  are  increas'd. 

Smiles  grim,  the  rising  mischief  to  enjoy. 
"  Hence,  hence,  indignant  turn  thine  eyes," 

To  my  dejected  soul  I  said ; 
<*  See,  to  the  shade  Euanthe  flies. 
Go,  6nd  Euanthe  m  the  shade : 
Her  angel-fbrm  thy  sight  shall  charm. 
Thy  heart  her  angel-goodness  warm ; 
There,  shall  no  wanU  thy  steps  pursue. 
No  wakeful  care  contract  thy  brow ; 
Music  each  sound,  and  beauty  ev'ry  view. 

Shall  ev'ry  sense  with  full  delight  mvadti." 
Exulting  in  the  charming  thought. 
Thither  with  hasty  steps  I  press ; 
And  while  th'  enchanting  maid  I  sought, 

Thank'd  Heav'n  for  all  my  past  distress : 
Increasing  hopes  my  journey  checr'd. 
And  now  in  reach  the  Wiss  appear'd  ; 
"  Grant  this  sole  boon,  O  Fale !"  1  cry'd  ; 
Be  all  thy  other  gifts  deny 'd. 
In  this  shall  all  my  wishes  be  supply'd  j 

And  sure  a  love  like  mine  deserves  no  less." 
In  vain,  alas!  in  vajn  my  pray'r ; 

Fate  mix'd  the  accents  with  the  wind  ; 
Th'  illusive  form  dissolv'd  in  air, 

And  left  my  soul  to  grief  rcsign'd : 
As  fiwr  from  all  my  hopes  she  flics 
As  deepest  seas  from  loftiest  skies : 
Yet,  still,  on  fancy  deep  imprest. 
The  sad,  the  dear  ideas  rest  j 
Yet  still  the  recent  sorrows  heave  my  breast. 

Hang  black  o'er  life,  and  prey  upon  my  mmd. 
Ah  !  goddess,  scarce  to  mortals  known. 

Who  with  thy  shadow  madly  stray, 
At  length  from  Heav'n,  thy  sacred  throne. 

Dart  thro'  my  soul  one  cheerful  ray  : 
Ah  !  with  some  sacred  lenient  art. 
Allay  the  anguish  of  my  heart ; 
Ah  !  teach  me,  patient  to  sustain 
life's  various  stores  of  ^-ief  and  pain; 
Or,  if  I  thus  prefer  my  pray'r  in  rain, 
Soon  let  me  find  thee  in  eternal  day. 

>  This  ode  was  written  b  the  year  n45. 


ON  EUJNTHE'S  ABSENCE^ 
AN  ODE. 
Blest  Heav'n!  and  thou  fair  world  hetow  1 

Is  there  no  cure  to  sooth  my  smart? 
No  beilm  to  heal  a  lover's  woe^ 
That  bids  his  eyes  for  ever  flow. 

Consumes  his  soul,  and  pines  his  he^  ? 
And  will  no  friendly  arm  above 
Relieve  my  tortur'd  ionl  from  love? 
As  swift-descending  <bow*rs  of  rain. 

Deform  with  mud  the  clearest  streams; 
As  rising  mists  Heav'n's  aznre  sUin, 
Tmg'd  with  Aurora's  blush  in  vain ; 

As  fades  the  flow'r  in  mid-day  b" 
On  life  thus  tender  sorrows  prey, 
And^irrap  in  gloom  its  promis'd  day. 
Ye  plains,  where  dear  Euanthe  strays^ 

Ye  various  objects  of  her  view, 
Bedeck'd  in  beauty's  brightest  blaze ; 
Let  all  iU  forms,  and  all  iu  rays, 

Whore-e'er  she  turns,  her  eyes  pursue  s 
All  fair,  as  she,  let  Nature  shine : 
Ah!  then,  how  lovely !  how  divine  1 
Wher«-e'er  the  thymy  vales  descend. 

And  breathe  ambrosial  fragrance  round. 
Proportion  just,  thy  line  extend. 
And  teach  the  prospect  where  to  end ; 

While  woods  or  mountains  mark  the  bound : 
That  each  fair  scene  which  strikes  her  eye. 
May  chtfrm  with  sweet  variety. 
Ye  streams,  that,  m  perpetual  flow. 

Still  warble  on  your  mazy  way. 
Murmur  Euanthe,  as  you  go; 
Murmur  a  love-sick  poet's  woe: 

Ye  ff^thcr'd  warblers,  join  the  lay  f 
Sing  how  I  suffer,  how  complain ; 
Yet  name  not  him  who  fsels  the  pain. 
And  thou,  eternal  ruling  Pow'r ! 

If  spotless  virtue  clainrj  thy  care. 
Around  unheard  of  blessings  show'r; 
Let  some  new  pleasure  crown  each  hour. 

And  make  her  blest,  as  good  and  fairi 
Of  all  thy  works,  to  mortals  known. 
The  best  and  fairest  she  alone. 


AN  ODE  TO  A  YOUNG  GENTLEMAN, 

BOUND  #0R  CUIMBA. 

Attbotj  the  Mnse,  whose  numbers  flow 
Faithful  to^sacred  friendship's  woe; 

And  let  the  Scotian  lyre 
ObUin  thy  pity  and  thy  care : 
While  thy  lov'd  walks  and  native  air 

The  solemn  sounds  inspire. 
That  native  air,  these  walks,  no  more 
Blest  with  their  fav'rite,  now  deplore. 

And  join  the  plaintive  strain : 
While,  urg'd  by  winds  and  waves,  he  fliea, 
Wher«  unknown  stars,  thro'  unknown  ^M^ 

Their  trackless  coprae  mamtain. 
Yet  think  :  by  ev'ry  keener  smart. 
That  thrills  a  friend  or  brother's  heart  j^ 
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By  all  the  gnth  that  rue, 
Aud  with  dumb  anguish  hcarc  thy  breait, 
\Vbeo  tbcence  robs  thy  soal  of  rest, 

Aod  swdis  with  tearf  the  eyes  : 
By  all  oar  sorrows  aver  new, 
Tbiok  whom  you  fly,  and  what  pursue  { 

Aod  jud^e  by  your's  our  pain : 
Piom  fiiendship**  dear  tenacious  arms, 
Ym  Ay,  perhaps,  to  wars  alarms, 

To  aogry  skies  and  main. 
The  smiling  plain,  the  solemn  shade, 
With  all  the  Tarious  charms  displayed, 

That  Summer's  face  adorn ; 
Summer,  with  all  that^s  gay  or  sweet, 
With  transport  loners  thy  sense  ta  meet. 

And  courts  thy  dear  return. 
The  gentle  Sun,  the  fsnning  gale, 
llic  rocal  wo<id,  the  fragrant  rale, 

Thy  presence  all  implore : 
Can  then  a  waste  of  sea  and  sky. 
That  knows  no  limits,  charm  thine  eye, 

Tbioe  ear  the  tempesf^  roar  > 
Rut  why  such  weak  attractions  nams^ 
While  ev*ry  warmer  social  claim 

Demands  the  mournful  lay  ? 
Ah  !  Iiear  a  brother*8  moving  sighs, 
Tliro'  tears,  behold  a  sister*s  eyes 

Emit  a  faded  ray. 
TtJT  young  allies,  by  Nature  taught 
T(»  M  the  tender  pang  of  thought 

Which  friends  in  absence  claim ; 
Tatbeo,  with  sorrow  alUsincere, 
Oft  psy  the  tributary  tear, 

Ojft  lisp  with  joy  thy  name. 
N'or  these  thy  absence  mourn  alone, 
0  dearly  lov'd  !  tho'  faintly  known  ; 

One  yet  unsuug  remains : 
Nature,  when  scarce  fair  tight  he  know, 
Soatcb'd  Hcav*n,  Earth,  beauty  from  his  \ncw. 

And  darkness  round  him  reigns. 
The  Muse  with  pity  viewM  his  doom ; 
Aud,  darting  thro*  th'  eternal  gloom 

An  mtellectual  ray,  ^ 

Hade  him  with  music's  Toice  inspire 
The  plaintive  flute,  the  sprightly  lyre. 

And  tune  th*  impassioned  lay. 
Thus,  iho*  despairing  of  relief. 
With  ct'ry  mark  of  heart-felt  grief. 

Thy  absence  we  complain : 
Uliile  now,  perhaps,  th'  auspicious  gale 
Inrites  to  spread  the  flying  sail, 

Aod  all  our  tears  are  vain. 
Prrteet  him  Heav*n :  but  hence  each  fear  j 
Sine*  endlci«  goodness,  emlless  care 

litis  mighty  fabric  guides ; 
Conmands  the  tempest  where  to  stray, 
Directs  the  lightning's  slanting  way. 

And  rales  the  refluent  tides. 
See,  from  th*  effulgence  of  bis  reign. 
With  pleas'd  surrey.  Omniscience  deign 

Thy  wondrous  worth  to  view  : 
See,  fioffi  the  realms  of  endless  day, 
Inmortal  guardians  wing  their  way, 

And  all  ihy  steps  pursue. 
If  nbte  clouds,  whose  wombs  contain 
llie  jnonn'riof  bolt,  or  dashing  rain. 


The  blue  serene  deform ; 
Myriads  from  Heat'n's  etheriai  height; 
Shall  clear  the  gloom,  restore  the  light. 

And  chase  th*  impending  storm* 


^S  IRREGULAR  ODE, 

SIMT  TO  A  LADY  ON  Uia  MAtaUOE-DAY. 

With  all  your  wings,  ye  moments,  fly. 

And  drive  the  tardy  Sun  along ; 
Till  that  glad  morn  shall  paint  the  sky.  [sotJir. 

Which  wakes  the  Muse,  and  claims  the  raptur'd 
See  Nature  with  our  wishes  join. 
To  aid  the  dear,  the  blest  design ; 
See  Time  precipitate  his  way, 
To  bring  th*  expected  hanpy  day ; 
See,  the  wish'd  .for  dawn  appears, 
A  more  than  wonted  glow  she  wean : 

Hark !  Hymeneals  sound ; 
Each  Muse  awakes  her  softest  lyre  ; 
Each  airy  warbler  swells  the  choir ; 

'TIS  music  all  around. 
Awake,  ye  nymphs,  the  blushing  bride, 
T*eclipse  Aurora's  rosy  pride ; 
Wliile  virgin  shame  retards  her  way, 
And  Ix>ve,  half-angry,  chides  her  stay: 
While  hopes  and  fears  alternate  reign. 
Intermingling  bliss  and  pain  ; 
O'er  all  her  charms  diffuse  peculiar  grace. 
Pant  in  her  shiv'ring  heart,  and  vary  in  her  imot^ 
At  length  consent,  reluctant  feir, 

To  bless  thy  long-expecting  lover*s  eyes  ! 
Too  long  his  sighs  are  lost  in  air, 

At  length  resign  the  bliss  for  which  he  dies: 
The  Muses,  pre^Kient  of  your  future  joys. 

Dilate  my  soul,  and  prompt  tlie  cheerful  lay; 
While  they,  thro'  coming  times,  with  glad  surprise. 

The  long  successive  brightoing  scenes  survey. 
I^  !  to  your  sight  a  blooming  offspring  rise. 
And  add  new  ardour  to  the  nuptial  ties ; 

While  in  each  form  you  both  united  shine; 
Fresh  hon<»urs  wait  your  temples  to  adorn ; 
For  you  glad  Ceres  tills  the  flowing  horn, 

AtKi  Hcav'n  aud  fate  to  bless  your  days  combine. 
While  life  gives  pleasure,  life  shall  still  remain. 
Till  Death,  with  gentle  band,  shall  shut  the  pleas. 

ing  scene : 
Safe,  sable  guide  to  that  celestial  shore,  [no  more ! 
Where  pleasure  knows  no  end,  and  change  is  fSear'd 


TO  A  COSUETTE, 

AN  ODE. 

At  length,  vain,  airy  flutt'rcr,  fly ; 
Nor  vex  the  public  ear  and  eye 

With  all  this  noise  and  glare  : 
Thy  wiser  kindred  gnats  behold 
All  shrouded  in  their  pareut  mould. 

Forsake  the  chilling  air. 
Of  conquest  there  they  safely  dream ; 
Nor  gentle  breeze,  nor  transient  glean. 
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Allures  them  forth  to  pimy ! 
But  thoo,  alike  m  froit  and  flames 
Insatmte  of  the  cmel  game. 

Still  on  maoktad  would'tt  pi^ej. 
Thy  conscious  charQis,  thy  practis'd  arts. 

Those  adventitious  beams  that  round  thee  shine. 
Reserve  for  unexperienced  hearts : 

Superior  spells  despair  to  conquer  mine. 
do,  bid  the  snnshbe  of  thine  eyes 
Melt  rigid  winter;  warm  the  skies. 

And  set  the  rivers  free ; 
O^er  fields  immersed  in  fixwt  and  snow. 
Bid  fiow'rs  with  smiling  verdure  grow  ; 

Then  hope  to  soften  me. 
No,  Heav'n  and  freedom  witness  bear» 
This  heart  no  second  frown  shall  fear, 

No  second  yoke  sustain  ; 
Enough  of  female  scorn  I  know ; 

Scarce  fiste  could  break  my  chain. 
Ye  hours,  oonsum'd  in  hopeless  pain. 

Ye  trees,  rascrib'd  with  many  a  flaming  vow. 
Ye  echoes,  oft  invoked  in  vain. 

Ye  mooo^light  walks,  ye  tinkling  rills,  adieu  f 
Your  paint  that  idle  hearts  controls  ; 
Your  fidry  nets  for  feeble  aouls. 

By  partial  fiwoy  wrought ; 
Your  syren  vpioe«  your  tefflp^og  air» 
Your  borrowed  visage  fidsely  &ir. 

With  me  avail  you  nought. 
Let  ev'ry  efaarm  that  wakes  desire, 
LeC'«aeh  iBsoaring  art  conspire ; 

Not  all  can  hurt  my  rest : 
Touch'4  by  Ithuriel*s  ^  potent  spear. 
At  once  unmask'd  the  fiends  appear. 

In  patlve  blaekncss  drest. 
The  speakhig  glance,  the  heaving  breast. 

The  dieek  with  lilies  ting'd  and  rosy  dye ; 
Hdse  joys,  which  nun  all  who  taste, 

How  swifl  they  hd€  in  reason's  piecciog  eye  ! 
Seest  thoa  yon  taper's  vivid  ray,    * 
Which  emotales  the  blaze  of  day, 

Oifiusiag  Ht  its  light  > 
Tho'  it  from  Masts  shall  stand  secure. 
Time  urges  oa  the  deatined  boor, 
And,  le  !  it  sinks  m  night 
Such  it  thy  glory,  such  its  date, 
WavM  by  the  sportive  hand  of  fote, 

A  while  to  catch  our  view  : 
Now  bright  to  HeaVn  the  blace  aspires. 
Then  sodden  from  our  gaxe  reUres, 
And  yields  to  wonders  new* 
like  this  poor  torch,  thy  haughty  ami, 

Thy  short-Iiv'd  splendour  on  a  puff  depends ; 
And,  soon  as  fate  the  stroke  prepares. 
The  flash  in  dost  and  nauseous  vapours  ends. 


j4N  ode 
ON  THE  REFINEBffENTS  IN  METAPHYSICAL 

PHILOSOPHY. 
Faisi  wisdom;  fly,  with  k\\  thy  ^Is  «  ; 
Tlie  dust  and  cobwebs  of  the  schools 
>  See  Paradise  Lost,  book  iv,  verse  810. 
«  Fonnerly  the  bird  of  Minerva,  but  by  the  mo- 
dtnis  ascribed  to  Dullnesi. 


For  me  have  charms  no  more  i  . 
The  gros^  Minerva  of  our  days. 
In  mighty  bulk  my  leam'd  Essays  > 

Reads  joyful  o'er  and  o'er. 
Led  by  her  halid  a  length  of  time. 
Thro*  sense  «nd  nonsense,  piose  and  rhyart^ 

I  beat  my  painful  way ; 
Long,  long,  revolv'd  the  mystic  page 
Of  many  a  Dutch  and  German  sage. 

And  hop'd  at  last  fur  day. 
But,  as  the  mole,  hkl  under  ground. 
Still  works  more  dark  as  morejptvlhand. 

So  all  my  toils  were  vain : 
For  truth  and  sense  indignant  fly. 
As  for  as  oconn  fipom  the  sky. 
From  all  the  formal  train. 
The  Stagyrite  «,  whose  fruidul  qoHl 
O'er  free-bom  nature  kmls  it  still, 

Sostain'd  by  form  and  phrase 
Of  dire  portent  and  solemn  sound. 
Where  meaning  seldom  can  be  foimd. 

From  me  shall  gain  no  praise. 
But  you,  whowooM  be  truly  wise. 
To  Nature's  light  unveil  your  eyes. 

Her  gentle  oill  obey  ; 
She  leads  by  no  fkbe  wand'rtng  glare^ 
No  voice  amtnguons  strikes  your  ear. 

To  bid  3roo  vainly  stray. 
Not  in  the  gk>omy  eell  recluse. 
For  noble  deeds  or  gen'rous  views. 

She  bids  us  w^tch  the  night ; 
Fair  Virtue  shines,  to  all  di^ay'd. 
Nor  asks  the  tardy  schoolman's  aid. 

To  teach  us  what  is  right 
Pleasure  and  pain  she  sets  in  view, 
An<i  which  to  shun,  and  which^puninet 

Instructs  her  pupil's  heart  : 
Then,  letter'd  pride,  say,  what  thy  gain^ 
To  QiAsk,  with  so  much  fruitlen  pain. 

Thy  ignorance  with  art  } 
Thy  stiff  grimace,  and  awful  tone. 
An  idiot's  wonder  move  alone  ; 

And,  spite  of  all  thy  rules. 
The  wise  in  ev'ry  age'ooocUide, 
Thy  foirest  prospects,  rightly  view'd. 

The  Paradise  of  Fools. 
The  gamester's  hope,  when  doom'd  to  loee^ 
The  joys  of  wine,  the  wanton's  vows. 

The  fiuthless  calm  at  sea. 
The  courtier's  word,  the  crowd's  applause^ 
The  Jesuit's  faith,  the  sense  of  laws. 

Are  not  more  fidse  than  thee. 
Blest  he  !  who  sees,  without  surprise. 
The  various  systems  fall  and  rise. 

As  shifts  the  fickle  gale ; 
While  all  their  utmost  force  exert. 
To  wound  the  (oe's  unguarded  pari^ 
And  all  alike  prevaiL 


'  llie  author,  like  others  of  greater  name,  bad 
fbrmeriy  attempltd  to  dsmooftrate  matters  of  lact 
k  priori. 

«  Aristotle,  inventor  of  syllogiMAt>  U  itAcli  noly  f 
mentKMied  bese. 
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Thus  fsicred  banU  *  of  yore  ha?e  sung), 
Hijfh  Hear'n  with  martial  clamours  rung. 

And  cJt*edt  of  mortal  irrath  ; 
When  cranes  and  pigmies  jHory  sought, 
And  in  the  fields  of  ether  fought, 

V^'ith  mutual  wounds  and  death. 
I^  Lofric'g  sons,  mechanic  throng. 
Their  sylloeistic  war  prolong, 
Aud  reason's  empire  boast  : 
Insbrin'd  in  deep  congenial  gloom, 
£temal  wrangling  be  tbeir  doom. 

To  troth  and  nature  lost  ! 
Amu8*d  by  fancy's  fleeting  fire. 
Let  Malebranche  *  still  for  Truth  inquire. 

And  i»ck  his  aehing  sight : 
WTiilc  the  coy  goddess  wings  her  way. 
To  scenes  of  uncreated  day, 
Absorbed  in  dazzling  light. 
V^lth  firmer  step  and  graver  guise. 
Whilst  Locke  *  in  conscious  triumph  tries. 

Her  dwelling  to  explore  ; 
Swift  *he  eludes  his  ardent  chace, 
A  shadow  courts  his  fond  embrace, 
Which  Hobbes  "  careasM  before. 
Let  Dodwell  »  with  the  fathers  join. 
To  strip  of  energy  divine 

The  heav'n-descended  soul ; 
The  test  of  aense  let  Berkley  9  ,corn. 
And  both  on  borrowed  pinions  borne. 

Annihilate  the  whole. 
In  academic  Tales  retir*tl, 
With  Plato's  love  and  beauty  fir*d. 

My  steps  let  candour  guide ; 
Pt  tetiets  vain  ui^>repossest, 
TJio«  lawless  tyrants  of  the  br?ast, 

Ofi^aring  of  zeal  and  pride  ! 
Or,  while  thro'  Nature's  walks  I  stray. 
Would  Truth's  bright  source  emit  one  ray. 

And  all  my  soul  inflame ; 
Creation,  and  her  bonnteous  laws, 
Her  order  fix*d,  her  glorious  cause, 
Sboold  be  my  &v'rite  theme. 
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AN  ODE 
TO  MR&R 


OB  THl  DEATH    OF  A   PROMISIKO    INFAMY. 

WmtR,  toucb'd  with  all  thy  temler  pain. 
The  Muses  breathe  a  mournful  strain, 

*  See  Homer. 

*  He  thought  the  medium,  by  which  sensible  per- 
ceptions were  conveyed  to  us,  was  God  ;  in  wbose 
essence  taith  was  seen»  as  in  a  mirror. 

«  His  account  of  nrtue  differs  not  much  from  that 
of  the  leviathan. 

'The  autlior  of  the  last  mentioned  piece  ;  who 
denied  the  diatioction  between  vice  and  virtue,  aud 
•ffirmed  power  and  right  to  be  tlie  same. 

*  He  attempted  to  prove  Uie  natural  mortalitj* 
of  the  soul,  and  quoted  Uie  fathers  in  favour  of  hi^ 
opinioo. 

»  Author  of  Dialoguw  on  tha  Non-existence  of 
Matter. 
Vol.  XVHL 


O  !  lift  thy  languid  eye  J 
O  !  deign  a  calm  auspicious  car j 
The  Muse  shall  yield  thee  tear  for  tear. 

And  mingle  sigh  with  sigh. 

Not  for  the  Thracian  bard,  whose  lyre 
Could  rocks  and  woods  with  soul  inspire. 

By  jealous  fury  slain, 
While  murmVing  on  his  trembling  tongue 
Eurydice  imperfect  hung. 

The  nine  could  more  complain. 

Ah  !  say,  harmonious  sisters,  say  : 
When  swift,  to  pierce  the  lovely  prey. 

Fate  took  its  cruel  aim  ; 
When  lansuisl^'d  ev'ry  tender  grace. 
Each  op'ning  bloom  that  ting'd  his  face. 

And  pangs  cpnvub*d  his  frame : 
Say,  could  no  song  of  melting  woe. 
Revoke  the  keen  determin'd  blow. 

That  clos'd  his  sparkling  e5'e? 
Tlius  roses  oft,  by  early  doom. 
Robb'd  of  their  blush  and  sweet  perfume. 

Grow  pale,  recline,  and  die. 

Pale,  pale  and  cold  the  beauteous  fi^me  \ 
Nor  salient  pulse,  nor  vital  flame, 

A  mother's  hopes  restore  : 
fn  vain  keen  anguish  tears  her  breast, 
By  ev'ry  temlcr  mark  exprest. 

He  lives,  he  smiles  no  more  ! 

Such  is  the  fate  of  human  kmd ; 
The  fairest  form,  the  brightest  mind, 

Can  no  exemption  know  : 
Tbp  mighty  mandate  of  the  sky, 
"  That  man  when  bom  begins  to  die," 

Extends  to  all  below. 

In  vain  a  mother's  pray*rs  ascend, 
Should  nature  to  her  sorrows  lend 

The  native  voice  of  smart ; 
In  vain  would  plaints  their  force  essay 
To  hold  precarious  life  one  day. 

Or  Fate's  dread  hand  avert. 

Pix'd  as  the  rock  that  braves  the  main, 
Fix'd  as  the  poles  that  all  sustain. 

Its  purpose  stands  secure : 
The  himible  hynd  who  toils  for  bread. 
The  scepter'd  hand,  the  laurel'd  head. 

Alike  confess  its  pow'r. 

Since  time  began,  the  stream  of  woes 
Along  its  rapid  current  flows ; 

Still  swells  the  groan  profound  ; 
While  age,  re-echoing  still  to  age. 
Transmits  the  annals  of  its  rage. 

And  points  the  recent  wound. 

\^'hen  human  hopes  stiblimest  towV, 
Then,  wanTon  in  th'  excess  of  powV 

The  tyrant  throws  them  down  j 
The  orphan  early  mbb'd  of  aid, 
The  widow'd  wife,  the  pli.i;hted  maid. 

His  sable  triumph  crown. 

At  length  to  life  and  joy  return  ; 

Man  was  not  deslin'd  snll  to  mourn, 
A  prey  to  endless  pain  : 

Hcav'n's  various  Land,  the  heart  to  form, 

With  hli>s  and  anguish,  calm  and  storm, 
Diversilies  the  scene :  ^^  1 
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But  hides  wHh  care  fronj  human  eyes. 
What  bliss  beyond  this  prospect  lies ; 

Lest  we,  witb  life  opprest, 
Should  grieve  its  burden  to  endure, 
Aodf  with  excursion  premature. 

Pursue  eternal  rest 

From  disappointment,  grief,  and  care. 
From  every  pang  of  sharp  despair, 

T^y  charmer  wings  his  way  ; 
And,  while  new  scenes  his  bosom  fire. 
He  learns  to  strike  the  golden  lyre. 

And  Heaven  retounds  his  lay. 
Lo  f  where  his  saered  reliques  lie^ 
Immortal  guardians  from  the  sky 

Their  silver  wings  display  ; 
Till,  bright  emerging  from  the  tomb. 
They  rise  to  Heav'n,  their  destined  home. 

And  hail  eternal  day. 


j4N  ode. 


WRITTBM   WUBM   SICK. 


O  PRIMS  of  life  !  O^Uste  of  joy  ! 
Whither  so  early  fla  you  fly  ? 
Scarce  half  your  transient  sweetness  known. 
Why  are  you  vanished  ere  full-blown  ? 

The  beauteous  progeny  of  spring, 
That  tinge  the  zephyr's  fragrant  wing. 
Each  tender  bloom,  each  short-1iT*d  flow'r. 
Still  flonnsh  till  their  destine  hour  : 
Your  winter  too,  too  soon  wiB  come, 
And  chill  in  death  your  vernal  bloom. 

On  my  wan  cheek  the  colour  dies, 
Suffused  and  languid  roll  mine  eyes; 
Cold  horrours  thrill  each  sick'uing  vein;. 
Deep  broken  sighs  my  bosom  strain  ; 
The  telient  pulse  of  health  gives  o*er. 
And  life  and  pleasure  are  no  more. 


AN  ODE 

^  TO  HEALTH. 

MnTREE  of  all  human  joys. 
Rosy  cheeks,  and  sparkling  eyes; 
In  whose  train,  fur  ever  gay. 
Smiling  Loves  and  Graces  play : 
If  complaints  thy  soul  can  move, 
Or  music  charm,  the  voice  of  Love ! 
Hither,  goddess,  ere  too  late, 
Tum,and  stop  impending  fete. 

Over  earth,  and  sea,  <U)d  sky. 
Bid  thy  airy  heralds  fly ; 
With  each  balm  which  Nature  3rieldft 
From  the  gardens,  groves^  and  fields,. 
From  each  flow'r  of  varied  bue. 
From  each  herb  that  sips  the  dew. 
From  each  tree  of  fragrant  bloom. 
Bid  the  gales  their  wings  perfume  ; 
And,  around  fair  Celia's  hea^* 
All  the  mingled  incense  shed : 
Till  each  living  sweetness  rise, 
Faiot  her  cheeks,  and  arm  her  cyci. 


Mild  as  ev'nii^'s  hnmid^  nXt^  ' 
Yet  awfiil  as  the  blaze  of  day. 

Celia  if  the  fetes  restore, 
Love  and  beauty  weep  no  more : 
But  if  they  snatch  the  lovely  priz*. 
All  that's  fetr  in  CeUa  dies. 


jIN  ODE 


TO   A   LriTLB  CIRt  WHOM   I  HAD  OFFXVDf  D  7 
WRrTTEtf   AT  TWELVE  YBABf   07  AGE. 

How  long  shall  I  attempt  in  vain 

Thy  smiles,  my  angel,  to  regain  ? 

ril  kiss  your  hand,  Til  weep,  V\\  kneel :  \ 

Will  nought,  fair  t3rrant,  reconcile  ? 

That  goldfinch,  wiUi  her  painted  wings. 

Which  gayly  looks,  and  sweetly  smgs; 

That,  and  if  aught  I  have  more  fine. 

All,  all  my  charmer,  shall  be  thine. 

When  next  mamma  shall  prove  severe, 
I'll  interpose,  and  save  my  dear. 
Soften,  my  fkir,  those  angry  eyes, 
Nor  tear  thy  heart  with  broken  agfos : 
Think,  while  that  tender  breast  tbey  itrmta. 
For  thee  what  abguish  I  sustain. 

Should  but  thy  feir  companions  view. 
How  ill  that  frown  becomes  thy  brow  ; 
With  fear  and  grief  in  ev»ry  eye. 
Each  would  to  each,  astonish'd,  cry, 
"  Heav'ns  \  where  is  all  her  sweetne«  flown  f 
How  strange  a  figure  now  she's  grown  I 
Ron,  Nancy,  let  us  run,  lest  we 
Grow  pettish,  aukward  things,  a^  she." 

Tib  done,  tis  done  ;  my  cherub  smilef. 
My  griefe  suspends,  my  fears  beguiles : 
How  the  qvick  pleasure  heaves  my  breast  f 
Ah  I  itiU  be  kind,  and  Til  be  blest  I 


TO  LESBIA, 

TRAHSLATtO  PROM  CATtJfXUt.. 

Tho'  sour,  loquacioos  age  reprove. 
Let  us,  my  Lesbia,  live  for  love : 
For,  whenthe  short-Iiv»d  suns  decline,' 
They  but  retire  more  bright  to-shine; 
But  we,  when  fleeting  life  b  o'er 
And  light  and  love  can  bless  no  mofe^ 
Are  ravish'd  firom  each  dear  delight. 
To  sleep  one  long  eternal  night 
Give  moiof  kisses  balmy  store, 
Ten  thousand,  and  ten  thousand  more; 
Still  add  ten  thousand,  doubly  sweet ; 
The  dear,  dear  number  still  repeat : 
And,  when  the  sum  so  high  shall  swell. 
Scam  thought  can  reach,  or  toogoe  can  tell  j 
Let  ns  on  kisses  kisses  crowd. 
Till  number  sndc  hi  multittide ; 
Lest  our  full  bliss  should  limits  know. 
And  others,  nnmb'rtQgk  entioos  grow. 
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OLD  SCOTTISH  SONG. 

&KI  robb*d  of  all  that  charm'd  my  fiew^ 

Of  all  my  soul  e'er  fancied  fiur. 
Ye  aailiog  natiTe  sceoes,  adieu  ! 

With  each  delightful  olgect  ihere. 
Ye  rales,  which  to  the  raptured  eye 

DiKWd  the  flow'ry  pride  of  Miy  ; 
Ye  cirdii^  hills,  whose  summits  high 

Blush'd  with  the  morniog's  earliest  ray : 
"Where,  heedless  oft  how  for  I  strayed. 

And  pleas'd  my  ruin  to  pursue ; 
I  ang  my  dear,  my  cruel  maid : 

Adieu  for  ever  !  ah  !  adieu  ! 
Ye  dear  associates  of  my  breast. 

Whose  hearts  with  ^ecaless  somow  swell ; 
AttTthoQ,  with  hoary  age  opprest. 
Dear  author  of  my  life,  &rewel  I 
fcrme.  alas  »  thy  fruiilesa  tears, 

fv,  fer  remote  from  firiends  and  home, 
SUl  blast  thy  venerable  years. 

And  bend  thee  piniDg  to  the  tomb« 
ftttp  are  the  pangs  by  nature  felt, 

Firom  dear  relsitioos  torn  away. 
Yet  sharper  panga  my  vitals  melt. 
To  hopeless  love  adestin'd  prey: 
While  she,  as  angry  Heaven  and  main 
Deaf  to  the  helpless  sailor's  pray'r, 
Eqoyimy  soul-coii'uuiinj:  pain. 

And  viotOQs  with  my  deep  despair. 
fnm  cursed  gold  what  ills  arise  ! 

W^  horrours  life's  fair  prospect  stain  ! 
"ws  blast  their  friends  withr  angry  eyes. 

And  brothen  Meed,  by  brothers  slain. 
fc»  cursed  gold  I  trace  my  woe ;  " 

Ondd  I  this  splendid  mischief  buast, 
Kw  would  my  tears  nnpitied  flow, 

Kbt  would  my  sighs  hi  air  be  lost 
Ak  5  when  a  mother's  cruel  care 

Non'd  me  an  infant  on  the  breast, 
"•d  eariy  fate  snrpris'd  me  there. 

And  wrapt  me  in  eternal  rest : 
Acs  bad  this  breast  ne'er  leam'd  to  beat, 
^>d  tremble  with  nnpitied  pain  ; 
w  bad  a  maid's  relentless  hate, 

^•tt,  er'n  in  death,  deplor'd  in  ▼afai. 
^^Mn  the  pleasmg  t^k  of  lore. 
With  ev'ry  winning  art  Itry'd 
To  QMch  the  coyly  flott'ring  dove. 

With  killing  eyes  and  plumy  pride : 
BsLfiir  on  nimble  pinions  borne 

^om  fcjreH  warm  gales  and  flow'ipy  plains, 
*e  sought  the  northern  climes  of  scorn, 

Who*  ever«fireezing  winter  reigns. 
Ak  Be  ?  had  Heav'n  and  she  pror'd  kind. 

Then  fan  of  age,  and  free  from  care, 
Hw  West  had  I  my  life  lesign'd, 

^ffhen  fint  1  breath'd  this  vital  air  I 
^  since  no  flatfnog  hope  remains, 
^  me  my  wretched  lot  pursue : 
«*.  dear  friends,  and  native  scenes. 
To  all,  bnt  grief  iiid  love,  adieu ! 


^  SOKG: 


to   TH£  TU-Hi   OF  THE  BRAES  OP  BALLANDYNE. 

Beneath  a  green  shkde,  a  lovely  young  swain. 
One  ev'ning  reclin'd,  to  discover  his  pain : 
So  sad,  yet  so  sweetly,  he  warbled  his  woe. 
The  wiud^  ceas'd  to  breathe,and  ihe  fountains  to  flow: 
Rude  winds,   with  compassion,   could   hear    him 

complain  j 
Yet  Chloe,  less  gentle,  was  deaf  to  his  strain. 
Z^^^  happy,"  he  cry'd,  "  my  moments  once  flew  ! 
Ere  Chloe's  bright  charms  first  flash'd  in  my  view  : 
These  eyenthen  with  pleasure  the  dawn  could  survey ; 
Nor  smilM  the  fair  morning  more  cheerful  then  they: 
Now  scenes  of  distress  please  only  my  sight  5 
I'm  tortu^d  in  pleasure,  and  languish  in  light.    ' 
"  Through  changes  in  vain  relief  I  pureue  j 
All,  all  but  conspire  my  griefs  to  renew : 
From  sunshine  to  zephyrs  and  shades  we  repair  ; 
To  sunshine  we  fly  from  too  piercing  an  air: 
But  love's  ardent  fever  butns  always  the  same; 
No  winter  can  cool  it,  no  summer  inflame. 
"  But  see  !  the  pale  Moon  all  clouded  retires ; 
The  breezes  grow  cool,  not  Strepbon's  dciires  : 
I  fly  from  the  dangers  of  tempest  and  wind, 
Yet  nourish  the  madness  that  preys  on  my  mind. 
Ah  wretch  I  how  can  life  thus  merit  thy  care,  [pair?" 
Since  length'niug  its  moments,  but  lengthens  d^ 


THE  RAVISHED  SHEPHERD, 
A  SONG. 

Azure  dawn,  whose  cheerful  ray 

Bids  all  Nature's  beauties  rise. 
Were  thy  glories  doubly  gay. 

What  art  thou  to  Chloe's  eyes  ? 
Boast  no  more  thy  rosy  light,  • 

if  Chloe  smile  thee  into  night. 
Gentle  Spring,  whose  kind  return 

Spreads  diffusive  pleasure  round. 
Bids  each  breast  enamour'd  bum. 

And  each  flame  with  bliss  be  cruwn'd  ; 
Should  my  Chloe  leave  the  plain. 
Fell  winter  soon  would  blast  thy  reign.      » 
Ev'ry  charm,  whose  high  delight 

Sense  enjuys,  or  soul  admires ; 
All  that  ardour  can  excite. 

All  excited  love  requires. 
All  that  Heav'n  or  Earth  call  fair. 
View  Chloe's  face,  and  read  it  there. 


A  PASTORAL  SONG. 

Sandt,  the  gay,  the  bloomii)g  swain. 

Had  lang  frae  love  been  free ; 
Lang  made  ilk  heart  tiiafflll'd  the  plain 

Dance  quick  with  harmless  glee. 
As  blythsome  lambs  tbftt  scour  the  green. 

His  mind  was  unconstrain'd  ; 
Kae  face  could  ever  fix  his  een, 

Nae  sang  bis  car  detam'd* 
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AI) !  luckless  youth  !  ashortliv'djoy 

Thy  cruel  fotc$  decree ; 
Fell  tods  shall  on  thy  lambkins  prey, 

And  love  mair  fell  on  thee. 
Twas  e*er  the  Sun  exhal'd  the  dew, 

Ae  morn  of  cheerful  May, 
Forth  Girzy  walk'd,  the  flow'rs  to  view, 

A  flowV  mair  sweet  than  they  1 
Like  sunbeams  sheen  her  waving  locks ; 

Her  een  like  stars  were  bright ; 
The  rose  lent  blushes  to  her  obeek ; 

The  Kly  purest  white. 
Jimp  was  her  waist,  like  some  tall  pine 

That  keeps  the  woods  in  awe ; 
Her  limbs  like  iv^ry  columns  tam'd, 

Her  breasts  like  hills  of  snaw. 
Her  robe  aromad  her  loosely  thrown, 

Gave  to  the  shepherd's  een 
What  fearless  innocence  would  show ; 

The  rest  was  all  unseen. 
He  6x^1  his  look,  he  sigh'd,  he  quakM, 

His  culbnr  wetlt  and  came ; 
Dark  grew  his  een,  his  ears  resound. 

His  breast  was  all  on  flame. 
Nae  mair  yon  glen  repeats  his  sang. 

He  jokes  and  smiles  nae  mair ; 
Unplaited  now  his  cravat  hung, 

Undrest  bis  chesnut  hair. 
To  him  how  hmg  the  shortest  night ! 

How  dark  the  brightest  day  ! 
Till,  with  the  slow  consuming  fire» 

His  life  was  worn  away. 
Far,  fiir  frae  shepherds  and  their  flocks, 

Opprest  with  care,  he  lean'd ; 
And,  m  a  mirky,  beachen  shade. 

To  hills  and  dales  thus  plean'd  : 
"  At  length,  my  wayward  heart,  return. 

Too  far,  alas  !  astray : 
Say,  whence  you  caught  that  bitter  smart. 

Which  works  me  such  decay. 
"  Ay  me  !  Hwas  Love,  'twas  Girzy 's  charms. 

That  first  began  my  woes ; 
Could  be  sae  saft,  or  she  sae  fair. 

Prove  such  relentless  foes  ? 
••  Fierce  winter  nips  the  sweetest  flower; 

Keen  lightning  rives  the  tree  j 
Bleak  mildew  taints  the  fairest  crop. 

And  love  has  blasted  me. 
'*  Sagacious  hounds  the  foxes  chase ;  ' 

The  tender  lambkins  they ; 
Lambs  follow  close  their  mother  ewes. 

And  ewes  the  blooms  of  May. 
«*  Sith  a'  that  live,  with  a'  their  might. 

Some  dear  delight  pursue ; 
Cease,  ruthless  maid !  to  scorn  the  hteart 

That  only  pants  for  you. 
"  Alas !  for  griefc,  to  htfr  onken'd, 

What  pity  can  I  gain  ? 
And  should  she  ken,  yet  loVe  refuse, 

Could  tliat  redresi  my  pain  } 
*'  Come,  Death,  my  wan,  my  fipozen  brideji 

Ah  !  close  thoBe  wearied  eyes : 
But  Death  the  happy,  still  pursues. 
Still  from  the  wreUbed  flics. 


"  Could  wealth  ayail ;  what  wealth  is  muie 

Her  high-bom  mind  to  bend  ? 
Hees  are  those  wide  delightful  plains, 

And  her's  the  flocks  I  tend, 
"  What  tho»,  whene'er  I  tun'd  my  pipe. 

Glad  fairies  heard  the  sound. 
And,  clad  in  freshest  April  green. 

Aft  tript  the  circle  round : 
«*  Break,  laadwaid  clown,  thy  dinsome  reed. 

And  brag  thy  kkdl  nae  mair  : 
Qin  aUght  that  gies  na  Girzy  joy, 

Be  worth  thy  lightest  care  ? 
"  Adien !  ye  harmless,  sportive  flocks! 

Who  now  your  lives  shall  guard  ? 
Adieu !  my  faithful  dog,  who  oft. 

The  pleasing  vigil  shar'd : 
"  Adieu  I  ye  plains,  and  light,  anes  sweet. 

Now  painful  to  my  view : 
Adieu  to  life;  and  thou,  mair  dear. 

Who  caus'd  my  death ;  adieu!" 


^  PASTORAL 
ON  THE  DEATH  OF  STELLA. 

mSCRlBBD  TO  HER  SISTEt. 

See  on  those  ruby  lips  the  trembling  breath. 
Those  cheeks  now  faded  at  the  blast  of  death  ; 
Cold  is  that  breast  which  warm'd  the  world  bcfbrc. 
And  those  lote-darting  eyea  shall  roll  no  more. 

POFB. 

Now  purple  ev'ning  ting'd  the  W«e  serene. 
And  milder  breezes  ftinn'd  the  verdant  plain  ; 
Beneath  a  blafijted  oak's  portentous  shade. 
To  speak  his  grief,  a  pensive  swain  was  laid : 
Binis  ceas'd  to  warble  at  the  mournful  sound  ; 
The  UughinjJ  landscape  sadderfd  all  a)X>und : 
Jor  Stella's  fate  he  breath'd  his  tuneful  moan, 
Love,  Beauty,  Virtue,  mourn  your  darting  gone  I 

O  thou !  by  stronger  ties  than  blood  ally'd. 
Who  dy'd  to  pleasure,  when  a  sister  dy*d  » ; 
Thou  living  image  of  those  charms  we  lost. 
Charms  which  exuhing  Nature  once  might  boast ! 
Indulge  the  plaintive  Muse,  whose  simple  straiB 
KepeaU  the  heart-felt  anguish  of  the  swam : 
For  Stella's  fate  thus  flow'd  his  tuneful  moan. 
Love,  Beauty,  Virtue,  mourn  yonr  darling  gone  ! 

"  Are  happmess  and  joy  for  ever  fled. 
Nor  haunt  the  twilight  grove,  nor  sonny  glade  f 
Ah  !  fled  for  ever  from  my  longing  eye ; 
With  Stella  bom,  with  Stella  too  they  die : 
Die,  or  with  me  your  brightest  image  moan ; 
Love,  Beauty,  Virtue,  mourn  your  darling  gone  ! 

«*  Sweet  to  the  thirsty  tongue  the  chrystal  stream. 
To  nightly  wand'rers  sweet  the  morning  beam ; 
Sweet  to  the  witlier»d  grass  the  gentle  nhow'r^ 
To  the  fond  lover  sweet  the  nuptial  hour ; 
Sweet  fragrant  gardens  to  the  lab'ring  bee, 
And  lovely  Stella  once  was  Hcav'n  to  me  : 
That  Hcav*n  is  faded,  and  those  joys  are  flown. 
Love,  Beauty,  Virtue,  mourn  your  darKng  gone  f 

1  Mrs.  M*Culloch,  a  lady  distinguished  for  cvagr 
personal  grace  and  qualification  of  mind,  which 
could  adorn  her  sex  and  nature. 
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"Ah !  where  is  now  that  form  which  charni'd  my 
fight? 
ik '  where  that  wisdom,  sparkling  heav'nly  bright  ? 
Ab  ?  where  that  sweetness  like  the  lays  of  spring, 
When  breathe  its  flow'rs,  and  all  its  warblers  sing  ? 
Now  Me,  ye  flow're,3re  warblers,  join  my  moan ; 
ivve,  Beauty,  Virtoe,  mourn  vour  darling  gone  ? 

'*Ahme!  tbo*  winter  desolate  the  field, 
Apm  shall  (low'rs  their  blended  odours  yield ; 
i|ain  shall  birds  the  vernal  season  hail, 
iad  beauty  paint,  and  music  charm  the  vale : 
Bat  the  00  more  to  bless  me  shall  appear ; 
No  more  her  aogel  voice  enchant  my  ear ; 
No  more  her  angel  smile  relieve  my  moan : 
Love,  Beauty,  Virtue,  mourn  yonr  darling  gone  !" 
He  eeas'd ;  fbi  mighty  grief  his  voice  supprest, 
(^U'd  all  bis  veins,  and  struggled  in  his  breast ; 
Froia  his  wan  cheek  the  rosy  tincture  flies ; 
The  lustre  languished  in  hb  closing  eyes : 
Too  scoQ  shall  life  retora,  unhappy  swain  ! 
lfi  with  retomiog  sense,  returns  thy  pain,  [moan ; 
KHs,  woods,  and  streams,  ivammd  the  shepherd's 
Lsve,  Beauty,  Virtue,  mourn  your  darling  gone  ! 


/i  PASTORAL. 

INSCRIBED  TO  EUANTHE. 

WiiuT  I  rehearse  unhappy  Damon's  lays, 
Atvhicb  bis  fleecy  charge  forgot  to  graze. 
With  drooping  h^ds  and  griev'd  attention,  stood, 
Norfriak'd  the  greon,oor  sought  the  ncighb'rmg  flood; 
Eneatial  Sweetness !  deign  with  me  to  stray. 
Where  yon  dose  shades  eicclude  the  heat  of  day ; 
Or  where  yon  fountain  murmurs  soft  along. 
Milt  with  his  temrs,  and  vocal  to  his  song ; 
There  hear  the  sad  relation  of  his  fate, 
Md  pity  aU  the  pains  thy  charms  create. 

dose  b  th*  adjacent  shade,  cooceal'd  from  view, 
I  Maid,  and  beard  him  thus  his  griefs  pursue. 

"  Awake,  my  BSnie !  the  soft  Sicilian  strain ; 
MiU  gleams  tbe  purple  ev'ning  o*er  the  plain ; 
liGM  fan  the  breeaes,  mild  the  waters  flow, 
Aad  Heav'n  and  Earth  an  equal  quiet  know ; 
With  ease  the  shepherds  and  their  flocks  are  blest. 
Aid  c*^  grief,  but  mine,  consents  to  rest 

**  Awake,  my  Mose,  the  soft  Sicilian  strain ; 
SeiEiB  noBibers  may  delude  my  pain : 
The  thirsty  field,  wluch-scorchhig  heat  devours. 
Is  ae'er  supply'd,  tho*  Heav'n  deKend  hi  sbow*rs : 
fnm  fle(w*r  to  flowY  the  bee  still  plies  her  wing, 
Of  sweeu  fawatiate,  tho*  she  drain  the  spring : 
SdR  from  thoae  eyes  love  calls  their  liquid  store, 
M,  when  t^r  carients  fiiil,  still  thirsu  for  more. 

**  Awake,  my  Mose !  the  soft  Sicilian  strain : 
Tet  why  to  ruthless  storms  should  I  complain  ? 
IM  storms  mad  death  itself  complaints  may  move, 
Bat  poaas  are  music  to  the  tyrant  Love. 
0  Love !  tby  genios  and  thy  force  1  know, 
Thy  bomiag  torch,  and  pestilential  bow : 
f  (om  some  fermented  tempest  of  the  main, 
At  oooe  oooimenc'd  th^  being,  and  thy  reign ; 
Non'd  by  fell  harpies  m  some  bowKng  wood» 
laorM  to  slaagfaler,  and  regal*d  with  blood : 
Kfllcatlesa  mischief !  at  whose  dire  command, 
A  MlUr  staiD'd  with  fiKal  Hood  her  hand  : 


Curst  boy !  corst  mother  I  which  most  impions,  say. 
She  who  could  wound »  or  he  who  could  betray  ? 

**  Awake,my  M'use  1  the  hoft  Sicilian  strain :  [tain. 
From  love  those  sighs  I  breathe,  those  plagues  sus- 
Why  did  I  first  Kuanihe's  charms  admire. 
Bless  the  soft  smart,  and  fan  the  growing  fire  } 
Why,  happy  still  my  danger  to  conceal. 
Could  I  no  ruin  fear,  till  sure  to  feel  ? 
So  seeks  the  swain  by  night  his  doubtful  way. 
Led  by  th'  insidious  meteor's  fleeting  ray ; 
Still  on,  attracted  by  th^  illusive  beam, 
He  tempts  the  faithless  marsh,  or  fatal  stream : 
Away  with  scorn  the  laughing  demon  files. 
While  shades  ctf  rual  seal  the  wretch's  eyes. 

'*  Awake,  my  Muse  !  the  soft  Sicilian  strain ; 
Ah  !  can  nu  laai,  no  darling  hop<*  remain,    f  twine. 
Round  which  my  soul  wiUi  all  her  strength  may 
And,  tho*  but  flatter'd,  call  the  treasure  mine  ?* 
Wretch  I  to  the  charmer's  sphere  canst  thou  ascend. 
Or  dar'st  thou  fiincy  she  to  thee  will  bend  ? 
Say,  shall  the  chirping  grasshopper  assume 
The  varied  accent,  and  tiie  soaring  plume ; 
Or  shall  that  oak,  the  tallest  of  his  race. 
Stoop  to  his  root,  and  meet  yon  shrub's  embrace  ? 

'*  Awake,  my  <Muse !  the  soft  Sicilian  strain ; 
Those  pallid  cheeks  how  long  shall  sorrow  stain  ? 
Well  I  remember,  O  my  soul  I  too  well. 
When  in  the  snare  of  faite  1  thoughtless  fell : 
Languid  and  sick,  she  sought  the  distant  shade. 
Where,  led  by  love  or  destiny,  I  stray'd  : 
There,  from  the  nymphs  retired,  depressed  she  lay, 
To  unremitting  pain  a  smiling  prey  : 
Ev'n  then  I  saw  her,  as  an  angel,  bright ; 
1  saw,  1  lov'd,  1  perishM  at  the  sight ;  ^ 

I  sighed,  I  blushM,  I  gaz'd  with  fix»d  surprise. 
And  all  my  soul  hung  raptur'd  in  my  eyes. 

«•  Forbear,  my  Muse  !  the  soft  Sicilian  strain  ; 
Which  Heav'n  bestows,  and  art  refines,  in  rain  : 
What  tho'  the  Heav'n-bom  Muse  my  temples  shade 
With  wreaths  of  fame,  and  bays  that  never  fade  ? 
What  tho'  the  sylvan  pow*rs,  while  I  complain. 
Attend  my  flocks,  and  patronize  my  strain  ? 
On  me  my  stars,  not  gifts,  but  ills  bestow. 
And  all  the  change  I  feel,  is  change  of  woe. 

**  But  see  yon  rock  projected  o'er  the  main. 
Whose  giddy  prospect  turns  the  gazer's  brain : 
Object  is  lost  beneath  its  vast  profound. 
And  deep  and  hoarse  below  the  surges  sound : 
Oft,  while  th'  unthinking  world  is  lost  in  sleep, 
My  sable  genius  tempts  me  to  the  steep; 
In  fancy's  view  bids  endless  horrours  move, 
A  barren  fortune,  and  a  hopeless  love, 
Life  has  no  charms  for  me ;  why  longer  stay  ? 
I  hear  the  gloomy  mandate,  and  obey. 
What !  fall  the  victim  of  a  mean  despair. 
And  crown  the  triumph  of  the  cruel  fair  ? 
No,  let  me  once  some  conscious  merit  show. 
And  tell  the  world,  I  can  survive  my  woe. 

"  Forbear,  my  Muse !  the  soft  Sicilian  strara : 
Fool !  wretched  fool !  what  firenzy  fires  thy  brain? 
See,  chok'd  with  weeds,  thy  languid  flow'rs  recline. 
Thy  sheep  unguarded,  and  unprop'd  thy  vine. 
At  length  recali'd,  to  toil  thy  hands  inure. 
Or  weave  the  basket,  or  the  fold  secure. 

"  What  tho'  her  cheeks  a  living  blush  display, ' 
Pure  as  the  dawn  of  Heav'n's  unclouded  day; 
Tho'  Love  from  cv'ry  glance  an  arrow  wings^ 
And  all  the  Musei  warble,  when  she  sings } 
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Forbear,  my  Muse !  the  soft  Sictlian  strain ; 
S<}iDe  nymph,  as  fair,  a  sprigbtUer  note  may  gain : 
There  are  who  know  to  prize  more  genuine  charms, 
AVhich  genius  brightens,  and  which  virtue  warms : 
Forbear,  my  Muse  !  the  soft  Sicilian  strain ; 
Some  nymph,  as  fiair,  may  smile  tho'  she  disdain." 


A  PASTORAL  ELEGY. 

THE  PLAINTIVE  SHEPHERD. 

Eheu  !  quidvoUii  misero  mihi  ?  floribus  austrum 
Perditus,  et  liquidis  immisi  ibntibus  apros. 

ViRC. 

Colin,  whose  lays  the  »hepberds  all  admire. 
For  Phoebe  long  consumed  with  hopeless  fire ; 
Nor  durst  his  tongue  the  hidden  smart  convey, 
'  Nor  tears  the  torment  of  his  soul  betray : 
But  to  the  wildness  of  the  woods  he  flies. 
And  vents  his  grief  in  unregarded  sighs : 
Ye  conscious  woods,  who  still  the  sound  retun. 
Repeat  the  tuneful  sorrows  of  the  swain. 

"  And  must  I  perish  then,  ah  cruel  maid  I 
To  early  fate,  by  love  of  thee,  betray 'fl  ? 
And  can  no  tender  art  thy  soul  subdue. 
Me,  dying  me,  with  milder  eyes  to  view  ? 
The  flow'r  that  withers  in  its  opening  bloom, 
Kobb'd  of  its  charming  dyes,  and  sweet  perfume ; 
The  tender  lamb  that  prematurely  pines, 
And  life's  untasted  joys  at  once  resigns ;  v 
For  these  thy  tears  in  copious  tributes  flow, 
For  these  thy  bosom  heaves  with  tender  woe? 
And  canst  thou  then  with  tears  their  fate  survey, 
While,  blasted  by  thy  coldness,  1  decay  ? 

*'  And  now  the  swains  each  to  their  cots  are  fled. 
And  not  a  warble  echoes  thro*  the  mead  ; 
Now  to  their  folds  titk  panting  flocks  retreat. 
Scorch 'd  with  the  summer  noon^s  relentless  heat : 
From  summer's  heat  the  shades  a  refuge  prove ; 
But  what  can  shield  my  heart  frem  fiercer  love  } 
All-bounteous  Nature  taught  the  fertile  field 
For  all  our  other  ills  a  balm  to  yield ; 
But  lo\e,  the  sharpest  pang  the  soul  sustains. 
Still  cruel  love  incurable  remains. 

"  Yet,  dear  destroyer !  yet  my  sufferings  hear : 
By  love's  kind  look,  and  pity^s  sacred  tear. 
By  the  strong  griefs  that  in  my  bosom  roll. 
By  all  the  native  goodness  of  thy  soul, 
Regard  my  bloom  declimng  to  the  grAve, 
And,  like  eternal  Mercy,  smile  and  save. 

"  What  tho'  U9  sounding  names  ray  race  adorn. 
Sustained  by  labour,  and  obscurely  born  ; 
With  faJrcst  flow'rs  theJiumble  vales  are  spread. 
While  endless  tempests  beat  the  mountain's  head. 
What  tho'  by  fate  no  riches  are  my  share  ; 
Riches  are  parents  of  eternal  care  ; 
While,  in  the  lowly  hut  and  silent  grove,        ^ 
Content  plays  smiling  with  her  sister  Love. 
W^hat  tho'  no  native  charms  my  person  grace, 
Nor  beauty  moulds  my  form,  nor  paints  my  face ; 
The  sweetest  fruit  may  often  pall  the  taste, 
While  sloes  and  brambles  yield  a  safe  repast* 

"  Ah !  prompt  to  hope,  forbear  thy  fruitless  strain  ; 
Th  hopes  are  frantic,  and  thy  lays  are  vain* 
Say,  can  thy  song  appease  the  stormy  deep 
"  lull  th'  impetuous  hurricane  asleep  ? 


Thy  numbers  then  her  ttedfast  soul  may  move, 
And  change  the  purpose  of  determin'd  love* 

"  Die,  Colin,  die,  nnr  groan  with  grief  oppreik  | 
Another  image  triumphs  in  her  breast } 
Another  soon  shall  call  the  l^r  his  own,      [crovn. 
And  Heav'n  and  Fate  seem  pleas'd  tiidr  wn  to 

**  Arise,  Menalcas,  with  the  dawn  arise ; 
For  thee  thy  Phoebe  looks  with  longing  eyes ; 
For  thee  the  shepherds,  a  delighted  throng. 
Wake  the  soft  reed,  and  hymeneal  song ; 
For  thee  the  hasty  virgins  rob  the  spring. 
And,  wrought  with  care,  the  nuptial  gariaad  bring* 

**  Arise,  Menalcas,  with  the  dawn  arise; 
Ev'n  time  for  thee  with  double  swiftness  flies : 
Hours  urging  hours,  with  all  their  speed  retire. 
To  give  thy  soul  whatever  it  can  desire. 

**  Yet,  when  the  priest  prepares  the  rites  divine, 
And  when  her  trembling  hand  is  clasp'd  in  thine, 
Let  not  thy  heart  too  soon  indulge  its  joys ; 
But  think  on  him  whom  thy  delight  destroys  I 
Thee  too  he  lov'd  j  to  thee  his  simple  heart. 
With  easy  faith  and  fondness  breath'd  its  smart: 
So  fools  their  flocks  to  sanguine  wolves  resign, 
So  trust  the  cunnine  fox  to  prune  the  viae. 
Think  thou  behold'stnim  from  some  gaping  woond 
Effuse  his  soul,  and  stain  with  blood  the  grouad : 
Think,  while  to  earth  his  pale  remains  they  bear, 
His  friends  with  shrieking  sorjnow  fnerce  thhie  ear : 
Or,  to  some  torrent's  headloiig  rage  a  prey. 
Think  thou  behold'st  him  floating  to  the  Sea. 

**  But  now  the  Sun  declines  his  radiant  head, 
And  rising  hills  prqject  a  length'ning  shade : 
Again  to  browze  the  greeu  the  flocks  return, 
Again  the  swains  to  sport,  and  I  to  moam  : 
I  homeward  too  must  beiid  my  painfiil  way. 
Lest  old  Damoetas  sternly  chide  my  stay.*' 
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While  far  remote,  thy  swain,  dear  Chk)e!  m^ 
Depriv'd  the  vital  sunshine  of  thine  esres ; 
Seven  summer  heats  already  warm  tl^  plains; 
In  stonns  and  snow  the  seventh  bleak  whiter  leigM : 
Yet  not  seven  years  revolving  sad  and  slow. 
Nor  summer'^  heats,  nor  winter's  storms  and  snow. 
Can  to  my  soul  the  smallest  ease  procure. 
Or  free  from  love  and  care  one  tedious  hour. 

Thee,when  from  Heav'n  descend  the  dews  of  mon, 
To  crop  the  verdant  mead  when  flocks  return ; 
Thee,  when  the  Sun  has  compass'd  half  his  way, 
And  darts  around  unsuflRnrable  day ; 
tliee,  when  the  ev'ning,  o'er  the  world  displayed. 
From  rising  hills  projects  a  length'ning  shade; 
Thee  Mil  I  s'mg,  unweary'd  of  my  theme. 
Source  of  my  song,  and  object  of  my  flame  ! 
Ev'n  night,  in  whose  dark  bosom  Nature  laid. 
Appears  one  blank,  one  undistinguish'd  riiade, 
Ev'n  night  m  vain,  with  all  her  hurrtnirs,  tries 
To  blot  thy  lovely  form  from  fancy's  eyes. 

When  short-livM  slambers,long  invok'd,  desoend| 
To  sooth  each  care,  and  ev'ry  sense  susprad. 
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?ii]l  to  ny  sight  once  more  thy  charms  appear ; 

Once  Bore  my  ardent  vows  salote  thine  ear ; 

Otoee  iBore  my  anxious  aool,  awake  to  bliss, 
Ml,  betrs,  detains  thee  io  her  close  embrace : 
biatt*nogf  thrilling,  gloiring  transport  tost, 
m  MBse  itsdf  in  keen  delight  is  lost.       •  [scene  * 

Rnmb  sleep  I  wake ;  bat,  oh  !  how  chaog'd  the 
The  efaarms  iUnsive,  and  the  pleasure  vain ! 
ITieday  returns ;  but  ah !  returning  day. 
When  «T^  grief  but  min^  admits  allay, 
Onthoe  tad  eyes  its  glory  darts  in  vain  ; 
Itiiight  restored,  restores  my  soul  to  pain. 

The  house  I  fly,  impeUM  by  wild  despair. 
As  if  my  griefi)  coidd  only  find  me  there. 
Lott  to  the  world,  thro*  lonely  fields  I  rove ; 
Viia  w»b  !  to  fly  from  destiny  and  love  ! 
fljr  waywaid  frenzy's  restless  impulse  led, 
liffo'  devious  wilds,  with  heedless  cour^,  I  tread : 
The  cave  remote,  the  dusky  woods  explore. 
Where  human  step  was  ne'er  imprest  before  : 
Aid,  vi&  the  native  accents  of  despair, 
^tigoe  the  conscious  rocks,  and  desert  air. 
Kind  Echo,  fsithfal  to  my  plaints  alone, 
Sghs  all  ray  sighs,  and  groans  to  ev*ry  groan. 
The  itieams,  familiar  to  the  v^ce  of  woe, 
Etch  BMNinrftil  sound  remnrmur  as  they  flow. 

Ofton  some  rock  distracted  I  complain, 
Wfaieh  hangs  projected  o*er  the  ruffled  main  : 
Oft  Tiev  the  azure  surges  as  they  roll, 
Afid  to  deaf  stomas  t&tse  my  frantic  soul. 
**  Attnd  my  somiws,  O  oerulean  tide !  ''«' 

Te  Uoe-cy'd  nymphs  that  thn/  the  billows  glide. 
Oh  I  waft  me  gently  o*er  your  rough  domain ; 
Let  me  at  length  my  darling  coast  attain : 
Or,  if  my  wishes  thus  too  much  implore, 
Aipvreck'd  and  gaspmg  let  me  reach  the  shore. 
While  wash'd  aloDg  the  floods  I  hold  my  way, 
Tb  es^  wind  and  ev*ry  wave  a-prey, 
I>mr  hope  and  love  shall  bear  my  struggling  frame. 
And  unestiBgBsbM  keep  the  vital  flame.*' 

Oft  to  the  hastening  zephyrs  have  I  said  : 
Too,  happy  gales  1  shall  fan  my  lovely  maid. 
So  nay  no  pointed  rocks  your  wings  deform ; 
So  may  your  speedy  journey  meet  no  storm. 
As  soft  yoa  whisper  round  my  hea;r'nly  fisir, 
fhy  00  her  breast,  or  wanton  with  her  hair  ; 
Faitfafal  to  love,  the  tender  message  bear. 
And  breathe  my  endless  sorrows  in  her  ear.'* 

How  oft  roo^  Bums  have  I  askM  in  vain  ! 
As  with  swift  wings  he  brush'd  the  foamy.maio : 
"  Blest  wind  !  who  late  my  distant  charmer  viewM, 
Stjf  has  her  soal  no  other  wish  pursued  * 
With  mmnal  fire,  say,  does  her  bosom  glow ; 
Feels  she  my  wound,  and  pities  she  my  woe  ?** 

Heedless  of  all  my  tears,  and  all  I  say. 
The  winds,  with  blustVing  fury,  wing  their  way. 
A  freezing  barrour,  and  a  chillmg  pain, 
ftoots  thro*  my  heart,  and  stagnates  ev'ry  vein. 
Ko  meal  pleasures  yield  my  soul  relief ; 
I^  melting  shepherd's  pipe  consoles  my  grief: 
The  choral  nymphs,  that  dancing  cheer  the  plain. 
And  Famv,  tho*  swoet  their  song,  yet  sing  in  vain. 
Brnf  to  tiie  voice  of  joy,  my  tortur*d  mnid 
Gn  only  room  for  love  and  anguish  finc^ : 
By  tbest  my  soul  and  all  its  wishes  caught, 
Cia  to  no  other  object  yield  a  thought. 
^  Lyeasca,  ridMbl  with  her  lyre  to  move 

r  wid^  and  melt  tba  soul  to  love : 


Melaenis  too,  with  cv'iy  sweetness  crownM, 
By  Nature  form*d  with  ev*ry  glance  to  wound : 
With  emulation  both  my  love  punme, 
And  both,  with  winning  arts,  my  passion  woo. 
The  freshest  bloom  of  youth  their  cheeks  display  ; 
Their  eyes  arc  armM  with  beauty's  keenest  ray ; 
Av*rice  itself  might  count  their  fleecy  store, 
(A  prize  beyond  its  wish  !)  and  pant  no  more. 

Me  oft  their  dow'rs  each  genVous  sire  has  told. 
An  hundred  playful  younglings  from  the  fold. 
Each  with  its  dam  ;  their  mothers  promise  more, 
Aud  oft,  and  long,  with  secret  gifts,  implore. 
Me  nor  an  hundred!  playful  younglings  move. 
Each  with  its  dam  ;  nor  wealth  can  bribe  my  love  ; 
Nor  all  the  griefs  th*  imploring  mothers  show ; 
Nor  all  the  secret  gifts  they  would  bestow ; 
Nor  all  the  tender  things  the  nymphs  can  say  ; 
Nor  all  the  soft  desires  the  nymphs  betray. 

As  winter  to  the  spring  in  beauty  yields. 
Languor  fo  health,  and  rocks  to  verdant  fields  ; 
As  the  fair  virgin's  cheek,  with  rosy  dye 
Blushing  delight,  with  lightning  arm'd  her  eye. 
Beyond  her  mother's  faded  form  appears, 
Mark'd  with  the  wrinkles  and  the  snow  of  years ; 
As  beauteous  Tweed,  and  wealth-importing  Thames 
Flow  each  the  envy  of  their  country's  streams . 
So,  loveliest  of  her  sex,  my  heav'niy  maid 
Appears,  and  all  their  fainter  glories  fade. 

Melaenis,  whom  love's  soft  enchantments  arm. 
Replete  with  charms,  and  conscious  of  each  charm. 
Oft  on  the  glassy  stream,  with  Mptur'd  eyes. 
Surveys  her  form  in  mimic  sweetness  rise ; 
Oft,  as  the  waters  pleas'd  reflect  her  face. 
Adjusts  her  locks,  and  heightens  ev'ry  grace  : 
Oft  thus  she  tries,  with  all  her  tuneful  art. 
To  reach  the  soft  accesses  of  my  heart. 
**  Unhappy  swain,  whose  wishes  fondly  stray. 
To  slow-consuming  fruitless  fires  a  prey  ! 
Say,  will  those  sighs  and  tears  fur  ever  flow 
In  hopeless  torment,  and  determin'd  woe  ? 
Our  fields,  by  Nature's  bounty  blest,  as  thine. 
The  mellow  apple  yield,  and  purple  vine  ; 
Those  too  thou  lov'st;  their  free  enjoyment  share. 
Nor  plant  vain  tedious  hopes,  and  reap  despair." 

Me  oft  Lycisca,  in  the  festive  train. 
Views  as  she  lightly  bounds  along  the  plain  : 
Straight,  with  dissembled  scorn,  away  she  flies  ; 
Yet  still  on  me  obliquely  turns  her  eyes : 
While,  to  the  music  of  her  trembling  strings. 
Amidst  the  dance  sweet  warbling,  thus  she  sings: 
**  No  tears  the  just  revenge  of  Heav'n  can  move; 
Heav'n's  just  revenge  will  pnnish  slighted  love 
I've  seen  a  huntsman,  active  as  the  mom. 
Salute  her  earliest  blush  with  sounding  horn  ; 
Pursue  the  bounding  stag  with  op'iiing  cries. 
And  slight  the  timid  hare,  his  easy  prize  : 
Then,  with  the  setting  Sun,  his  houads  restrain  ; 
Nor  bounding  stag,  nor  timid  hare  obtain. 
I've  seen  the  sportsman  latent  nets  display, 
To  catch  the  feather'd, warblers  of  the  spray ; 
Despise  the  fineh  tbatflutter'd  round  in  air. 
And  oourt  the  sweeter  linnet  to  his  snare : 
Yet  weary,  cold,  successless,  leave  the  plain ; 
Nor  painted  finch,  nor  sweeter  linnet,  gain. 
I've  seen  a  youth  the  polish'd  pipe  admire. 
And  sorn  the  simple  reed  the'swains  inspire : 
The  simple  reed  yet  cheers  each  tuneful  swain  j 
White  still  onblest  the  sebmer  pines  in  vaio. 
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Thus  ri<?hteous  *Icav'n  ch^lifles  wanton  pride. 
And  bids  mtemp^rate  insolence  subside."        [pa»n. 
Thus  breathe  the  am'rous  nymphs  their  fruitless 
In  ears  impervious  to  the  softest  strain. 
But  first  with  trembling  lambs  the  wolf  sliall  graze; 
First  hawks  with  linnets  join  in  social  lays; 
First  shall  the  fger's  sanguine  thirst  expire. 
And  timorous  fawns  the  lion  fierce  admire } 
Ere,  witb  her  lute  Lycisca  Uught  to  charm. 
This  dcstiuM  heart  ere  soft  Melaenis  warm. 
First  shall  the  finny  nation  leave  the  flood. 
Shadows  the  hills,  and  birds  the  vocal  wood  j 
The  winds  shall  cease  to  breathe,  the  strcaaas  to  flow; 
Ere  my  de«res  another  object  know. 
This  infant  bosom,  yet  in  lore  untaught. 
From  Chloe  fibt  the  pleasing  ardour  caught  i 
Chloe  shall  still  ito  faithful  enjpire  claim. 
Its  first  ambition,  and  ite  latest  aim  ! 
Till  ev*ry  wish  and  ev*ry  hope  be  o'er, 
And  life  and  love  ixjspiic  my  frame  no  mort. 


PBILANTUESt 


MONODY. 

IHSCRIBED  TO   M18B  D— Y    H YJ 

Occasioned  by  a  series  of  intcrestin?:  events  which 
happened  at  Dumfries  on  Friday,  June  12,  1752, 
particularly  that  of  her  fitther's  deaih. 

Quis  desiderio  sit  pudor,  aut  modus 
Tam  chari  capitis  ?  Pnecipe  Uigubres 
Cant  us  Melpomene,  cui  liquidam  pater 
Vocem  cum  cithaia  dcdit.  Hoiat. 

ARCUMBirr. 

The  subject  proposed.— Address  to  Miss  H y. 

— General  reflections  inspir'd  by  the  subject,  and 
previous  to  it. — ^Tlie  scene  opens  with  a  prospect 
of  Mrs.  M— -n*s  funeral  solemnity :  and  changes 
to  the  untimely  fate  of  a  beautiful  youth,  son  to 
Mr.  J— -s  H— -U,  whose  early  genius,  quick 
progress  in  learning,  and  gentle  dispositions,  in- 
spired his  friends,  with  the  highest  expectations 
of  his  riper  attainments. — Transition  to  the  death 

uf  Dr.  J s  H y,  physician :  his  character 

as  such :  the  general  sorrow  occasioned  by  his 
fate :  his  character  as  a  friend,  as  particulariy 
4qualificd  to  sooth  distress;  as  a  gentleman;  as 
an  husband ;  as  a  father :  his  loss  considered  in 
All  these  relations,  particularly  as  sustained  by 

-^i^  H: y  :  her  tender  care  of  him  during  his 

sickness  described.— The  piece  concludes  with  ao 
Apotheosis,  in  imiution  of  Virgil's  Daphnis. 

A  swAiTt,  whose  soul  the  taneftil  nine  iniame. 
As  to  his  western  goal  the  Sun  declia'd. 

Sung  to  the  list'ning  shades  no  common  theme  ; 
%Vhile  the  hoarse  breathings  of  the  hollow  wind. 
And  deep  resounSng  surge  in  concert  joinU 
Deep  was  the  sarge,  and  de^p  the  plaintive  song, 
lif^hile  all  the  sokmo  iixi^  'm  m^le  Attentiop 


Nor  thou,  fair  victim  of  to  just  a  woe ! 
Tho'  sUll  ihe  pan^  of  nature  swell  thy  heart. 
Disdain  tlie  faitbtul  Muse ;  whose  nuiubeis  flov 
Sacred;  alas !  to  sympathetic  sooart : 
For  in  tby-ggriefB  the  Muses  claim  a  part ; 
Tis  all  they  can,  in  social  tears  to  mourn,  [rarn. 
And  deck  with  cypress  wreaths  thy  dear  pateroal 
The  swain  began,  while  conscious  echoes  round 
Protract  to  sadder  length  bis  doleful  lay. 
Roll  on,  ye  streams,  in  cadence  more  profound : 
Ye  humid  vapours,  veil  the  face  of  day  : 

O'er  all  the  mournful  plain 

Let  night  and  sorrow  reign : 
For  Pan  » indignant  from  his  fields  retires, 

Once  haunts  of  gay  delight ; 

Now  ef  erv  sense  they  fright,  [ires. 

Resound  with  shneks  of  woe,  and  blaze  with  fwi'ial 

What  tho*  the  radiant  Sun  and  clement  sky 
Alternate  warmth  and  showers  dispense  below; 
Tho'  spring  presages  to  the  careful  eye. 
That  autumn  copious  with  her  fruits  shall  glow  } 
For  us  in  vain  her  choicest  blessings  flow : 

To  case  the  bleeding  heart,  alas  I  in  vain  [grain. 

Rich  swclU  the  purple  grape,  or  waves  the  goUea 
What  tammer-bfeeEe,  on  swiftest  pinions  borne, 
From  fate's  relentless  hand  iu  prey  can  save } 
What  snn  m  Death's  dark  regions  wake  the  mom, 
Or  warm  the  ooldiecessas  of  the  grave?       [beave 
Ah  wretched  man  I   whose  breast  mmce  Isams  to 

V^lth  kindling  life ;   when,  ere  thy  bod  is  Mown, 

Btemal  winter  breathes,  and  all  iU  sweets  are 
gone. 
Thou  all-enlivening  flame,  intensely  bright ! 
Whose  sacred  beams  illume  each  wandering  sphere. 
That  thro'  high  Heav'n  reflects  thy  trembling  light. 
Conducting  round  this  globe  the  varied  year  ; 
As  thou  pursu'st  thy  way. 
Let  this  revolving  day, 
Deep-ting'd  w'lih  conscious  gloom,  roll  slow  ak>og: 
In  sable  pomp  array'd, 
Let  uiglit  diflfuse  her  shade,  [throng. 

Nor  sport  the  checricss  hind,  nor  chant  the  vocal 

Scaree,  from  the  ardour  of  the  mid-day  gleun, 
Had  languid  nature  in  the  cool  reipir»d ; 
Scarce,  by  the  marghi  of  the  Silver  stream, 
Vaint  sung  ^e  birds  in  verdant  shades  retir*d; 
Scarce,  o*er  tho  thirsty  fieW  with  sun-shine  ftr'd. 
Had  ev>nhig  gales  the  sportive  wing  euay'd, 
When  soands  of  hopeless  woe  the  sUeot  scene 
invade. 
Sophronia,  long  for  ev'iy  virtue  dear 
That  grac'd  the  wife,  the  mother,  or  the  friend, 
Deprived  of  life,  now  pressVl  the  moumfiil  bicy, 
In  sad  procession  to  the  tomb  sustain'd. 
Ah  me !  in  vain  to  Heav'n  and  Karth  compWn'cf 
With  tender  cries  her  nnm'rous  orphan  train ;  ^ 
The  tears  of  wedded  love  prof^ise  were  shed  in 
vain. 
For  her,  was  grief  on  ev*ry  face  impress'd ; 
For  her,  each  bosom  heav'd  with  tender  sighs  t 
An  husband  late  with  all  her  virtues  bless'd» 
And  weeping  race  in  sad  ideas  rise : 
Fbr  her  depress'd  and  pale. 
Your  charms,  yc  Graces,  veil, 

1  God  of  Arcadia,  who  peooliarly  preiidei  ofcr 
loraliifie. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


PHIIANTHES:  A  MONODY. 


Ml 


Wteali  adon  vat  OMt  yo«r  dMef  dcUfki : 
Ye  ViftiMi,  aU  deplore 
Yflur  iowge,  mom  no  nore,  [night 

Aad  HyMB,  <  qneacfa  thy  toroh  in  teais  and  eodleti 
y«  yet  thcK  dismal  prospects  disappear 
Wtet  o'er  the  veeping  plain  new  borroura  rise, 
Aad  loader  aooeots  pieroe  each  frighted  ear, 
Aoceoti  of  frief  imbittcr'd  by  surprise  ! 
Fiantic  with  woe,  at  once  the  tumnlt  fliet, 
lb  natch  Adoiois  wasb'd  akmg  the  streani, 
Aod  ali  th*  cateoded  bank  le-ecboes  to  hit  name. 

Batf^d  OD  the  brink  the  veeping  matrons  stand. 
The  lorely  wreck  of  fbrlune  to  survey, 
Wbileo*er  the  flo«d  ht^  wav'd  his  beauteoot  hand. 
Or  io  coovaUiTe  anguish  straggling  lay. 
By  slow  de^retA  lb<?y  TiewM  his  force  decay, 
hi  firuiUess  efforts  to  regain  the  shore  : 
ney  TiewM  and  moaniM  his  £&te :    O  Uea?en ! 
they  could  no  more. 

Ye  Naiads  ',  guardians  of  the  fatal  flood. 
Was  beauty,  sweetneat,  youth,  no  more  yonr  care  ? 
Fbr  beauty,  sweetness,  youth,  your  pity  wooM, 
hwMiil  to  charm,  if  £ate  could  learn  to  spare. 

Stretcb*d  on  cold  earth  he  Ues ; 

While,  in  his  closiug  eyes, 
Xoaore  the  heav^n-illumin'd  lustre  sbioes| 

Hl^  cheek,  once  Nature's  pride. 

With  biootriing  roses  dy'd, 
To  onreknting  fate  iu  opUng  blush 


Dear  hapless  yooth  !  what  felt  thy  mother's  heart, 
Whea  ia  her  view  thy  lifelets  form  was  laid  ? 
Stch  angD-sh  when  the  soul  and  body  part,  * 
Ssch  agQoisiBg  pangs  the  frame  inTade. 
**  Wasthera  no  band,"  she  cry*d,  •«  my  child  toaid  ? 
CoaU  Heav'n  and  Earth  nnraor'd  his  fall  survey, 
Nor  iiwntfa'  insatiatt  wavet  redeem  Uietr  lovely 
piey? 

"  Did  I  for  this  my  tend'rest  cares  employ. 
To  Bonnsh  and  improve  thy  early  bloom  ? 
Aft  all  my  ri^ng  hopes,  my  promis'd  joy, 
^^tect  ia  death's  inexorable  gloom  ? 
^  mm  shall  life  those  Med  charms  relume, 

Iku  rip*onig  tweetnets !  sank  no  more  to  rim ! 

Thee  Kitorc  moimiB,  like  me,  with  food  maternal 

"  Vortone  and  lifle,  your  gifh  how  insecure ! 
Eov  Cur  you  promise  !  btit  bow  ill  perform  ! 
Ute  tender  fruit,  they  perish  premature,     fstorm. 
^eoech^  by  the   beam,  or  whelm'd  beneath  the 

For  tbee  a  firte  more  kind, 

IV  mother^  hopes  assigned, 
Tba  tbas  to  sink  in  eaHy  youth  dcplor'd : 

Bat  late  thoa  fied'st  my  siglk. 

Thy  parent's  dear  deligbt !  [stor'd  ?'* 

^  ait  thoa  to  my  aittt,  ah  !  art  thta  thns  re- 
Seme  these  ilk;  yet  heavier  still  impend, 
Th«aeiind  with  livelier  grief  the  smarting  ton] ; 
K  «« the  loog-coneeted  storm  deacead, 
^■^hgbtanigs  flash,  and  th«mder  shakes  the  pole ; 
^"^cttkooa,  solemn,  bud  its  mormurs  roll : 
^^WtfetmUtefiibiQCtAeM  the  tvemUing  himl 
Vitas  itatrmn  threat  tlwlabtma  of  maalfmrl. 


'Godof 


^Usfti 


For  scaroe  the  bitttr  aigh  aad  daap'aiog  gman 
In  fainter  cadence  died  away  in  air. 
When,  lo  !  by  late  a  deadlier  shaft  was  thrown. 
Which  open*d  ev*ry  source  of  deep  despair : 
As  yet  our  aouls  those  recent  sorrows  share. 
Swift  from  th'  adjacent  field  Menalcas  fliet, 
Wh'de  grief  tmpdt  hit  tteps;  aad  tears  bedew  hit 
eyes. 

"  Weep  OB,"  he  cry>d,  *<  let  teart  nomeatnreknew  ; 
Hence  from  thote  fieldt  let  pleasure  wing  her  way  : 
Ye  thadet,  be  hallow'd  from  thit  hour  to  woe: 
No  more  with  summer's  pride,  ye  meads,  ha  gay. 

Abl  why,  with  twettoett  crown'd. 

Should  snmmer  tmile  around  ? 
Philanthes  now  is  ndmber'd  with  the  dead  t 

Young  Health,  all  drown'd  in  tears, 

A  tivid  paleness  wears ; 
Dim  are  her  radiant  eyet,  and  all  her  rotet  fede. 
"  Him  bright  Hygeta  *,  in  life's  early  daw*. 
Thro'  Nature's  &v'rite  walks  with  transport  led. 
Thro'  woods  umbrageoos,  or  the  op'ning  lawn. 
Or  where  fresh  fountains  lave  the  flow'ry  mead : 
Their  summer's  treasures  to  his  view  display'd 
What  herbs  and  flow'rs  salubrious  juice  bestow. 
Along  the  lowly  vale,  or  monotain's  arduous  brow. 

'*  The  paralytic  nerve  hit  art  confess'd, 
Quick-'paoting  asthma,  and  conanroptioii  pale : 
Corrosive  pain  he  eoften'd  mto  rett. 
And  bode  the  fisver's  rage  no  more  prevmlL 
Unhappy  art !  decreed  at  last  to  &il. 
Why  linger'd  then  thy  salutary  pow'r. 
Nor  from  a  life  so  dear  repell'd  the  destin'd  hour? 

"  Your  griefi^  O  love  and  friendUiip,  how  severe  ! 
When  high  to  Heav'n  his  toul  pnrsird  her  flighty 
Your  movmg  plaints  still  vibrate  on  my  ear. 
Still  the  sad  virion  swims  before  my  tight. 

O'er  all  the  mourtifiil  scene. 

Inconsolable  pain. 
In  ev'ry  various  form,  appear'd  express'd : 
\    The  tear-distilling  eye. 

The  long,  deep,  broken  sigh,  [breast. 

Dittolv'd  eai^h  tender  soul,  an^  heav'd  in  ev'ry 

**  Such  were  their  woes,  and  oh !  how  just,  how  dne! 
What  tears  could  eqnal  such  immense  distress  } 
Time,  ccrre  of  lighter  ills,  must  oiin  renew. 
And  yean  the  tense  of  what  we  lose  mcreaae. 
From 'whom  shall  now  the  wretched  hope  redrest } 
Religion  where  a  nobler  sabject  find. 
So  favour'd  of  the  skies,  so  dear  to  human  kind  ? 
"  Fair  Friendship,  smiling  oh  his  natal  hoar. 
The  babe  selected  in  her  sacred  train ; 
She  bade  him  round  diffusive  blessings  show'r. 
And  in  his  busom  flx'd  her  fav'rite  fane. 
In  glory  thence  how  long,  yet  how  serene. 
Her  vital  iofiueoce  spreads  its  chaering  rajrt  I 
Worth  felt  the  stoial  boam,  and  rip6o*d  ia  tha 


**  Aa  hicid  ttraamt  refre^  the  tmilinf  plain, 
Op'ning  the  flow'n  that  on  their  borders  grow  ; 
As  grateful  to  the  herb,  detoeoding  rain. 
That  thriak  and  wither'd  ia  the  tolar  glow  s 

So,  when  hit  voice  was  heard. 

Affliction  disappear'd  ; 

«  DNghterof&oalapiiii^  and  goddett  of  iMtMi. 
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Pleasure  with  raviah'd  een  imbibed  the  looiid ; 
Grief  with  its  sweetness  soothed, 
Each  cloudy  feature  smoothM/ 

And  erer-waking  care  forgot  th'  eternal  woand. 

'*  Such  elegance  of  taste,  such  graceful  ease, 
Infus'd  by  Heav'n,  thro*  fll  his  manners  8b<»e  ; 
In  him  it  seem'd  to  join  whatever  oould  please,  # 
And  plan  the  full  perfection  from  its  own  : 
He  other  fields  and  other  swains  had  known. 
Gentle  as  those  of  oM  by  Phoebus  ^  taught. 
When  poUsh'd  with  his  lute,  like  him  they  spakB 
and  thought. 

*'  Thus  form'df  alike  to  bless,  and  to  be  bless'd, 
Such  heavenly  graces  kindred  graces  found ; 
Her  gentle  turn  the  same,  the  same  her  taste. 
With  equal  worth,  and  equal  canoour  crown'd : 
Long  may  she  search  creation's  ample  round, 
lie  joys  of  such  a  friendship  to  explore  j 
But,  once  in  him  expir'd,  to  joy  she  lives  no  more. 

*'  As  Nature  to  her  works  supremely  khid. 
His  tender  soul  with  all  the  parent  glow'd. 
On  all  his  race,  his  goodness  unconfinM, 
One  taW  exhaustless  stream  of  fbndness  flow'd ; 

Pleas'd  as  each  genius  rose 

New  prospects  to  disclose, 
To  ibrm  the  mind,  and  raise  its  gen'roos  aim  ; 

His  tbougbts,|with  Tirtue  warm'd^ 

At  once  inspbr'd  and  charm'd ;  [flame. 

His  looks,  his  words,  bis  smiles  transfused  the  sacred 

**  Say  ye,  whose  minds  for  long  revolving  years 
The  joys  of  sweet  society  have  known. 
Whose  mutual  fbndness  ev^ry  hour  endears,   [one; 
Whose  pains,  whose  pleasures,  and  whose  souls  are 
O  !  say,  for  you  can  judge,  and  you  alone. 

What  anguish  pierced  bb  widow'd  consort's  heart, 

When  from  her  dearer  self  for  ever  doom*d  to 
part. 
**  His  children  to  the  scene  of  death  repair, 
While  more  than  filial  sorrow  bathes  their  eyes  ; 
His  smiles  indulgent,  his  paternal  care, 
In  sadly-pleasing  recollection  rise : 
Bat  yonng  Dorinda,  with  distinguished  sighs. 

Effusing  all  her  soul  in  soft  regret,  [father's  fate. 

Seems,  while  she  mourns  his  loss,  to  share  a 

•*  Whether  the  day  its  wonted  course  rcnew'd. 
Or  midnight  vigils  wrapt  the  world  in  shade. 
Her  tender  task  assiduous  she  pursu'd. 
To  iooth  his  anguish,  or  his  wants  to  aid ; 

To  s^ten  eWry  pain. 

The  meaning  look  explain. 
And  scan  the  forming  wish  'ere  yet  expressed: 

The  dying  fa&er  smil'd 

With  fondness  on  his  child,  [bless'd. 

And  when  his  tongue  was  mute,  his  eyes  her  goodness 

**  At  length,  fair  mourner !  cease  thy  rising  woe : 
Iti  object  still  surviving  seeks  the  skies. 
Where  brighter  suns  in  happier  clhnates  glow. 
And  ampler  scenes  with  heighfuing  charms  surprise: 
There  perfect  life  thy  much  lov'd  sire  enjoys, 
The  life  of  gods,  exempt  from  grief  and  pain. 
Where  in  immortal  breasts  immortal  trauports 
reign. 

B  He  was  said  to  polbh  the  swains,  when  in  re- 
^wnge  for  fbrghig  the  bolt  which  killed  his  son,  he 
•lew  the  Cydopsy  and  was  doom'd  to  keep  the  flodn 
of  Admetus. 


"  Ye  moummg  iwaJm,  your  load  oomplarots  for. 
Still  he,  the  genius  of  our  green  retreat,        [besrj 
Shall  with  benignant  care  our  labours  cheer, 
And  banish  &r  each  shock  of  adverse  fate  ; 
Mild  suns  and  gentle  flow'rs  on  spring  shall  wait. 
His  hand  with  ev'ry  fruit  shall  autumn  store : 
In  Heav'n  your  psitron  reigns,  ye  shepherds  weep 
no  more. 

"  Henceforth  his  pow'r  shall  with  your  lares  « jein. 
To  bid  your  oots  with  peace  and  pleasure  smile; 
To  bid  d'uease  and  languor  cease  to  pine. 
And  fair  abundance  crown  each  rural  toil : 

While  birds  their  lays  resume, 

And  spring  her  annual  bloom, 
Let  verdant  wreaths  his  sacred  tomb  adorn  ; 

To  him,  each  rising  day 

Devout  libations  pay : 
In  Heav'n  your  patron  reigns,  no  more^  ye  ihep- 
herds,*moum." 


THE  WISH:    AN  ELEGY. 

TO  UIUNIA. 

Felices  ter,  et  amplius, 

Quos  imipta  tenet  copula,'  nee  malis 
Divulsus  querimoniis 
I    Suprema  citius  solvet  amor  die.        Hor. 

Let  others  travel,  with  incessant  pain. 

The  wealth  of  earth  and  ocean  to  secure ; 
Then,  with  fond  hopes,  caress  the  precious  bone ; 

In  grandeur  abject,  and  in  afflueooe  poor. 
But  soon,  too  soon,  in  fancy's  timid  eyes. 

Wild  waves  shall  roll,  and  ccmflagratioas  ipreadj 
While  bright  in  arms,  and  of  gigantic  size,* 

The  fear-fbrm'd  robber  haunts  the  thoray  bed. 

Let  me,  in  dreadless  poverty  retir'd. 

The  real  joys  of  life,  unenvied,  share  : 
Favoured  by  love,  and  by  the  Muse  inspir'd, 

I'll  yield  to  wealth  its  jealousy  and  care. 
On  rising  ground,  the  prospect  to  conmiand, 

Unting'd  with  smoke,  where  vernal  breezes  bhiw, 
In  rural  neatness  let  my  cottage  stand ; 

Here  wave  a  wood,  and  there  a  river  flow. 
Oft  from  the  neighb'ring  hilis  and  pastures  round, 

Let  sheep  with  tender  bleat  salute  my  ear  ; 
Nor  fox  insidious  haunt  the  guiltless  ground. 

Nor  man  pursue  the  trade  of  murder  near : 
Far  hence,  kind  Heav'n  !  expel  the  savage  train, 

Inur'd  to  blood,  and  eager  to  destroy ; 
Who  pointed  steel  with  recent  slaughter  stain. 

And  place  in  groans  and  death  their  cruel  joy. 
Ye  pow'rs  of  social  life  and  tender  song  I 

To  yon  devoted  shall-  my  fields  remain ; 
Here  undisturb'd  the  peaceful  day  prolong. 

Nor  own  a  smart  but  k>ve's  delightful  pain. 
For  yon,  my  trees  shall  wave  their  leafy  shade  | 

For  you,  my  gardens  tinge  the  lenient  ah* ; 
For  you,  be  autumn's  blushmg  gifts  display'd, 

And  all  that  Nature  yields  of  sweet  or  fiur. 
But,  O  !  if  plaints,  which  love  and  grief  io^re, 

In  heav'nly  breasts  oould  e'er  compassion  find, 
Grant  me,  ah  !  grant  my  heart's  supreme  desiit, 

And  teach  my  dear  Urania  to  be  kind. 


*I>om( 
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For  ber,  bbck  mbtea  elonds  my  brightest  day ; 

For  her,  in  temn  the  midnigbt  vigils  roll ; 
For  ha,  cold  borrours  melt  my  powers  awmy, 

Aai  cfafll  tbe  Ihriog  Tigoor  oip  my  soul. 

fieaeith  her  scorn  each  yoothfal  ardour  dies,     . 

bs  joys,  its  wishes,  and  its  hopes,  expire ; 
b  TsiB  tbe  fields  of  science  tempt  my  eyes ; 

h  vain  for  me  tbe  Moses  string  the  lyre. 

0!  let  her  oft  my  hamble  dwelling  grace, 
Homblt  no  more,  if  there  she  deign  to  shine; 

For  Hear^  unlimited  by  time  or  place, 
Stin  waits  on  god-Uke  worth  and  charms  dirine. 

Anud  the  cooling  firvgrance  of  the  mom, 
Bam  sweet  with  her  thro*  lonely  fields  to  stray ! 

fier  charms  tbe  loveliest  landscape  shall  'adorn, 
Aad  add  new  glories  to  the  rising  day. 

Wid^  ber,  all  nature  shines  in  heightened  bloom ; 

The  nher  stream  in  sweeter  music  flows  ; 
Odnn  more  rich  the  fanning  gales  perfume  ; 

Aad  deeper  tinctores  paint  the  spreading  roue. 

With  ber,  tbe  shades  of  night  their  borrours  lose, 
hi  deepest  alenoe  charms  if  she  be  by  ; 

Her  voice  the  music  of  the  dawn  renews, 
lb  hssbent  radiance  sparkles  in  her  eye. 

How  sweet,  with  her,  in  wisdom*8  calm  recess, 
To  brigbten  soft  de^e  with  wit  refin'd  ? 

tad  Natore's  Uws  with  sacred  Ashley  trace, 
Aad  riew  the  fiurest  features  of  the  mind ! 

Or  borne  on  Bfiltoo^s  flight,  as  Heav'n  sublime, 
View  its  full  blaze  in  open  prospect  glow; 

Boi  the  first  pair  in  Eden's  happy  clime. 
Or  drop  the  bmnsn  tear  lor  endless  woe. 

iai  vbcB,  in  virtiie  and  in  peace  grown  old, 
Koifts  the  languid  lamp  of  life  restore ; 

Ber  let  Bie  gra^  with  bacKls  convulsed  and  cold. 
Till  er*ry  nerve  relax 'd  can  hold  no  more : 

l«f,  long  on  her  my  dying  eyes  suspend, 
ni  the  last  beam  shall  vibrate  on  my  sight ; 

T^  *ou  where  only  greater  jojrs  attend, 
Aai  bear  ber  image  to  eternal  light. 

Fond  iBan,  ah  I  whither  would  thy  fancy  rove  ? 

Ta  thme  to  languish  in  unpitied  smart  i 
'l^thiac,alas!  eternal  scorn  to  prove,    « 

KorfedooegliMm  of  comfort  wann  thy  heart. 

^  if  my  fiur  thia  cruel  law  impose, 
Pfest'di,  to  her  will  I  all  my  soul  resign ; 

To  vab  beneath  the  burden  of  my  woes,  , 
Oi  tiok  in  death,  nor  at  my  hie  repine. 

Tttvben,  with  woes  unmingled  and  smcere, 
Toeartb*s  cohl  womb  in  silence  I  descend ; 

I't  her,  to  grace  my  obsequies,  appear, 
^  with  tbe  weeping  throng  her  sorrows  blend. 

^-  BO ;  be  all  her  hours  with  pleasure  crown'd, 
^d  all  ber  sonl  from  ev'ry  anguish  free : 
"^•U  Biy  sad  €ate  that  gentle  bosom  wound, 
^  jofi  of  Heav^  would  be  00  joyi  to  me. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  POPE. 

AN   ELECT. 

Poets  theaiselves  must  fall,  like  those  they  sung ; 
Deaf  tbe  prais'd  ear,  and  mute  the  tuneful  tongue; 
Ev'n  he,  whose  soul,  now  melts  in  mournful  lays. 
Shall  shortly  want  the  generous  tear  he  pa3rs. 

Pope's  Unfortunate  Lady. 

While  yet  I  scarce  awake  from  dumb  surprise. 
And  tepid  streams  profusely  bathe  my  eyes ; 
While  soul-dissolving  sighs  my  bosom  strain. 
And  all  my  being  sinks  oppressed  with  pain ; 
Deign  you,  whose  souls,  like  mine,  are  formed  toknow 
The  nice  poetic  sense  of  bliss  and  woe ; 
To  these  sad  accents  deign  a  pitying  ear: 
Strong  be  our  sorrow,  as  the  cause  severe. 

0  Pope,  what  tears  thy  obsequies  attend ! 
Britain  a  bard  deplores,  mankind  a  friend  : 
For  thee,  tbeir  darling,  weep  th'  Aonian  choir. 
Mute  the  soft  voice,  unstrung  tbe  tuneful  lyre : 
For  thee,  the  virtuous  and  tbe  sage  shall  mourn. 
And  virgin  sorrows  bathe  thy  sacred  urn : 

One  veil  of  grief  o'er  Heav'n  and  Earth  be  thrown^ 
And  Vice  and  Envy  flaunt  in  smiles  alone. 
Erewhile  depress'd  in  abject  dust  they  lay. 
Nor  with  their  hideous  forms  affronted  day; 
While  thy  great  genius,  in  their  tortur'd  sight, 
Plac'd  Truth  and  Virtue  cloth*d  with  heavenly  light: 
Now  pleasM,  to  open  sunshine  they  return. 
And  o'er  the  fate  exult  which  others  mourn. 

Ah  me !  far  other  thoughts  my  soul  inspire  ; 
Far  other  accents  breathes  the  plaintive  lyre : 
Thee,  tbo'  the  Muses  bless'd  with  all  their  art ; 
And  poor'd  their  sacred  raptures  on  thy  hearty 
Tbo'  thy  lov'd  Virtue,  with  a  mother's  pain. 
Deplores  thy  fate,  alas  !  deplores  in  vain  ? 
Silent  and  pale  thy  tuneful  frame  remains  ; 
Death  seals  thy  sight,  and  freezes  in  thy  veins : 
"  Cold  is  that  breast,  which  warm'd  the  world  be- 
fore, [more." 
And  that  heav'n -prompted  tongue  shall  charm  no 

Whom  next  shall  Heav'n  to  share  thy  honours 
chuse; 
Whom  consecrate  to  virtue  and  the  Muse ; 
The  Muse,  by  fate's  eternal  plan  design'd 
To  light,  exalt,  and  humanize  the  mind ; 
To  bid  kind  pity  melt,  just  anger  glow ; 
To  kindle  joy,  or  prompt  the  sighs  of  woe ; 
To  shake  with  horrour.  rack  with  tender  smart. 
And  touch  the  finest  springs  that  move  the  heart* 

Curst  he  ■ !  who,  without  ecstasy  sincere. 
The  poet's  soul  efius'd  in  sung  can  hear: 
His  aid  in  vain  shall  indigence  require; 
Unmov'd  he  views  his  dearest  friends  expire : 
Nature  and  Nature's  God  that  wretch  detest; 
Unsought  his  friendship,  and  bis  days  unblest : 
Hell's  masy  firauds  deep  in  his  bosom  roll. 
And  all  her  gloom  hangs  heavy  on  his  soul. 

1  What  we  call  poetical  genius,  depends  entirely 
on  the  quickness  of  moral  feeling :  be,  therefore, 
who  cannot  feel  poetry,  must  either  have  his  aflfec- 
tioos  and  internal  senses  depraved  by  vice,or  be  natu- 
rally insensible  of  the  pleasures  resulUng  from  the 
exercise  of  them.  Bnt  thu  natural  insensihility  is 
almost  never  so  groit  in  any  heart,  as  entirely  to 
hhider  the  impression  of  welUpainted  pawoo,  or 
natural  images  coonacted  with  it 
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A9  wb«n  the  Sun  begins  fats  eastern  way, 
To  bless  the  nations  with  returning  day, 
Croum'd  with  unfading  splendour,  on  he  flies ; 
Reveals  the  world,  and  kindles  all  the  skies : 
The  prostrate  East  the  radiant  god  adore ; 
So,  Pope,  we  view*d  thee,  but  must  view  no  more. 
Thee  angels  late  beheld,  with  mate  surprise, 
Obw  with  their  themes,  and  to  their  accents  rise; 
They  view'd  with  wonder  thy  unbounded  aim. 
To  trace  the  mazes  of  th'  eternal  scheme: 
But  Heav'n  those  scenes  to  human  view  deoieSy 
Those  scenes  impervious  to  celestial  eyes : 
Whoever  attempts  the  path,  shall  lose  his  way. 
And,  wrapt  in  ni^t,  thro*  endless  errour  stray* 

In  thee  what  talent  shall  we  most  admire; 
The  entices  judgment,  or  the  poet's  fire  ? 
Alike,  in  both,  to  glory  is  thy  claim  ; 
Thine  Aristotle's  taste,  and  Homer's  flame. 

Arm'd  with  impartial  satire,  when  thy  Muse 
Triumphant  Vice  with  all  her  rage  pursues; 
To  Hell's  dread  gloom  the  monster  scours  away, 
Fwc  from  the  haunts  of  men,  and  scenes  of  day : 
There,  curst  and  cursing,  racked  with  raging  woe, 
Shakes  with  incessant  howls  the  realms  l^low. 
But  soon,  too  soon,  the  fiend  to  light  shall  rise ; 
Her  steps  the  Earth  scarce  bound,  her  head  the 
Till  his  red  terrours  J<^e  again  display,        [skies  ; 
Assert  bis  laws,  and  vindicate  his  sway. 

When  Ovid's  song  bewails  the  Lesbian  ^r. 
Her  slighted  passion,  and  intense  despair ; 
By  thee  improv'd,  in  each  soul-moving  line, 
Kot  Ovid*s  wit,  but  ;^ppho*s  sorrows  shine. 
When  Eloisa  mourns  her  hapless  fate, 
What  heart  can  cease  with  all  her  pangs  to  beat ! 

While  pointed  wit,  with  flowing  numbers  graced. 
Excites  the  laugh,  ev'n  in  the  guilty  breast; 
The  gaudy  coxcomb,  and  the  fickle  fair, 
Shall  dread  tlic  satire  of  thy  ravisb'd  hair. 

Not  the  Sicilian  ^  breath'd  a  sweeter  song. 
While  Arelhusa,  charm'd  and  listening,  hung; 
From  whom  each  Muse,  from  her  dear  seat  retir'd, 
His  flocks  protected,  and  himself  inspired  : 
Nor  he  3  who  sung,  while  sorrow  fiU'd  th$  plain. 
How  Cytherea  moum'd  Adonis  slain ; 
Nor  Tityrus  *,  who,  in  immortal  lays. 
Taught  Mantua's  echoes  Galatea's  praise. 
No  more  let  Mantua  boast  unrival'd  fame ; 
Thy  Windsor  now  shall  equal  honours  claim : 
Eternal  fragrance  shall  each  breeze  perfume. 
And  in  each  grove  eternal  verdure  bloom. 

Ye  tuneful  shepherds,  and  ye  beauteous  maids, 
From  fair  Ladona's  banks,  and  Windsor's  shades, 
Whose  souls  in  transport  melted  at  his  song. 
Soft  as  your  sighs,  and  as  your  wishes  strong  ; 
O  come  !  your  copious  annual  tributes  bring, 
The  full  luxuriance  of  the  rifled  spring; 
Strip  various  Nature  of  each  fairest  flwv'r. 
And  on  his  tomb  the  gay  profusion  show'r* 
Let  long-liv'd  pansies  here  their  scents  bestow. 
The  violets  languish,  and  the  roses  glow ; 
In  yeUow  glory  let  the  crocus  shine, 
Narcissus  here  his  love-sick  head  reclhie ; 
Here  hyacinths  in  purple  sweetjMss  rise. 
And  tulips  ttng'd  with  beauty's  fairest  dyes. 

Who  shall  succeed  thy  worth,  O  darling  nram ! 
Attempt  thy  reeds,  or  emulate  thy  strain  ? 
Each  painted  warbler  of  the  vocal  grove 
laments  thy^  fote,  oniDhMlfiil  of  hb  love : 


*  Theocritus. 


^BioD. 


» Virgil. 


Thee,  thee  the  breezes,  thee  the  ^ntaias  moani» 
And  solemn  moans  responsive  rpcks  return ; 
Shepherds  and  flocks  protract  the  doleful  soood, 
And  nought  is  heard  but  mingled  plaints  around. 

When  first  Calliope  thy  fall  surrey'd, 
Immortal  tears  Ker  eyes  profusely  shed ; 
Her  pow'rless  hand  the  tonefiil  harp  resign^; 
The  conscious   harp   her  grieft,  low-monn'riof, 

join'd  ; 
Her  voice  in  trembling  cadence  dy'd  away. 
And,  lost  in  anguish,  all  the  goddess  Isy. 
Such  pangs  she  felt,  when,  firom  the  realms  of  Hglit, 
The  fistes,  in  Homer,  ravish'd  her  delight : 
To  thee  her  sacred  hand  consign'd  his  lyre, 
And  in  thy  bosom  kindled  all  his  fire : 
Hence,  in  our  tongue,  his  glorious  labours  drot, 
Breathe  all  the  god  that  warm'd  their  aotbor^ 
breast 

When  horrid  war  mforms  the  sacred  page, 
And  men  and  gods  with  mutual  wrath  engage. 
The  clash  of  arms,  the  trumpet's  awful  sound. 
And  groans  and  clamours  shake  the  moantsim 

round; 
The  nations  rock,  Earth  *s  solid  bases  groan,  , 

And  quake  Heav*n's  arches  to  th'  etenial  throne. 

When  Eolus  dilates  the  lawless  wind, 
O'er  Nature's  face  to  revel  unoonfin'd. 
Bend  Heav'n's  blue  concave,  sweep  the  fruitful  plsia, 
Tear  up  the  forest,  and  inrage  the  main ; 
In  horrid  native  pomp  the  tempests  shine, 
Ferment,  and  rciar,  and  aestuate  in  each  line. 

When  Sisyphus,  with  many  a  weary  groan, 
Rolls  up  the  hill  the  still-revolving  stone ; 
The  loaded  line,  like  it,  seems  to  recoil, 
Strains  his  bent  nerves,  and  heaves  with  his  full  toil  : 
But,  when  resulting  rapid  ftom  its  height, 
Precipitate  the  numbers  emulate  the  flight 

As  when  creative  Energy,  employ'd. 
With  various  beings  fill'd  the  boundless  void ; 
With  deep  survey  th'  onmiscient  Parent  view'd 
The  mighty  fabric,  and  confeas'd  it  good ; 
He  view'd,  exulting  with  immense  delij^ht. 
The  lovely  transcript,  as  th'  idea,  bnght: 
So  swcU'd  the  bard  ^  with  ecstasy  divine, 
When  full  and  finisk'd  rose  his  bright  d^go ; 
So,  from  the  Elysian  bow'rs,  he  joy'd  to  see 
All  his  immortal  self  reviv'd  hi  the6. 
While  hmc  enjoys  thy  cooiecrsted  fane. 
First  of  th'  inspir'd,  with  hitn  for  ever  reign ; 
With  his,  eaoh  distant  age  shall  rank  thy  naiBC, 
And  ev'n  reluctant  Envy  hiss  acclaim. 

But,  ah  I  blind  fhte  will  no  distinction  know ; 
Swift  down  the  torrent  all  alike  Qiust  flow ; 
Wit,  virtue,  leammg,  are  alike  ra  prey; 
All,  all  must  tread  th*  irremeable  way. 

No  more  food  wishes  in  my  breEast  shall  roll, 
Distend  my  heart,  and  kindle  aU  my  soul. 
To  breathe  my  honest  raptures  in  thy  ear, 
And  feel  thy  kindness  w  returns  sincere ; 
Thy  art,  I  hop'd,  should  teach  the  Muse  to  sing, 
Difeot  her  flight,  and  prune  her  mfant  whig ; 
Now,  Muse,  be  dumb ;  or  let  thy  song  deplore 
Thy  pleasnres  blasted,  end  thy  hopes  no  mora. 

Tremendous  pow'rs !  whq  rule  th*  eternal  *■*«# 
Whose  voice  is  thunder,  and  whose  nod  is  fote ; 
Did  I  for  empire,  second  to  your  own,  , 

CUng  romid  the  ihrine,  and  importune  the  throne . 
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?ray*d  I,  tAat  (kme  should  bear  my  oanie  on  high. 
Thro*  nation'd  Earth,  or  aJUinvolving  sky  ? 
Woo*d  I  for  me  the  Son  to  toil  and  shine, 
The  gtan  to  brighten,  or  mature  the  mine  ? 
Tbo'  fleep  inTolv*d  in  adamantine  night, 
Ask'd  I  again  to  view  Heav'n's  cheerful  light  ? 
Pope*s  lore  I  sought;  that  only  boon  denyM, 
0  life !  what  pleasure  canst  thou  boast  be»ide. 
Worth  my  regard,  or  equal  to  my  pride  ? 

Thus  mourns  a  thn'rous  Mnse,  unknown  to  fame. 
Thus  sheds  her  sweetest  incense  on  thy  name ; 
Wbibt  on  her  lips  imperfect  accents  die, 
Tear  foUowing  tear,  and  sigh  succeeding  sigh  : 
She  moonis,  nor  she  alone,  with  fond  regret, 
A  worU,  a  feeling  world,  must  weep  thy  £ste. 

Where  poUsh'd  arts  and  sacred  science  reign, 
l^Tiere-e*er  the  Nine  their  tuneful  presence  deign ; 
There  shall  thy  glory,  with  unclonded  blaze, 
Comoiand  immortal  monuments  of  praise : 
From  clime  to  clime  the  circling  Sun  shall  view 
Its  r'rral  sptendoor  still  his  own  pursue. 
While  the  swift  torrent  from  its  source  descends ; 
Vihle  round  this  globe  UeaT^n's  ample  concave 

bends; 
Hltilst  all  its  living  lamps  their  course  maintain. 
And  lead  the  beauteous  year*s  revolving  train ; 
So  lon^  shall  men  thy  Heavenly  song  aidmire. 
And  Nature's  charms  and  thine  at  once  expire. 


ELEGY: 

TO  THE   MIMORY  OP 

CONSTANTIA  ». 

His  saltem  accnmulem  donis,  et  fungar  tnani 
MuDeie.- 

Virg, 

Bt  tbe  pale  glimmer  of  the  conscious  Moon, 

When  sluosber,  on  the  humid  eyes  of  woe, 

SLeds  its  krad  lenitive ;  what  mournful  voice 

So  sadly  sweet,  oo  my  attentive  ear, 

Ii9  moving  plaint  efioses  :  like  the  song 

Of  Phihmel,  when  thro*  the  vocal  air, 

Impeird  by  deep  incensolable  grief. 

She  breathes  her  soft,  her  melancholy  strain ; 

And  Nature  with  religious  silence  hears  ? 

Tn  she;  my  wandering  senses  rocognize 

Tbe  well-known  charm,  and  all  my  listening  soul 

h  etpectation.    Oh !  'tis  that  dear  voice, 

Wb(»e  gentle  accents  charm'd  my  happier  days  ; 

Ere  sbaq>  afl9iction*s  iron  hand  had  prcst 

Her  vernal  youth,  and  snnk  her  with  the  blow. 

Tell  me,  thou  heavenly  excellence !  whose  form 
Still  riies  to  my  view,  whose  melting  song 
For  ever  echoes  on  my  trembling  ear, 
Delifhtftil  ev^  ra  misery;  O  say  ! 
\^1ut  bright  distinguish*d  mansion  in  the  sky 
Receives  thy  suiTring  virtue  finom  the  storm, 

*  An  accomplisbed  but  unfortunate  3roong  lady, 
of  the  city  of  Edinburgh,  having,  without  the  con- 
lent  of  her  fstber,  married  a  gentleftnan,  who  car- 
red  her  to  the  West  Indies,  she  was  there  cruelly 
forsakea  by  him,  and  lost  her  life  by  a  mistaken 
aedidoe. 


That  on  thy  tender  blossom  peor'd  its  rage  ? 
Early,  alas  !  too  early  didst  thou  foel 
Its  most  tempestuous  foi^.     From  the  calmt 
The  soft  serenity  of  life  how  led 
An  unsuspecting  victim  !  Kv'ry  blast 
Pierced  to  thy  inmost  soul,  amid  the  waste 
Of  cruel  fortune  left  to  seek  thy  way 
Unsheltered  and  alone ;  while  to  thy  groant 
No  gen'rous  ear  reclin'd,  no  firiendly  roof. 
With  hospitable  umbrage,  entertain'^ 
Thy  drooping  sweetness,  uninur^d  to  pain. 
That  lib*nU  hand,  which,  to  the  tortured  sens* 
Of  anguish,  comfort*s  healing  balm  apply'd. 
To  Heav'n  and  Earth  extended,  vainly  now 
Implores  the  consolation  once  it  gave. 
Nor  suppliant  meets  redress.    That  eye  benign, 
Tbe  seat  of  mercy,  which  to  each  distress, 
Ev»n  by  thy  foe  sustained,  the  gentle  tear, 
A  willing  tribute,  paid,  now  fniitless  weeps. 
Nor  gains  that  pity  it  so  oft  bcstow'd. 

Thou  loveliest  sacri6ce  that  ever  fell 
To  perfidy  and  unrelenting  hate ! 
How  i  n  the  hour  of  confidence  and  hope. 
When  love  and  expectation  to  thy  heart 
Spoke  peace,  and  plac'd  felicity  in  view  ; 
How  fled  the  bright  illusion,  and  at  once 
Forsook  thee  plungM  in  exquisite  despair  ! 
Thy  friends ;  the  insects  of  a  summer-gale 
That  sport  sjod  flutter  in  the  mid-day  beam 
Of  gay  prosperity,  or  from  the  flow'rs. 
That  in  her  sunshine  bloom,  with  ardour  suck 
Sweethess  uneamM ;  thy  temporary  fHenda, 
Or  blind  with  headlong  fury,  or  abosM 
By  ev'ry  gross  imposture,  or  supine, 
LulPd  by  the  songs  of  ease  and  pleasure,  saw 
Thy  bitter  destiny  with  cool  regard. 
Thy  wrongs  ev'n  Nature's  voice  proclaim'd  in  vain; 
Deaf  to  her  tender  importuning  call. 
And  all  the  father  in  his  sonl  extinct. 
Thy  parent  sat ;  while  on  thy  guiltless  head 
Each  various  torment,  that  imbitters  lifo. 
Exhausted  all  their  force :  and,  to  insure 
Their  execrable  conquest,  black  and  fell, 
Ev'n  as  her  native  region.  Slander  join'd  ;      ' 
And  o'er  thy  virtue,  spotless  as  the  wish 
Of  infant  souls,  inexorable  breath'd 
Her  pestilential  vapour.     Hence  fair  Truth, 
Persuasive  as  the  tongue  of  seraphs,  urg'd 
Unheard  the  cause  of  Innocence ;  the  blush 
Of  fickle  friendship  hence  forgot  to  glow. 

Meanwhile  from  these  retreats  with  hapless  speed. 
By  ev'ry  hope  and  ev'ry  wish  impelPd, 
Thy  steps  explored  protection.     Whence  explor'd  ? 
Ah  me  !  from  whom,  and  to  what  cursed  arms 
Wert  thou  betray'd  :  unfoeling  as  the  rock 
Which  splits  tbe  vessel ;  while  its  helpless  crew. 
With  shrieks  of  iKwrrour,  deprecate  their  fate  ? 
O  Earth  !  O righteous  Heav'n!  conld'stthou  behold; 
While  yet  thy  patient  hand  the  thunder  grasp'd. 
Nor  hurl'd  the  flaming  vengeance ;  could'&t  thou  see 
The  violated  vow,  the  marriage  rite 
Pro^in'd,  and  all  the  sacred  t!cs,  which  bmd 
Or  God  or  man,  abandon'd  to  the  scorn 
Of  vice  by  long  impunity  confirra'd  ? 

But  thou,  perfidious  !  tremble. If  on  high 

The  hand  of  justice  with  impartial  scale 
Each  word,  each  action  poises,  and  exacts 
Severe  atonement  from  tb'  oflbnding  heart ; 
Oh  !  what  hast  thou  to  dread  ?  what  endleas  pang. 
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What  deep  dmmnation  moflt  thy  soul  endnre  ? 
On  Earth'  twas  thine  to  perpetrate  a  crime. 
From  whose  grim  risage  guilt  of  shameless  brow, 
Ev'n  in  its  wild  career,  might  shrink  appalled  .* 
lis  thine  to  fear  hereafter,  if  not  feel. 
Plagues  that  in  Hell  no  precedent  can  boast 
Ev'n  in  the  silent,  safe  domestic  hour, 
Ev'n  in  the  scAie  of  tenderness  and  peace,  ' ' 
Remorse,  more  6erce  than  all  the  fiends  below. 
In  fancy's  ears,  shall,  with  a  thousand  tongues. 
Thunder  despair  and  ruin :  all  her  snakes 
f      Shall  rear  their  speckled  crests  aloft  in  air. 

With  ceaseless  horrid  hiss ;  shall  brandish  quiek " 
Their  fbrky  tongues,  or  roll  their  kindling  eyes 
With  sanguine,  fiery  glare.    Ev'n  while  each 
Glows  with  the  rapture  of  tumultuous  joy, 
The  tears  of  injured  beauty,  the  complaints 
Of  truth  immaculate,  by  thee  expos'd 
To  wrongs  unnumbered,  shall  disturb  thy  bliss ; 
Shall  fr^e  thy  blood  with  fear,  and  to  thy  sight 
Anticipate  th'  impending  wrath  of  Ueav'n. 
In  sleep,  kind  pause  of  being !  when  the  nerve 
Of  toil  unbends,  when,  from  the  heart  of  care, 
Betires  the  sated  Tulture,  when  disease 
|And  disappointment  quaff  Lethean  draughts 
Of  sweet  oblirion  ;  from  his  charge  unblest, 
Shaltspeed  thy  better  angel :  to  thy  dreapu 
Th'  infernal  gulph  shall  open,  and  disclose 
Its  latent  horrours.    O'er  the  burning  lake 
Of  blue  sulphureous  gleam,  the  piercing  shriek, 
The  sconige  incessant,  and  the  clanking  chain. 
Shall  scare  thee  ef*n  to  firenzy.     On  thy  mind 
Its  fiercest  flames  shall  prey ;  while  from  its  depth 
Some  gnashing  fury  beckons  thy  approach. 
And,  thirsty  of  perdition,  waits  to  plunge 
Thy  naked  soul»  ten  thousand  fathom  down. 
Amidst  the  boiling  surges.    Such  their  fate. 
Whose  hearts,  indocile,  to  the  sacr^  lore 
Of  wisdom,  truth,  and  virtue,  bani^  far 
The  cry  of  soft  compassion ;  nor  can  taste 
Beatitude  supreme  m  giving  joy ! 
Thy  race,  the  product  of  a  la^wless  flame, 
Ev^  while  thy  fond  imaghiatiop  plans 
Their  future  grandeur,  in  thy  mock'd  embraoa 
Shall  prematurely  pensh;  or  survive 
To  feel  their  father's  m&my,  and  curse 
The  tainted  origm  from  which  thy  sprung. 
For,  oh !  thy  soul  no  soft  compunction  knew. 
When  that  fair  form,  where  all  the  Graces  liv'd. 
Perfection's  brightest  triumph,  from  thy  breast. 
The  sport  of  milder  winds  sund  seas  was  thrown, 
To  glow  or  shiver  m  the  keen  extremes 
Of  ev'ry  yarious  climate :  when  that  cheek, 
Tnig'd  with  the  blush  of  Heav'n's  un&ding  rose. 
Grew  pale  with  pining  anguish ;  when  that  voice. 
By  angels  tum'd  to  harmony  ajid  love. 
Trembled  with  agony ;  and,  in  thine  ear, 
Utter'd  the  last  extremity  of  woe. 

From  foreign  bounty  she  obtain'd  that  aid 
Which  frieudship,  love,  humanity,  at  home, 
Deny'd  her  blasted  worth.    From  foreign  hands 
Her  glowhig  lips  recei^  the  cooling  draught. 
To  sooth  the  fbver's  rage.    Firom  foreign  eyes 
The  tear,  by  nature,  love  and  friendsh^  due,  [death 
Flow'd  copious  o'er  the  wreck,  wliose  charms,  in 
Still  blooming,  at  the  hand  of  ruin  smil'd. 
Destin'd,  alas !  in  foreign  climes  to  leave 
-  Her  pale  remains  unhonour'd ;  while  the  herse 
Of  woftUhy  guilt  emhUucon'd  boasU  the  prid« 


Of  painted  heraldry,  and  sou1ptar*d  stone 
Protects  or  flatters  its  detested  fisme. 
Vain  trappmgs  of  mortality !  When  these 
Shall  crumble,  like  the  worthless  dost  they  bide; 
Then  thou,  dear  spirit !  in  immortal  joy, 
Crown'd  with  intrinsic  honoors,  shalt  appear  ; 
And  God  himself,  to  list'ning  worlds,  proclsum 
Thy  injor'd  tenderness,  thy  faith  unstain'd. 
Thy  mildness  long  insulted,  and  thy  worth 
Severely  try'd,  anid  found  at  last  sincere. 

But  where,  oh  1  where  shall  art  or  nature  find» 
For  smarting  sorrow's  ever  recent  wound, 
Some  blest  restorative ;  whose  pow'rful  chaim 
May  sooth  thy  friend's  regret,  within  his  breast 
Suspend  the  sigh  spontaneous,  bid  the  tear. 
By  sad  reflexion  prompted,  cease  to  foil  1 
These,  still  as  moments,  days  and  years  revolve^ 
A  consecrated  o6Pring,  shall  attend 
Thy  de^  idea  unefliac'd  by  time : 
Till  the  pale  night  of  destiny  obscure 
life's  wasting  taper ;  tiU  each  torpid  sense 
Fed  Death's  chill  hand,  and  grief  complain  no  more. 


A  SOLILOQUY: 


Occasioned  by  the  author's  escape  from  folliog  nito 
a  deep  well,  where  he  must  have  been  irrecoverably 
lost,  if  a  fovourite  lap^og  had  not,  by  the  sound  of 
its  fieet  upon  the  board  with  which  the  well  was  c*« 
vered,  warned  him  of  his  danger. 

Quid  qulsque  vitet,  nunquam  homini  satb 
Cautum  est  in  horaa 

Horat. 

Whe*!  am  1 1—0  eternal  Pow'rofHear'n  ! 
Relieve  me ;  or,  amid  the  silent  gloom. 
Can  danger's  cry  approach  no  gen'rous  ear 
Prompt  to  redress  th*  unhappy  ?  O  my  heart !         % 
What  shall  I  do,  or  whither  shall  I  turn  } 
Will  no  kind  hand,  benevolent  as  Heav'o* 
Save  me  involv'd  in  peril  and  in  night ! 

Erect  with  horrour  stands  my  bristling  hair ; 
My  tongue  forgets  its  motion ;  strength  forsakes 
My  trembling  limbs ;  my  voice,  impell'd  in  vain. 
No  passage  finds  j  cold,  cold  as  death,  my  bloody 
Keen  as  the  breaUi  of  wmter,  chilis  each  vein. 
For  on  the  verge,  the  awhil  verge  of  fote 
Scarce  fix'd  I  stand ;  and  one  progressive  step 
Had  plung'd  me  down,  unfathomably  deep. 
To  gnlphs  impervious  to  the  cheerful  Sun 
And  fragrant  breeze ;  to  that  abhorr'd  abode, 
Where  Silence  and  Oblivion,  sisters  drear ! 
With  cruel  Death  confederate  empire  hold. 
In  desolation  and  primeval  gloom.  [horrour. 

Ha !  what  unmans  me  ^us }  what,  more  than 
Relaxes  ev'ry  nerve,  untunes  my  frame, 
An4  chills  my  inmost  soul  ? — Be  still,  my  heart  I 
Nor  flutt'ring  thus,  in  vain  attempt  to  burst 
The  barrier  firm,  by  which  thou  art  confln'd. 
Resume  your  functions,  limbs  I  restrain  those  knees 
From  smiting  thus  each  other.      Rouse,  my  soul  \ 
Assert  thy  native  dignity,  and  dare 
To  brave  this  king  of  terrors;  to  confront 
His  cloudy  brow,  and  unrelenting  frown. 
With  steady  scorn,  m  conscioas  triumph  bold» 
Reason,  that  beam  of  uncreated  day^ 
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T)iit  tiy  of  deity,  by  God's  own  breatb 

lafasM  aod  kiodled,  reaaoa  will  dispel 

Those  £aicy'd  terroars :  Reason  will  instruct  thee. 

That  ieaih  is  Heav'D*s  kind  interposiog  hand, 

Tb  natch  thee  timely  from  impending  woe  ; 

Rwn  aggregated  misery,  whose  paoj^ 

Cu  find  no  other  period  but  the  grave. 

For  oh  .'—while  others  gaze  on  Nature's  face, 
Hk  Terdant  rale,  the  mouDtaiaB,woods,aDd  streams ; 
Or,  with  delight  ioefiable,  survey 
"Hie  San^  bright  image  of  his  parent  God ; 
The  Kssoos,  m  majestic  order,  round 
This  TaryM  globe  revolving ;  young-ey'd  Spring, 
ProfiBe  of  life  and  joy  ;  Summer,  adom'd 
With  keen  effulgeoce,bright*ning  Heav'n  and  Earth; 
Autumn,  replete  with  Nature's  various  boon. 
To  bless  the  toilog  hind  i  and  Winter,  grand 
With  rapid  storms,  corn'olsing  Nature's  frame : 
Whlbt  ethers  view  Heav'n's  all-involving  arch, 
Bn?ht  with  onnnmber'd  worlds ;  and,  lost  in  joy. 
Fair  order  and  utility  behold ; 
Or,  mrfrtigu^d,  tb' amazing  chain  pursue, 
Which,  in  one  vast  all-comprehending  whole, 
Vwia  th'hnmeose  stupendous  works  of  God, 
Ojojoining  part  with  part,  and,  thro*  the  frame, 
Mwing  sacred  harmony  and  jay : 
To  me  those  fair  vicisatodes  are  lost,  - 
ind  grace  and  beauty  blotted  from  my  view. 
TJeverdant  vale,the  mountains,  woods,and  streafbs, 
Ok  horrid  blank  appear ;  the  young- ey'd  Spring, 
Efclgeot  Summer,  Autumn  deckM  in  wealth 
Ta  Weis  Uhj  toiling  hind,  and  Winter,  grand 
WHh  rapid  storms,  revolve  in  vain  for  me  : 
JJor  the  bright  Sun,  nor  all-embracing  aich 
Of  HeavX  8ba!l  e'er, these  wretched  orbs  behold. 

0  Beauty,  Harmooy !  ye  sister  train 
Of  Graces;  you,  who,  in  th' admiring  eye 
Of  God  your  charms  display'd,  ere  yet,  transcribed 
^stare's  form,  your  Heav'nly  features  shone  : 
Why  sre  you  snatch'd  foe  ever  from  my  sight, 
W|"bt,  in  your  stead,  a  boundless,  waste  expanse 
^oixKstnH^h'd  horrour  covers  all  ? 
Wide  o'er  my  prospect  rueful  darkness  breathes 
wr  manspicious  vapour ;  in  whose  shade, 
"w,  grief,  and  anguish,  natives  of  her  reign, 
«»aal  sadness,  gloomy  vigils  keep: 
With  them  1  walk,  with  them  still  doom»d  to  share 
«w»l  blackness,  without  hopes  of  dawn. 
T  ^^!S  ^  ^*  ^^^"^  ^  ignorance  and  scorn, 
^fcarh^rons  mirt|i  abandoned,  point*  me  out 
J^Miotgrin:  the  supercilious  eye 
Oft.  won  the  noise  and  glare  of  prosp'roos  life. 
On  my  obscurity  diverts  its  gazr, 
™%;  and,  with  wanton  pride  elate, 
fJWlatei  its  own  superior  lot : 
J^^«»n  triumph  !  Hence  the  piercing  Uunt 
jfWjed  insolence  inflicted  deep. 
***  the  warm  bluA  that  paints  ingenuous  shame, 
*jronRaou3  want  insp  rVI ;  th'  unpHied  pang 
JJ  we  and  friendship  sUshted.     Hence  the  tear 
JJoDpotent  compas^oo.  when  the  voice 
V[iP*n,  by  others  felt,  quick  smites  my  heart, 
*■  nwscf  all  its  tenderness  m  vain. 
7^^^^  »wl  nK)re,  on  this  devoted  head, 
**^»ith  collected  bittenicM  been  pour'd. 
Jr^  ™y  sorrows  here.    The  sacred  fona 
Jl™*wdge,  scarce  acc<fSRible  to  me, 
r*»t-coo8uming  anguish  1  behold ; 
^""•Wjei  fcr  which  my  loui  ioiatiate  burnt 


With  ardent  thirst    Nor  can  these  nseless  handSy 
Uotutor'd  in  each  life-sustaining  art. 
Nourish  this  wretched  being,  and  supply 
Frail  nature's  wants,  that  short  cessation  know. 

Where  now,  ah  !  where  is  that  supporting  arm  ^ 
Which  to  my  weak,  unequal  infant  steps 
Its  kind  assistaqce  lent  ?  Ah  !  where  that  love. 
That  strong  assiduous  tenderness,  which  watch'd 
My  wishes  yet  scarce  form'd ;  and,  to  my  view, 
Unimportun'd,  like  ail- indulging  Heav'n, 
Their  objects  brought  ?  ^h  I  where  that  gentle  Toiot 
Which,  with  instruction,  soft  as  summer  dews 
Or  fleecy  snows,  descending  on  my  soul, 
Distinguish'd  ev'ry  hour  with  new  delight  ? 
Ah  !  where  that  vhrtue,  which,  amid  the  storms, 
The  mingled  horrours  of  tumultuous  life, 
Untainted,  unsubdu'd,  the  shock  sustained? 
So  firm  the  oak  which,  in  eternal  night. 
As  deep  its  root  extends,  as  high  to  Heav'n 
Its  top  majestic  rises :  such  the  smile 
Of  some  benignant  angel,  from  the  throne 
Of  God  dispatch'd,  embassador  of  peace ;    ^ 
Who  on  his  look  imprest  bis  message  beais. 
And  pleased,  from  Earth  averts  impendmg  ill* 
Alas  !  no  wife  thy  parting  kisses  shar'd: 
Fronr  thy  expiring  lips  uo  child  received 
Thy  last,  dear  ble&sing  and  thy  last  advice, 
Friend,  father,  benefactor,  all  at  once. 
In  thee  forsook  me,  an  unguarded  prey 
For  ev'ry  storm,  whose  lawless  fury  roars 
Beneath  the  azure  concave  of  the  sky. 
To  toss,  and  on  my  head  exhaust  its  rage. 

Dejecting  prospect  I  soon  the  hapless  boor 
May  come ;  perhaps  this  moment  it  impends. 
Which  drives  me  forth  to  penury  and  cold, 
Naked,  and  beat  by  all  the  storms  of  Heav'n, 
Friendless  and  guideless  to  explore  my  way  ; 
Till  ou  cold  earth  this  poor,  unshelter'd  bead 
Reclining,  vainly  from  the  ruthless  blast 
Respite  I  beg,  and  in  the  shock  expire. 

Me  miserable !  wherefore,  O  my  soul ! 
Was,  on  such  hard  conditions,  life  desired  ? 
One  step,  one  friendly  step,  without  thy  guilt. 
Had  plac'd  me  safe  in  that  profound  recess. 
Where,  undisturb'd  eternal  quiet  reigns. 
And  sweet  forgetfulness  of  grief  and  care. 
Why,  then,  my  coward  soul !  didst  thou  recoil } 
Why  shun  the  final  exit  of  thy  woe  ? 
Why  shiver  at  approaching  dissolution  ? 

Say  why,  by  Nature's  unresisted  force. 
Is  ev'ry  being,  where  vol  itiop  reigns 
And  active  choice,  impelled  to  shun  their  fiite. 
And  dread  destruction,  as  the  worst  of  ills ; 
Say,  why  they  shrink,  why  fly,  why  fight,  why  ridi. 
Precarious  life,  to  lengthen  out  its  date, 
W^hich,  lengthened,  is,  at  best,  protracted  pain  ? 
Say,  by  what  mystic  charms,  can  life  allure 
Unnumber'd  beings,  who,  beneath  me  far       " 
Plac'd  in  th*  extensive  scale  of  Nature,  want 
Those  blessings  Heav'n  accumulates  on  me  ^ 
Blessings  superior;  tho'  the  blaze  of  day 
Pours  on  their  sight  \U  sout-tefreshing  stream^        ' 
To  me  extinct  in  everlasting  shades: 
Yet  heav'n-taught  music,  at  whose  powerful  Toice^ 
Corrosive  care  and  anguish,  charm'd  to  peace, 

*  The  character  here  drawn  is  that  of  the  an* 
thor's  father,  whose  unforeseeo  fiite  bad  just  befort 
hi^pened. 
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FoTMke  the  heart,  and  yidd  It  a1)  to  joy, 
Ke^er  sooths  their  pangs.    To  their  msensate  view 
Knowledge  in  vain  her  fairett  tceasnre  spreads. 
To  them  the  noblest  gift  of  bounteous  Heav'n, 
99ieet  converBatJon,  whose  enlivening  foree 
Elates,  distends,  and,  with  unfiiding  stroogtb. 
Inspires  the  soul,  remams  for  ever  lost. 
The  sacred  sympathy  of  social  hearts, 
Benevolence,  supreme  delight  of  Heav'n ; 
IV  extensive  wish,  which  in  one  wide  embrace, 
All  beings  circles,  when  the  swelling  soul 
Partakes  tlie  joys  of  God ;  ne'er  warms  their  breasts. 

As  yet  my  soul  ne*er  felt  the  oppressive  weight 
Of  indigence  unaided ;  swift  redress, 
Beyond  the  daring  flight  of  hope,  approadi'd, 
And  evVy  wish  of  nature  amply  blest. 
Tho*,  o'er  the  future  series  of  my  fiitc, 
111  omens  seem  to  brood,  and  stars  malign 
To  blend  their  baleful  fire:  oft,  while  the  Snn 
Darts  boundless  glory  thro*  th'  expense  of  Heav*n, 
A  gloom  of  congregated  vapours  rise. 
Than  night  more  dreadftil  in  her  blackest  shroud, 
And  o'er  the  face  of  things  incumbent  hang, 
Portending  tempest ;  till  the  source  of  day 
Again  asserts  the  empke  of  the  sky. 
And,  o'er  the  blotted  scene  of  Nature,  throws 
A  keener  spleoJonr.    So,  peihaps,  that  care, 
Thro'  all  creation  felt,  but  most  l^  man. 
Which'  hears  with  kind  regard  the  tender  sigh 
Of  modest  want,  may  dissipate  my  ftnrs. 
And  bid  my  hours  a  happier  flight  assume. 
Perhaps,  ealtv'niog  hope !  perhaps  my  soul 
May  drink  at  wisdom's  foontaio,  and  allay 
Her  unextinguished  ardour  in  the  stream : 
Wisdom,  the  constant  magnet,  where  each  wish, 
Set  by  the  hand  of  Mature,  ever  points. 
Restless  and  faithftil,  as  th'  attractive  force 
By  which  all  bodies  to  the  centre  tend. 

What  then !  because  th*  indulgent  Sire  of  all 
Has,  in  the  plan  of  things,  pre^crib'd  my  sphere; 
Because  consummate  Wisdom  thoaght  not  fit. 
In  affluence  and  pomp,  to  bid  me  shine ; 
Shall  J  regret  my  destiny,  and  curse 
That  state,  by  Heav'n's  pakmal  care,  designed 
To  train  me  up  for  scenes,  with  which  compared. 
These  ages,  measured  by  the  orbs  of  Heav'n, 
In  blank  fmathilation  fade  away  ? 
For  scenes,  whete,  finish'd  by  the  Almighty  art, 
Beauty  and  order  open  to  the  sight 
In  vivid  glory ;  where  the  faintest  rays 
Out-flash  the  splendour  of  our  mid-day  Sun  ? 
Say,  shall  the  Source  of  all,  who  first  ass^nid. 
To  each  constituent  of  this  wond'rous  frame 
Its  proper  powers,  its  place  and  action  due. 
With  due  dei^rees  of  weakness,  whence  results 
Couoord  ine%ble.;  shall  he  reverse. 
Or  disconcert  tto^imyersal  scheme. 
The  gen'ral  good,  tollatleic selfish  pride 
And  blind  desh«  ? — ^Before  tnMJmighty  voice 
From  non-existence  call'd  me  into  fifs*^ 
What  claim  had  I  to  being?  what  to  shfilfr.^ 
In  this  htghrrank  of  creatures,  fwm'd  to  clim^ 
The  steep  ascent  of  virtue,  unrelax'd, 
Till  infinite  perfection  crown  their  toil? 
Who  ooosetous  of  their  origin  divine. 
Eternal  order,  beauty,  truth,  and  good, 
Pereeive,.rike  their  greait  Parent,  and  admire. 

Hush  !  then,  my  heart,  with  pious  caretsuppreis 
This  timid  pride  and  impotence  of  soul : 


Learn  now,  why  all  those  mnUitudes,  whi<^  cixM 

This  spacious  theatre,  and  gaxe  on  Heav*n> 

Invincibly  averse  to  meet  tli^r  fate. 

Avoid  each  danger:  know  this  sacred  truth  ; 

All-perfect  Wisdom,  on  each  living  soul, 

Engrav'd  this  mandate,   •*  to  preserve  tiieir  frame. 

And  hold  entire  the  gen'ral  orb  of  being." 

Then,  with  becoming  rev'rcnce  let  each  pow'r. 

In  deep  attention,  hear  the  voice  of  God  ; 

Tliat  awful  voice,  which,  speakmg  to  the  soul. 

Commands  its  resignation  to  his  law ! 

For  this,  has  Heav'n  to  virtue's  glorious  stage 
Call'd  me,  and  plac'd  the  garland  in  my  view, 
'ITie  wreath  of  conquest ;  basely  to  desert 
The  part  assign'd  me,  and,  with  dastard  fear. 
From  present  pain,  the  cause  of  futnre  bliss. 
To  shrink  into  the  bosom  of  the  grave  ?  ^ 
How,  then,  is  gratitude's  vast  debt  repaid  ? 
Where  all  the  tender  offices  of  love 
Due  to  fraternal  man,  in  which  the  heart. 
Each  blessing  it  commniticates,  enjoys  ? 
How  thon  sitall  I  obey  the  first,  great  law 
Of  Nature's  legislator,  deep  imprest 
With  double  sancrbn ;  restless  fear  of  death. 
And  Ibndnees  still  to  brenthe  this  vital  air? 
Nor  is  th'  injunction  hard  :  who  would-not  srok 
A  while  in  itan  and  sorrow  ;  then  emerge 
With  tenfold  lustre ;  triumph  o'er  his  pain ; 
And,  with  unfading  glory,  shine  in  Heav'n  ? 

Come  then,  my  little  guardian  genius  !  clothe) 
In  that  familiar  form  ;  nT>'  Phylax,  come  ! 
Let  me  caress  thee,  hug  thee  to  my  heart. 
Which  beats  with  joy  of  life  preserv'd  by  thee. 
Had  not  thy  interposing  fondness  staid 
My  blind  precipitation,  now,  ev'n  now. 
My  soul,  by  Nature's  sharpest  pangs  expelTd, 
Had  left  this  frame ;  had  pass'd  the  dreadful  bound, 
Which  life  from  death  divides ;  divides  this  scene 
From  vast  eternity,  whose  deep'ning  shades. 
Impervious  to  the  sharpest  mortal  sight. 
Elude  our  keenest  search. — Tint  still  I  err. 
Howe'er  thy  grateful,  undesigning  heart. 
In  ills  foreseen,  with  pi-omptitudc  might  aid  ; 
Yet  this,  beyond  thy  utmost  reach  of  thought. 
Not  ev'n  remotely  distant  could'st  thou  view. 
Secure  tliy  steps  the  ftvgile  board  could  press. 
Nor  feel  the  least  alarm  where  1  had  sunk  : 
Nor  couId^st  thou  judge  the  awful  depth  below. 
Which,  from  its  watry  bottom,  to  receive 
My  fall,  tremendous  3rawn*d.     Thy  utmost  skill. 
Thy  deepest  penetration  here  had  stopt. 
Short  of  its  aim  j  and  in  the  strong  embrace 
Of  ruin  struggling,  left  me  to  expire. 
No— Iieav'n's  high  Sov*reign,  provident  of  all, 
Thy  passive  organs  moving,  taught  thee  first 
To  check  my  heedless  course ;  and  hence  I  live. 

Eternal  Providence  !  whose  eqnal  sway 
Weighs  each  event ;  whose  ever-waking  care. 
Connecting  high  with  lo%v,  mmute  with  great. 
Attunes  the  wendrous  whole,  and  bids  each  put 
In  one  unbroken  harmony  conspire : 
^^  Hail !  sacred  Source  of  happiness  and  liffe  I 
'^Substantial  Good,  bright  intellectual  Sun ! 
To  whom  my  soul,  by  symrmthy  innate, 
Unweary'd  tends ;  and  finds,  in  thee  alone^    . 
Securityj  enjojrment,  and  repoSe. 

By  thee,  O  God !  by  thy  paternal  arm. 
Thro'  ev*!^  period  of  my  infant  state, 
SustamHl  I  live  to  3rield  thee  praises  doa 
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0 !  eonU  ay  lays,  with  beav*iily  rsptares  w»nn, 
^dk » tbf  throoe,  re-ecbo  to  the  songs 
Ofaagdi;  theoce,  O  !  could  my  pray*r  obtain 
Got  beao  of  ia^iratioa,  to  inflame 
iod  amaate  my  mimben ;  HeaVn's  full  choir, 
h  ixdti^  itraios,  th'  inspiriog  God  might  sing ; 
Yet  oot  laore  ardent,  more  sincere,  than  mine. 
But  Iho'  my  voice,  beneath  Ihe  seraph*s  note. 
Mo*  check  it5  feeble  accents,  low  deprest 
Bf  dull  morUUty ;  to  thee,  great  Soul 
Of  e«aT»n  9Qd  Earth  !  to  thee  my  hallow'd  strain 
Of  gratitiade  and  praise  shall  still  ascend. 


MBS- 


TO  THE  AUTHOR. 


Wilis  frieoddup*s  gentle  pow'rs  my  bosom  fire, 

Dmmo,  accept  the  lays  which  you  inspire : 

^'y  W-neglected  Muse  thy  worth  revives. 

And  gen'roos  ardour  from  tby  flame  receives. 

Iteaiatic  troubies  long  my  mind  oppressed. 

And  made  the  Mose  a  stranger  to  my  breast; 

^  friendship's  aoftofrt  charm3  could  raise  my  song. 

Till  »ik»d  to  lifie  by  thy  persuasive  tongue. 

0  DuDQo,  cooid  I  boost  thy  i^ondious  »ki!l, 

Waebat  my  genius  equal  to  my  will, 

T^j  pruses  I  unweary*d  would  proclaim  ; 

Asd  pbcf  thee  with  the  brightest  sons  of  fame. 

Saie,  Dunon,  ^tis  some  god  thy  breast  inspires. 

And  fills  thy  soul  with  those  cejestial  firPs:        ^ 

Thy  thoughts  so  just,  so  noble,  so  refin'd, 

^^  elegant,  that  virtuous  turn  of  mind, 

Vsy  jostly  claim  the  praise  of  all  mankind. 

Wky  am  I  callM  to  leave  my  native  plains. 
To  nnge  oq  barren  bills  with  rustic  swains  ? 
fir  from  my  fellow  oyinphs,  a  sprightly  throng. 
And  far,  too  £ar  from  thy  harmonious  tongue ! 
mitill  thy  praise  shall  be  my  favorite  theme: 
^^  echo  snail  resound  with  Damon's  fame, 
^  ev*ry  tree  shall  bear  his  much-lov'd  name. 

0!  could  I  bear  thee  to  Acasto's  seat, 
|*fhttbo$  and  bis  sons  a  known  retreat ; 
^**0i  ^hgse  great  mind  and  honest  soul 
Jo  hopes  can  bias,  and  no  fear*  control. 
Beijitiic's  patron  long  has  firmly  stood, 
jH  in  a  vidous  age,  been  greatly  good. 
2^his  Acasto  in  some  fragrant  bow*r 
w^VI  Crania,  and  confe»s'd  her  powV ; 
««*  the  tuneful  n^aid  has  own'd  liis  lays, 
«d  Me»»d  his  song  with  weil-desefved  praise. 
Were  I^qxri  there,  to  join  the  tuneful  choir, 
■wi  tU  the  beauties  of  his  verse  and  lyre, 
J»wt wQokt  cfviliee  onr  savage  plains, 
•^  oar  country  nymphs,  and  ruml  swains. 
J*tl»'  hard  fate  deny  my  fond  request, 
J^«*  tear  thy  memory  from  my  breast ; 
J*-«hile  life's  blood  runs  warm  in  cv*ry  vein, 
'  *  thee  a  lasting  frienMip  111  maintain : 
«d  vhen  this  busy  scene  of  life  is  o»er, 
^.Ittth  retards  the  souPs  excursions  more,        ^  t 
"2  ^  "***  *****  »»  **>«*  happier  scenes,         ^ 
TwT  ]^||*y*^»  hnroortal  pleasure  reigns. 
*J*w,  cnmnM  with  yontb  nnMrng,  let  ns  stray 
IJ^the  bright  regions  of  eternal  day  j 
JjejrfsMiirtial  happinensQoued, 


Some  pow*r  cotidoct  as  thro'  tlie  glorious  Tosd, 
And  lead  us  safe  to  that  divine  abode, 
Where  bliss  eternal  waits  the  virtuous  soul, 
And  joys  on  jo3rs  in  endless  circles  roll. 

1740.  \       OiOr 


THE  AUTHOR'S  ASWER. 

When  Clio  seemM  forgetful  of  my  pain, 
A  soft  impatience  throbbed  in  ev'ry  vein  j 
Each  tedious  hour  I  thought  an  age  of  woe'; 
So  few  their  pleasures,  and  their  pace  so  slow  t 
But,  when  your  moving  accents  reached  my  ear. 
Just,  as  your  taste,  and  as  your  heart  sincere  j 
My  soul  re-ech6'd,  while  the  melting  strain 
B<»it  in  each  puket  and  flowed  in  ev'ry  vein. 

Ah  !  teach  my  verse,  like  your's,  to  be  refinM  ; 
Your  force  of  language,  and  your  strength  of  minds 
Teach  me  that  winning,  soft,  persuasive  art, 
Which  ravishes  the  soni,  and  charms  the  heart : 
Then  ev'ry  heighten^jl  pow'r  I  will  employ 
To  paint  your  merit,  and  express  my  joy. 
Less  soft  the  strains,  the  numbers  less  refin'd. 
With  which  great  Orpheus  polish'd  human  kind; 
Whose  magic  force  could  fawless  vice  reprove. 
And  teach  a  world  the  sweets  of  social  love. 

•When  great  Acasto's  '  virtues  grac'd  your  layi. 
My  soul  was  lost  m  the  effulgent  blaze ; 
Whose  love,  like  Heav'n,  to  all' mankind  extends. 
Supplies  the  indigent,  the  weak  defends ; 
Pursues  tile  good  of  all  with  steady  aim ; 
One  bright,  unweary'd,  unextjoguisb'd  flame. 
What  transport  felt  my  sohI,  what  keen  delight. 
When  its  full  blaze  of  glory  met  my  sight ! 
But  soon,  too  toon,  the  happy  gleam  was  o*er  ; 
What  joy  can  reign  where  Clio  it  no  more  ? 

Ah  !  hapless  me !  must  y^  more  woes  iuspira 
11ie  mournful  song,  and  tune  the  tragic  lyre  ? 
The  last  and  greatest  of  the  sable  train  ? 
Her  Clio*s  absence  must,the  Muse  complain. 
From  these  intrusive  thoughts  all  pleasure  flies. 
And  leaves  my  soul  benighted,  like  my  eyes. 

Yet,  while  absorbed  in  thought  alone  I  stray. 
On  ev*ry  sense  while  silent  sorrows  prey. 
Or  from  some  arbour,  conscious  of  ray  pain. 
While  to  the  sighing  breeze  I  sigh  in  vain; 
May  each  new  moment,  fraught  with  new  delight. 
Crown  your  bright  day,  and  bless  your  silent  night : 
May  heightening  raptures  cv*ry  senie  iurprise. 
Music  your  ears,  gay  prospects  charm  your  eyes: 
May  all  op  Earth,  and  all  in  Heav^  cuaspire 
To  make  your  pleasures  lasting  and  entire. 
Tis  thine  alone  can  sooUi  my  anxious  breast. 
Secure  of  bliss,  while  conscious  you  are  blest. 


EPISTTE    I. 


TO  TUB' SAME.      PROM   IDIUBURCI. 

Fiunl  where  bleak  north  winds  chill  the  frozen  sldeSf 
And  lov*d  Edina's  lofty  turrets  rise, 

.  1  A  genllucnan,  who  then  resided  in  OaUoway, 
distinguished  for  hospitality;  for  his  inriolable  attach- 
ment to  the  interests  uf  his  country  ;  and,  in  short, 
for  all  those  virtues  which  adorned  his  ancestors, 
and  dignify  homan  natura. 
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Sing  bf^T'nly  Mase  !  to  thy  lov*d  Clio  sing ; 
Tune  thy  fiunt  Toice,  and' stretch  thy  drooping  wing. 

Could  I,  like  Uriel,  on  some  pointed  nyi. 
To  3rour  fair  distant  Edcw  wing  my  way, 
Outstrip  the  mooients,  scorn  the  swiftest  wind. 
And  leave  ev*n  wing*d  desire  to  lag  behind  ; 
So  strong,  so  swift,  I'd  fly  the  port  to  gain; 
The  speed  of  angets  should  pursue  in  vain* 

Ah !  whither,  whither  would  my  fancy  stray  ? 
Nor  hope  sustains,  nor  reason  leads  the  way : 
No,  let  my  eyes  in  scalding  sorrows  flow. 
Vast  as  my  loss,  and  endless  as  my  woe : 
Flow,  till  the  torrent  quench  tliis  vital  flaoie. 
And,  with  increasing  hours,  increase  the  stream. 
Yet,  Clio,  hear,  in  pity  to  my  smart, 
If  gentle  pity  e'er  could  touch  thy  heart : 
Let  but  one  line  suspend  my  constant  care. 
Too  faint  for  hope,  too  lively  for  despair: 
Thee  let  me,  still  wjth  wont^  rapture  find 
The  Muse's  patroness,  and  poet's  friend. 


EPISTLE    IL 


TO  DoaiNDA,  wrm  venicb  prbseiv'd. 

Ip  friendship  gains  not  pardon  for  the  Muse, 

Immortal  Otway,  sure,  will  plead  excuse : 

For  eyes  like  thine  he  wrote  hi»  moving  lajrs, 

Which  feel  the  poet,  and  which  weep  his  praise. 

Whether  great  JafBer  tender  griefii  inspires. 

Struggling  with  cruel  fate,  and  high  desires ; 

Or  Belvidera's  gentler  accents  fluw, 

When  all  her  soul  she  breathes  in  love  and  woe : 

Drawn  from  the  heart  the  various  passions  shine, 

And'Wonnded  Natnre  bleeds  in  cv'fy  line. 

Ai  when  some  turtle  spies  her  lovely  mate 

PiflTC'd  by  the  ball,  or  flutt'riog  in  the  net. 

Her  little  heart  just  bursting  with  despair. 

She  droops  her  wings,  and  breathes  her  soul  in  air. 


EPISTLE    ItL 
TO  MISS  ANNIE  RAE: 

wrm  THB   MANUAL  OP  KPICTBTOS,  AMD  TABLATVIB 
Of  CBBBBw 

Go,  happy  leaves  I  to  Anna's  view  disclose 

What  solid  joy  from  real  vhtue  flows ; 

When,  like  the  world,  self-pois'd,  th'  exalted  soul, 

UnshiUcen,  scorns  the  storms  that  round  her  roll ; 

And,  in  herself  collected,  joys  to  find 

Th'  uBtaintad  image  of  th'  eternal  mind. 

To  bid  mankind  their  end  supreme  porsiie. 
On  God  and  Nature  fix  their  wand'ring  view ; 
To  teach  reluctant  passion  to  obey, 
.  Check'd,  or  hnpellM  by  reason's  awful  sway  ; 
From  films  of  errour  purge  the  mental  eye. 
Till  undissembled  nood  m  prospect  lie ; 
The  fOul  with  heav'n-bom  virtue  to  inflame :, 
Such  was  the  Stoic's  and  Socratic's  aim. 

O !  could  they  view  from  yon  immortal  scene, 
Where  beauty,  truth  and  good,  unclonded,  reign. 
Fair  hands  like  thine  revolve  their  labour'd  page. 
Imbibe  their  truth,  and  in  their  task  engage  ; 
With  rapture  would  they  hail  so  fair  a  sight, 
Aai  feel  new  bliss  in  Ueav'n's  supreme  delight. 


TO  MISS  D.  n.  1 

W  ANSWER  TO  A   LrrTBa  SHB  WBOTB  TBB  AOfRMK 
FBOM   OOMPBIBS. 

Mat  Heaven's  best  blessings  on  thy  head  descend. 
Whose  goodness  recollecto  an  absent  friend ; 
Brighter  and  brighter  may  thy  momenti  roll, 
Joy  warm  thy  heart,  and  virtue  tune  thy  soul ; 
With  length'ning  lifs  still  happier  be  thy  state. 
As  by  thy  worth,  distinguished  by  thy  fiUe. 
Oh  !  if  my  ardent  vows  successful  prove; 
If  merit  charms,  if  God  himself  ^  love ; 
Of  all  the  lots  his  bounty  e*er  assign'd 
To  bless  the  best,  the  noblest  of  mankind; 
For  none  shall  happier  constellations  sbhie. 
None  boast  a  sphere  of  ampler  bliss  than  thine. 

Few  of  thy  sex,  alas  f  how  wond'rotts  few, 
Bestow  those  kind  regards  to  virtue  due : 
A  humble  name,  of  wealth  too  small  a  share,    , 
A  form  unseemly,  or  a  clownish  air ; 
These  casual  feults  the  squeamish  fair  disgnit, 
Who  to  be  thought  reftn'd,  becom^  unjust. 
Not  such  Dorinda's  more  intense  survey. 
It  looks  fbr  charms  unconscious  of  decay ; 
Surface  and  form  pervades  with  nobler  taste, 
And  views  God's  image  on  tiie  heait  imprest. 
O  may  I  ever  share  thy  kind  esteem, 
In  fortune's  change,  and  life's  tumultuous  dream: 
If  future  hours  be  ting'd  with  odours  gay, 
There  let  thy  friendship  mix  its  heav'nly  ray; 
O'er  all  my  fate  if  adverse  planets  reigu, 
O  let  thy  gentle  pity  sooth  my  pain  : 
With  this  one  precious  good  secureiy^bfest. 
Let  chance  or  fbrtune  regulate  the  rest. 

Since  still  to  me  extend  thy  geo'rous  <»res, 
My  study,  health,  employment,  and  afiain; 
These  ever  in  the  same  dull  channel  flow, 
A  lazy  current,  uniformly  slow. 
Thus  still  from  hour  to  hour,  from  day  to  dfty, 
Life*b  glimm'ring  taper  langnish^'away ; 
A  doubtful  flame,  a  dim  portentous  light. 
That  wastes,  and  sickens  into  endtess  night 

The  modes  of  dress,  the  sophist's  keen  defaiter 
The  various  politics  of  church  or  state, 
!  A  soul  like  tliine  will  think  but  trivial  news. 

Beneath  the  care  of  friendship,  and  the  Musei 
I      In  vain  I  urge  dull  thought  from  Ime  to  Un^ 
I  Fancy  grows  restive  to  the  fond  design : 
t  Here  let  the  Muse  her  weary  pinions  rest, 
;  Be  ever  khid,  and  oh  1  be  ever  blest. 


TO  MISS  A.  H.  ON  HER  MARRIAffS^ 

I  v ATB  the  stiff  address,  the  stodiad  phrase 
Of  formal  compliment,  and  empty  praise, 
=  Where  fancy  labours  to  exprew  the  heart, 
I  With  all  the  paint,  and  impotence  of  art ;       ^ 
!  But  when  witn  merit  friendship's  charms  coo^n* 
To  bid  my  hand  resume  the  votive  lyre. 
Once  more  my  veins  then:  fbrmer  raptmjpi  Taa^r 
And  all  the  Muses  mmy  bosom  glow. 

» The  young  lady  to  whom  the  Mboody  it  in- 
scribed. 
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ti  Odb,  wboctf  soul  with  ereiy  sweetness  crowned, 
Diflbfs  light,  and  life,  and  pleasorf*  n)und ; 
t^Twt  heart,  wKh  cv'ry  tender  sense  eiidowM, 
(tlo»?,  like  creative  hove,  serenely  pjod  j 
Wbose  easy  manners  at  one  view  display 
Fucy'tqakk  flash,  and  reason's  steady  ray ; 
Wbtk;  each  iaiemal  charm,  with  sweet  surprise. 
Beams  thro*  tby  form,  and  lights  thy  radiant  eyes: 
Bicsi'd  with  those  joys,  may  all  thy  moments  flow. 
Which  conscious  virtue  only  can  bestow  : 
That  soft,  eternal  stinshine  of  the  miniJ, 
^eet  asthy  charms,  and  as  thy  soul  refined. 
Miy  fieav'n  protect  thee  with  a  father's  care. 
And  make  thee  happy,  as  it  made  thee  fair. 
0  may  the  man  now  sacred  to  thy  choice,  , 
With  all  his  soul  the  real  blewing  prize ; 
One  common  end  o*er  all  your  views  preside. 
One  wish  impel  yon,  and  one  purpose  guitle  ; 
Be  all  your  days  auspicious,  calm,  and  bright, 
Ooe  scene  of  tender,  pure,  unmhc'd  delight. 
Till  time  and  fiste  exhaust  their  eodletis  store, 
lad  Ueav*a  alooe  can  make  your  pleasure  more. 


TO  THE  REVEREND  MR.  JAMESON. 

Why  moams  my  fneod,  what  cause  shall  T  o^ign  ? 
Why  smarts  that  tender,  honest  soul  of  thine  ? 
Ifhat  star,  a  foe  to  all  that's  good  and  great, 
Blues,  wkb  malignant  influence,  dash  thy  fiste  ? 
Why  dinnks  my  heart  witii  fears  not  understood  ? 
What  strange  portentous  tadoess  chilis  my  blood  ? 
0 !  breithe  tiiy  latent  sorrows  in  mine  ear. 
And  prompt  the  starting,  sympathetic  tear* 
Ai  tender  mothers,  With  araiduous  view, 
Hieir  m&nt  oftpring's  wandering  steps  pursue, 
As,  wing'd  from  Heav*n,  celestial  guardians  wait. 
To  match  their  fav'rite  chattic  from  instant  fate : 
hieadshipthy  close  attendant  shall  remain, 
Pitpar'd  to  soften,  or  partake  thy  pain : 
Whether  thy  form,  to  pale  disease  a  prey. 
Beneath  its  preasure  pants  the  tedious  day ;  , 

Or  if  some  tend<*r  grief  dissolves  thy  mind, 
EMfa  wish  extinguished;  and  e»ch  hope  resi^n'd  i 
Por  thee  my  sptrits  shall  more  languid  flow ; 
fot  thee,  the  flame  of  life  suspend  its  glow ; 
For  thee,  this  heart  with  sorrows  new  shall  groan, 
Aad  add  thy  part  of  anguish  to  its  own. 
Whatever  scenes  thy  pensive  walk  invite, 
Thither  thy  firieod  shall  bend  bis  speedy  Oight. 
Say,  shall  oar  social  steps  to^rethcr  stray 
Tkto*  groves  that  glimmer  with  a  tu  iljirht  ray  ? 
Or  thiQ^  some  boondless  solit^^ry  pl;iin, 
Whers  Melanclioly  holds  h^r  pen.-ive  reign  ? 
8iy,tbro'  embowering  myrtles  shall  we  rote 
BedewM  with  recent  tears  by  hopeless  love  ? 
Or,  where  neglected  worth,  from  men  rctir'd, 
hi  OQcomplaining  agony  expired  ? 
Tbers  in  the  «ilent  C3rpre^  shade  reclin'd, 
Ui  each  in  each  a  faithful  sotTrer  find ; 
IWre  let  oor  mingling  plaints  to  lieav'n  ascend ; 
There,  let  our  eyes  their  ceaseless  currents  biend  : 
Our  minglaqp  plahits  shall  stop  the  passing  gale. 
Aid  each  eaamoorM  echo  sigh  the  tale. 
fv  whilst  t  ppeaky  ev*o  in  this  mortal  honr> 
Piohapf  lelflotlesa  Death  exfrtf  its  pow*r. 


Perhaps  the  shaft  already  wings  its  waV, 
Too  surely  aim'd,  and  Baraet  »  falls  its  prey. 
Him  Nature,  with  no  common  care,  design'd. 
His  form  embellish'd,  and  his  soul  refiu'd ; 
O  !  with  what  ardour  did  his  piercing  view. 
Thro*  every  maze  of  Nature,  truth  pursue ! 
Sacred  to  virtue,  and  the  Muse,  his  breast 
With  ft((Bav'u's  own  loveliest  image  was  iuiprest 
Dke  Heav'n's  eternal  goodness,  uncoutinM, 
His  soul,  with  one  fond  wish,  embracM  mankind : 
For  them  his  time,  his  cares  were  ail  employed  j 
Their  griefs  he  felt ;  their  happiness  enjoy *d ; 
His  parents,  now,  in  bitterness  of  pain. 
Shall  ask  from  Hcav'n  and  Earth  their  son  in  vain: 
In  vain,  his  friends,  with  pious  gifts  shall  tell 
How  gay  he  blossomM,  and  how  early  fell. 
Thro*  all  his  frame  a  fever's  fury  itigns, 
Consnmes  his  vitals,  and  infl.imes  his  veins. 
In  tears  the  salutary  arts  retreat, 
And  virtue  views  with  pangs  her  darling's  fate. 

Here  pause,  my  friend,  and  with  due  candour  own 
Afl^iction's  cup  not  mix'd  for  thee  alone ; 
Others,  Uke  thee,  its  dire  contents  must  dram. 
And  share  their  full  mheritance  of  pain. 
But,  O!  may  brighter  houts  thy  life  attend ; 
Such  as  from  Heav'ii  on  happy  lovc  descend  ; 
Such  gleams,  as  still  on  conscious  virtue  shine^  * 
By  God  and  man  approv*d,  be  ever  thine. 
May  reason,  arm*d  with  each  persuasive  art. 
Inspire  tby  prec<»pts,  as  she  guides  thy  heart: 
Nor  let  th/soul  the  smallest  portion  know 
Oi'  all  my  past  distress,  or  present  woe. 


AS  EPITAPH,  ON  ms  FATHER. 

Herb  drop,  Benevolence,  thy  sacred  tear, 

A  friend  of  human  kind  reposes  here : 

A  man,  content  himself,  and  God,  to  know; 

A  heart,  with  every  vulue  form*d  to  glow : 

Beneath  each  pressure,  uniformly  great ; 

In  life  untainted,  unsurprised  by  fate : 

Such,  tho'  obscur*d  by  various  ills,  he  shone ;     ^ 

Consoi'd  bis  neighbour's  woes,  and  bore  his  own : 

Heav'n  saw,  and  suatch'd  from  fortune's  rage  itt 

prey,  > 

To  share  the  triumphs  of  eternal  day. 


TO  MRS.  ANNE  BLACKLOCK, 
THE  ALTHOR'S  MOTHER. 

Wrm  A  COPY  or  THE  SCOTCH  EDXTtOS  OF  H!S  POSMS^ 

O  THOU  !  who  gav'st  me  first  this  world  t*  explore, 
Whoie  frame,  for  me,  a  mother's  anguish  bore ; 
For  me,  whose  heart  its  viul  current  drain'd, 
Wijose  bosom  nurs'dme^and  whose  arms  8U8tain*d| 

»  Mr.  Bamet,  an  Englishman,  a  dear  and  inti- 
mate  friend  of  our  poet  He  was  a  student  of  phy- 
sic in  the  university  of  Edinburgh ;  and  at  the  time 
the  above  epbtle  was  written,  lay  dangerously  ill 
of  a  fever,  of  which  he  died  a  few  days  after,  in  the 
bloom  ot  youth,  oiiich  lamented  by  all  who  knew 
him,  but  particularly  by  A^r.  Blacklock,  who  scarce 
ever  m^^nttoued  his  name  without  a  ttsar. 
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What  tho»  thy  sw,  dependent,  weak,  and  blind. 
Deplore  his  wishes  checked,  his  hopes  confm'd  ? 
Tho*  want,  impending,  cloud  each  chcarless  day. 
And  death  with  life  seem  struggling  for  their  pr€y  ? 
Let  this  console,  if  not  reward,  thy  pain. 
Unhappy  he  may  lite,  but  not  in  rain. 


PROLOGUE  TO  OTHELLO: 

■POKBN   BT   MR.    LOVB,   AT  THE   OPEMINO   OF  THE 
P£AY-UOi;SB   IN   DdMFRIES. 

Yb  souls !  by  soft  humanity  inspir'd. 
For  gen'rons  hearts  and  manners  free  admir'd; 
Where  taste  and  commerce,  amicably  joined. 
Embellish  life,  and  cultivate  the  mind : 
Without  a  blush  you  may  support  our  sUge ; 
No  tainted  joys  shall  here  your  view  engage. 
To  tickle  fools  with  prostituted  art, 
Debauch  the  fency,  and  corrupt  the  heart. 
La  others  stoop  j  such  meanness  we  despise, 
And  please  with  virtuous  objects  virtuous  eyei. 

The  tender  soul  what  dire  convul^ons  tear. 
When  whispering  villains  gain  th*  mcautious  ear; 
How  heav'nly  mild,  yet  how  intensely  bright. 
Fair  bnocence,  tbo'  clouded,  strikes  the  sight ; 
What  endless  plagues  from  jealous  fondness  ftow, 
Tbb  night  our  faithful  scenes  attempt  to  ibow : 
No  new-born  whim,  no  hasty  flash  of  wH; 
But  Nature's  dictates,  by  great  Shakespeare  writ. 

Immortal  bard !    who,  with  a  master  hand. 
Could  all  the  movements  of  the  soul  commasd  ; 
With  pity  600th,  with  terrour  shake  her  frame  i 
In  love  dissolve  her,  or  to  rage  inOame. 

To^taste  and  virtue,  Heav''n-descended  pairl 
While  pleasM  we  thus  devote  our  art  and  care ; 
To  crown  our  ardour,  let  your  fav'rin^  smile 
Reward  our  hopes,  and  animate  our  toil : 
So  may  your  eyes  no  weeping  moments  know, 
But  when  they  share  some  Desdemooa's  woe. 


PROLOGUE  TO  HAMLETt 

tPOKEM   BY   MR.    LOVEj   AT  DOMPRIXS. 

IirsriR'D  with  pleasing  hope  to  entertain, 

Once  more  we  offer  Shakespeare's  hcav'nly  strain  ; 

While  hov'nng  round,  his  laurePd  shade  surveys 

What  eyes  shall  pour  their  tribute  to  his  praise ; 

W^at  hearts  with  tender ^lity  shall  regret 

The  bitter  grief  that  clouds^  Ophelia's  fate. 

Once  fair  she  fiourish'd.  Nature's  joy  and  pride, 
But  droop'd  and  wither'd,  when  a  father  dy'd. 
Severe  eiitremes  of  tenderness  and  woe. 
When  love  and  virtue  mourn  one  common  blow; 
When  Krie6f  alternate  o'er  the  bosom  reign. 
And  ev'ry  sense,  and  ev'ry  thought  is  pain ! 
^ere  Nature  Iriumph'd,  on  her  throne  sublime. 
And  mock'd  each  pigmy  Muse  of  later  time ; 
Till  Shakespeare  touch'd  the  soul  with  all  her  smart. 
And  stamped  her  living  image  on  the  heart 

From  his  iostrucuve  song  we  deeply  feel. 
How  vainly  guilt  its  horrours  would  conceal. 
Tho'  night  and  silence  with  the  fraud  conspire, 
To  bid  the  crime  from  human  search  retire; 


Tho'  yet  the  traitor  seem  from  barm  seean. 
And  fate  a  while  suspend  th'  avenging  hour  s 
Tho'  fortune  nurse  him  with  a  mother's  care. 
And  deck  her  pageant  in  a  short-liv'd  glare: 
In  vain  he  struggles  to  disguise  his  smart, 
A  living  plague  corrodes  his  ulcered  heart ; 
While  ev'ry  form  of  ruin  meetsiiis  eyes, 
And  Heav'n's  vindictive  tcrrours  roiSnd  him  rite. 

Such  salutary  truths  their  light  diffuse. 
Where  honours  dqe  attend  the  tra^c  Muse; 
Deep  by  her  sacred  signature  imprest. 
They  mingle  with  the  soul,  and  warm  the  breis^ 
Hence  Uught  of  old,  the  pious  and  the  iage» 
With  Teneratioo,  patroniz'd  the  stage. 

But,  soft!  methiuks  you  cry  with  some  sorprist, 
*<  How  long  intend  you  thus  to  moralize?" 
Our  prologue  deviates  from  establi^h'd  rules. 
Nor  shocks  the  fair,  nor  calls  the  critics  fools, 
Tis  true ;  but,  dully  fond  of  common  sense. 
We  still  think  spleen  to  wit  has  no  pretence; 
Think  impudence  is'  fiir  remote  from  spirit. 
And  modesty,  tho*  aukwaid,  has  some  merit. 


AN  EPIGRAM: 
TO  A  GnnxsMAK,  WHO  ASKBi)  MY  sBMnionm  or 

BIM. 

DsAEFabins!  me  if  well  yoo  know. 

You  ne*er  will  take  me  for  your  foe;  ' 

If  right  yourself  you  comprehend. 

You  ne'er  will  take  me  for  your  friends    ^ 


AS  EPIGRAM: 

ON  PUNCH. 

Hekcb  r  resUciss  caro»  and  low  design  ; 
Hende !  foreign  compliments  and  wine : 
Let  generous  Britons,  brave  and  free. 
Still  boast  their  puncJi  and  honesty, 
life  is  a  bumper  fill'd  by  fate, 
And  we  the  guests  who  share  the  treat ; 
Where  strong,  insipid,  sharp  and  sweet. 
Each  other  duly  temp'ring  meet 
A  while  with  joy  the  scene  is  crown'd  ; 
A  while  the  catch  and  toast  go  round : 
And,  when  the  full  carouse  is  o'er. 
Death  pufis  the  lights,  and  shuts  the  door* 
Say  then,  physicians  of  each  kind. 
Who  care  the  body,  or  the  mind ; 
What  barm  in  drinking  can  there  be^ 
Since  punch  and  life  so  well  agree  ? 


AN  EPIGRAM: 
ON  MARRUGE. 


YouKc  Cclia,  now  a  blooming  bride, 
Sat  from  her  friends  apart,  and  cry*d;' 
Her  faithful  Chloe  view'd  her  care. 
And  thus  consol'd  the  weeping  feir : 

"OoodHeav'n!  in  tears!  forsbame!  lo«kf«n 
Nor  cIoihI  with  grief  your  nuptiai  day* 
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ffbrya  n  tmn  leceWetheir  fpomes, 
Wkt  mast  tb€  hapless  wretch  wfaa  loses  ? 
Beades,  my  dear,  you  know  *tia  reasoo, 
Ibt  all  UuDgs  have  a  proper  season : 
Nov,  *th  in  marriage  a  plain  case, 
Tfaat  crying  hoMs  th^  second  place. 
Let  vulgar  sunls  io  sonow  sink,  % 

Who  atways  act,  and  never  think : 
Bat,  to  retfeetiog  Blinds  like  yon, 
Haniaes  can  tore  have  nothing  new.* 


AN  EFJGRASi. 

on  THE  SAVB* 


Wfloint  laab  the  marriage  wfj/m, 
Til  veil  agreed,  makes  one  of  two: 
Bat  who  can  tell,  save  O— d  alone. 
What  MBben  may  make  two  of  one. 


AN  EPITAPH, 

ON  A  FAVOUBITE  LAP-DOa 

I  nvnt  baric'd  when  ont  of  season ; 
I  aever  bit  without  a  reason ; 
I  BS^er  msnlted  weaker  brother ; 
Nor  wraag*d  by  firce  nor  frand  another. 
ThoQgfa  hmtes  aie  plac'd  a  rank  betow, 
flappy  fcr  man,  oookl  be  say  so ! 


THE  AVTHOWS  PICTURE. 

WmB  io  my  matchless  graces  wrapt  I  stand, 
Aod  touch  each  feature  with  a  trembling  hand ; 
Ddgn,  k>rely  Self  1  with  art  and  nature's  pride. 
To  oux  the  cokmrs,  and  the  pencil  guide. 

Self  k  the  grsmd  pursuit  of  lu|lf  mankind : 
Hsv  wt  a  cruvrd  by  Self,  like  me,  are  blind! 
Bf  Sd^  the  fop,  in  magic  colours,  shown, 
TW  sDooi'd  by  ev'ry  eye,  delights  his  own : 
When  age  and  wrinkles  seize  the  conquering  maid, 
Sd^  not  the  gimss,  reflecU  the  flattViog  shade. 
•a»,wooder-vrorkingSclf!  begin  the  lay; 
Thy  charms  to  others,  as  to  me,  display. 

Straight  is  my  person,  but  of  little  size  ;. 
lean  are  my  cheeks,  and  boUow  are  my  eyes : 
My  yoothfol  down  is,  like  my  talents,  rare; 
Mbely  distant  stands  each  single  hair. 
My  voice  too  rcHigh  to  charm  a  Iady*s  ear ; 
So  sBBOoth,  a  child  may  listen  without  fear ; 
Kot  fbrm'd  in  cadenoe  soft'  and  warbling  lays. 
To  soolh  the  fiiir  thro'  pleasure's  wanton  ways. 
My  form  so  fine,  so  regular,  so  new  ; 
My  port  so  manly,  and  su  fresh  my  hue ; 
Oft,  as  I  meet  the  crowd,  they  laughing  say, 
"  See,  see  Memento  mori  cross  the  way." 
Hk  lavidi'd  Proserpine  at  last,  we  koowf 
Grew  fondly  jealous  of  her  sable  bean  ;^ 
Bat,  thanks  to  Nature !  none  from  me  n^  6y ; 
One  heart  the  Devil  could  wound — so  cannot  I. 

Yet,  tho*  my  person  fearless  may  be  leen, 
llMie  is  sone  danger  in  my  graceful  mien : 
fbr,  as  SQOie  vesel,  toss'd  by  wind  and  tide, 

'  I  o*«r  thi  wave^  and  rocki  froQ  fida  to  tide ; 


In  just  vibration  thus  I  always  movet 

This  who  can  view,  and  not  be  forcM  to  love  ? 

Hail!  charming  Self !  by  whose  propitious  lid 
My  form  in  all  its  glory  stinds  displayed : 
Be  present  still  $i  with  fospiratbn  kind. 
Let  the  same  faithfal  colours  paint  the  mind. 

Like  all  mankind,  with  vanity  Vm  bless'd  ; 
Consciooa  of  wit  I  never  yet  possessed. 
To  strong  desires  my  heart  an  easy  prey, 
Ofi  feels  their  force,  but  never  owns  their  sway* 
This  hour,  perhaps,  as  death  I  hate  my  foe  ; 
The  next  I  wonder  why  1  should  do  so. 
Tho'  poor,  the  richr  I  view  with  careless  eye ; 
Scorn  a  vain  oath,  and  hate  a  serious  lye. 
I  ne'er,  for  satire,  torture  common  sense ; 
Nor  show  my  wit  at  Ood's,  nor  man's  expense 
Harmless  I  live,  unknowing  and  unknown ;    * 
Wish  well  to  all,  and  yet  do  good  to  none. 
Unmerited  contempt  I  bate  to  bear ; 
Yet  on  my  fa«i1ts,  like  others,  am  severe. 
Dishonest  flames  my  brmom  never  fire ; 
The  bad  I  pity,  and  the  good  admire : 
Food  of  the  Muse,  to  her  devote  my  days. 
And  scrilibie — not  for  pudding,  tuit  for  praise. 

These  careless  lines  if  any  virgin  hears. 
Perhaps,  in  pity  to  my  joyless  jrears. 
She  may  consent  »gen'rous  fiarae  to  own; 
And  (  no  fonger  sigb  the  nights  alone.  i 

Bat,  shonld  th»^fair,  afiected,  vain  or  nice, 
Scveam  with  the  fears  inspir'd  by  frogs  or  mice; 
Cry,  "  Save  us,  Heaven !  a  speetre,  not  a  man  l'» 
Her  hartshorn  snatch,  or  interpose  her  fan : 
If  I  my  tender  overture  repeat ;, 
O  !  may  my  vows  her  kind  reception  meet  I 
May  she  new  graces  on  my  form  bestow. 
And,  with  tall  honours,  dt^^ify  my  brow  [  « 
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Some  cottotry-girl,  scarce  to  a  curtsey  bred. 
Would  I  much  rather  than  Cornelia  wed. 

Dryden*8  Juvenal. 

PRCPACB. 

Whethir  the  author's .  designs  were  benevolent 
or  ill-natured,  in  the  writing  or  pqblication  of 
this  piece  to  the  world,  it  is  uunecessary  for  him 
to  discover ;  f^rr  even  though  ha  should,  with  aU 
imaginable  candour,  express  the  motives  which 
influenced  him,  every  oue  will  presume  upon  the 

>  The  manner  in  which  our  author  has  conduct- 
ed this  piece  is  very  remarkable.  None  but  one 
possessed  of  Mr.  Blacklock's  happy  temper  of  mind, 
would  have  been  so  pleasant  at  his  own  expence. 
However,  lest  the  ladies  of  future  ages  shoukl  tlunk 
this  humoroos  description  real,  it  may  not  be  iin- 
proper  to  tell  them,  that,  if  the  original  bad  been 
in  the  bands  of  a  faithful  painter,  the  picture  would 
by  np  jODean9  hate  been  so  ludicrous.     12.  H* 
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,    8^e  right  of  judging  as  if  no  suctv  discovery  had  i 
been  made.     Permit  him  therefore  only  to  say,  | 
^at  this  satire  is  neither  absulately  personal, 
nor  comprehensive  of  all.     To  attack  any  par-  I 
ticular  character  is  no  less  detraction  in   verne 
than  in  prose ;  or  suppose  the  intention  more  i 
good-natured,  it  is  confininc:  those  moral  lessons  ! 
to  one,  which  may  be  applicable  to  a  thousand,  j 
To  attack  any  ^f  x  or  species  f  »r  qualities  insepa- 
rable from  It,  is  really  to  write  a  satire  against . 
Nature.     S«i  that  the  business  of  one  who  would  ; 
assnnie  a  character  so  delicate  an.i  unwelcome, 
is  neither  to  confine  himself  to  individuals,  nor  ! 
attempt  to  include  the  whole. 

The  author  thought  it  proper  to  convey  his  senti- 
ments in  an  epistolary  way,  that  the  eye  mi^ht 
fftill  be  directed  to  one  principal  figure.  Such 
characters  and  passions  as  could  not  thus  proper- 
ly be  introduced,  are  brought  m  by  freqiw>nt  di- 
gressions, with  as  much  ease  as  possible.  For 
this  T  need  only  instance  the  characters  of  Flavia 
and  Timandra. 

The  m'!st  effectual  way  either  to  gain  or  preserve 
the  attention  of  readers  in  satire  is,  by  a  delicate 
and  well>preserved  irony.  This  the  autlior  has 
as  seldom  violated  as  the  subjects  he  treated, 
and.  bis  own  warmth  of  temper  would  permit. 
And  thus,  under  pretence  of  advising,  he  exposes' 
to  his  pupil  most  of  the  vices  and  foibles  of  the 
•ex  J  first,  in  their  earliest  appearances  in  the 
World,  then  in  marringe,  as  mistresses  of  a  fami- 
ly, as  mothers,  and  the  difierent  rules  too  often 
observed  in  dress  abroad  and.  at  home.  This  ac- 
count of  our  author's  plan  was  thought  reqqisite, 
lest  the  feader,  when  glancing  over  the  poem, 
might  lose  bioiself  in  it.     A.  G. 
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IKSCRIB  O  TO    MISS  • 


Credo  pudicitiam,  Satumo  re^c,  moratam 
In  tcrris,  visamque  dio. ' 


Jut. 


,ln  Satum*s  reign,  at  Nature's  early  birth. 
There  was  that  thing  calPd  Chastity  on  earth. 

Dryden. 

O  THOU,  whom  still  in  vain  I  must  adore, 
To  Beauty  much  in  debt,  to  Fortune  more ; 
With  wit  and  taste  enough  thy  faults  tp  hide, 
To  gild  thy  follj^,  and  to  plume  thy  pride ; 
Soon  shall  my  heart,  a  rebel  to  thy  chaio^ 
Assert  its  frecd(fm,  and  thy  pow'r  disdain* 
Yet  *ere  kind  Fate  my  liberty  restore,  [more) 

(When  twice  five  hundred  pounds  can  charm  no 
For  thee  the  Muse  shall  tune  th'  instructive  lay. 
And  thro'  the  maze  of  life  direct  thy  way : . 
Tlie  Muse,  long  study 'd  in  her  sex's  art, 
Tlie  head  designing,  and  eorrupted  heart. 
For  thee  shall  sing ;  nor  thoij  too  rashly  blame 
The  last  fiiint  struggles  of  a  dying  flame. 

The  maid  whom  Natore  with  maternal  care 
Has  form'd  to  scatter  ruin  ev'ry  where, 
When  first  on  life  her  radiant  eyes  she  throws, 
Dress,  flatt  ry,  pleasure,  billet-doux,  and  beaux ; 
Then,  conscious  of  her  weakness,  let  her  fiy 
Tha  tendu-  lisp,  the  love-iliiioua*d  eye^ 


Let  her  alike  distrust  bar  strength  and  art. 
And  cautious  to  some  maiden  aunt  impart 
I'be  important  charge,  her  honour  and  her  bent. 
But  soon  tlie  first  emotions  of  desire 
Shall  with  simplicity  and  tmth  retire; 
The  conscious  tongue,  inspir'd  by  distant  tfcws, 
Its  first  alliartce  with  the  soul  shall  lose ; 
The  blood,  by  candour  taught  before  to  glow, 
Fro^  other  motives  to  the  cheeks  shall  flow; 
No  more  shall  looks  her  sentiments  explain. 
But  ev'ry  flexile  feature  learn  to  feign. 
Then  let  her  issue  forth  to  open  light. 
In  all  the  blaze  of  native  beauty  bright^ 
Insatiate,  conquest  let  her  still  pursue. 
Secure  from  harm,  and  destin'd  to  undo. 
Yet  while  the  first  of  public  toasts  she  reigns. 
While  half  the  nation  strug^fles  in  her  chains, 
If  not  like  thee,  with  Fortune's  bounty  blest, 
Let  her  at  last  resign  the  world  to  rest, 
Eie  Time  his  empire  o'er  her  charms  assume. 
And  tinge  with  fkinter  hue  her  native  bloom. 

In  vernal  youth,  and  beauty's  gayest  pride. 
The  charroin;;  Flavia  thus  becomes  a  bride. 
For  what  bless'd  youth,  O  Muse,  with  tmth  declare, 
Could  Fate  resen-e  the  conquest  of  the  fair } 
To  what  resistless  art,  what  charms  divine, 
What  soft  address,  c<Mild  she  her  heart  resign  ? 
Did  youth,  good-nature,  sense,  inflict  the  wouod? 
*'  No — peevish  seventy  with  five  thousand  pound." 
Hail  holy  ties  !  by  wond*rous  charmik  eodearH), 
Tlie  paralytic  nerve,  and  hoary  beard. 
What  mighty  joys  must  bless  such  c^Qual  love, 
When  hand  in  band  gay  Spring  and  Winter  move  ? 
Beneath  the  specious  semblance  of  a  wife 
She  flaunts  a  licensed  prostitute  for  life. 
Why  all  this  hurry  ?  Flavia  was  afraid 
Her  fame  should  wither,  or  her  beauty  fade. 

Favour*d  of  Heav'n,  far  happier  stirs  are  thine  j 
Long  as  thy  wish  shall  thy  meridian  shine, 
In  youth  or  age  still  certain  to  command, 
And  see  thy  bloom  coeval  with  thy  land. 

There  is  a  time,  to  all  the  sex  well  known, 
When  'tis  a  wretched  thing  to  be  alone ;      [teetDf, 
When  pregnant  Night  with  ghosts  and  spectres 
And  sportive  fairies  prompt  tomulttions  dreams; 
Then,  tho'  no  lower  wiih  thy  breast  inflame, 
Though  spotless  be  thy  fanc^  as  thy  name, 
In  solitary  fears  no  longer  pme. 
But  to  protectmg  man  thy  charms  resign. 

And  now,  before  the  raptur'd  swain  should  cloy 
With  known  embraces,  and  repeated  joy ; 
Now  is  the  time  thy  wit,  thy  pow'rs  to  strain, 
And  tease  him  still  some  fifiv'rfte  boon  to  gain. 
Now  with  eternal  tempest  stun  his  ears. 
Now  vary  all  the  scene  with  fits  and  tears; 
Now  (pleas'd  to  view  vicissitudes  of  pain, 
To  view  thy  tyranny  new- force  obtain) 
To  alt  his  tender  arts  and  sof^  pursuit 
Still  be  thy  tongue  inexorably  mute. 

Nor  yet  thy  plagues  to  one  alone  confine. 
Portending  public  ruin  comets  shine; 
Angle  fur  hearts,  and  when  y%m  catch  the  ptey. 
Long  on  the  line  your  foolish  captive  play. 

But  should  thy  fond,  oflScious  fool  be  near. 
With  jealous  look^,  and  with  attentive  ear; 
Should  he  oil  ev'ry  private  hour  iotntde, 
Ar»d  watch  those  pleasnres  he  was  meaill  to  shrtHid  j 
With  alt  thy  skill  his  jealous  rage  ferment, 
The  look  iuviting;,  and  the  soft  complamt^ 
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WKh  eqotl  fiitoor  cv'rr  krrer  bl«8. 
The  ireoile  whisper,  ana  the  fund  caren ; 
Till  the  veak  dope,  iu  every  tender  sense, 
Peeb,  moie  than  Hell,  the  torture  of  suspense. 
Then  if  he  dares  to  murmur  at  his  fate, 
Tell  him  with  smiles*  repentance  is  too  late. 
Bat  if,  with  haughty  tone,  and  lordly  pride. 
He  dietates  serious  rules  thy  life  to  guide ; 
With  weeping  eyes,  and  melting  sounds,  regret 
The  destinM  sorrows  which  on  woman  wait ; 
To  tjrrant  man  subjected  during  life, 
A  wretched  daughter,  and  more  wretched  wife ; 
Alike  unblev'd,  whatever  her  form  inspire, 
licentious  ridicule,  nr  low  desire ; 
She  pioes  away  a  life  to  bliss  unknown ; 
A  slave  to  evHy  humour  but  her  own-; 
While  with  despotic  n6d,  and  watchful  gaze, 
Her  jealous  master  all  her  steps  surreys : 
With  strict  reserve  each  lover  if  she  treat. 
Then  all  her  portion  is  contempt  or  hate ; 
But  if  more  ^ee  she  spend  the  cheerful  day 
Among  the  witty,  innocent,  and  gay. 
From  all  her  hc^iies  domestic  pleasure  flies, 
Sospicioo  brtatbes,  and  lo !  her  honour  dies. 
Such  cruel  stars  oo  woman  still  attend. 
And  couldai  thou  hope  their  fury  to  suspend  ? 

Perhaps  s(>me  lover  may  thy  soul  inflame, 
For  nature  in  each  bosom  is  the  same ; 
Tbeoy  but  by  slow  degrees,  bis  fkte  deckle. 
And  gratify  at  once  thy  love  and  pride. 
For  love  and  pride,  beneath  each  dark  disguise. 
Heave  io  yeur  breast,  and  sparkle  in  jrour  eyes: 
Uowe'er  your  sex  in  chastity  pretend 
To  bate  the  lover,  but  admire  the  friend, 
Desires  more  warm  their  natal  throne  maintain, 
Platonic  pasbions  only  reach  the  brain. 

Though  in  the  clo3rster's  secret  cell  immur*d 
By  bolts,  by  evVy  name  in  Heaven  secured ; 
Though  in  the  close  seragtio's  walls  coofinM ; 
Ev*n  there  your  fency  riots  on  mankind : 
Your  persons  may  be  fix'd,  your  forms  recluse 
While  minds  are  faithless,  and  while  thoughts  are 


Should  Love  at  last  (whom  has  not  Love  subduM?) 
Full  on  thy  tense  some  killing  form  obtrude  ; 
O !   then  beware,  nor  with  a  lavish  hand 
Too  promptly  offer,  ere  thy  swain  demand. 
Our  mothers,  great  in  virtues  as  in  crimes, 
DisdainM  the  venal  spirit  of  our  times : 
Vice,  oft  repeird,  their  stubborn  hearts  essayed ; 
But  if  at  last  their  yielding  soul  she  sway'd. 
Nor  hopes,  nor  fiean,  nor  interest  could  restrain, 
Hemv^  charmed.  Hell  threatea'd,  Av*rice  bribed  in 

.vain. 
Fods  they,  and  folly's  common  lot  they  KharVI, 
Instinct  their  guide,  and  pleasure  their  reward : 
Their  wiser  race  pursue  a  happier  scheme. 
Pleasure  their  instrument,  and  wealth  their  aim ; 
Nor  maid ,  nor  wife,  unbrib*d  her  heart  bestows, 
Each  dart  is  tipp*d  with  gold  which  Cupid  throws. 

Thus  should  the  dice  invite  thy  venturous  hand. 
Or  debts  of  honour  fresh  supplies  denund  ; 
Should  china,  monkeys,  gems  thy  heart  engage. 
The  gilded  coach,  or  liv*ry'd  equipage  ; 
Half  meet,  half  shun  his  wish  ;  nor  free,  nor  nice  j 
Delay  the  pleasure,  to  inhance  the  price. 

While  Night  o*er  Heav'n  and  Earth  extends  her 
shade. 
And  darkar  fi»male  cooniDg  lends  its  aid, 


Then,  but  with  art,  thy  schemes  of  pleasure  Uy» 
Ijest  Argus  with  his  hundred  eyes  survey : 
For  gales  officious  ev'ry  whisper  bear, 
Each  room  has  echoes,  and  each  wall  an  ear. 
Yet  Jealousy,  oft  fannM  with  opiate  airs. 
Her  charge  abandons,  and  forgets  her  cares  ; 
While  Love  awake  everts  hi^  happy  pow'r. 
And  consecrates  to  joy  the  fated  hour* 

That  well-concerted  plans  command  success. 
Learn  from  Timandra's  fortune,  and  confess. 
The  clock  strikes  ten,  in  rain  Timandra  mourns. 
Supper  is  served,  no  husband  yet  returns. 
«*  Not  yet  returned !  Good  Heav'n  avert  my  fcar^ 
What  unforeseen  mischi/nce  detains  my  dear  ? 
Perhaps  in  f^ome  dark  alley,  by  surprise. 
Beneath  a  villain's  arm  he  murder'd  lies; 
Or  by  some  apoplectic  fit  deprntt. 
Perhaps,  alas !  he  seeks  eternal  rest. 
Whilst  1  an  early  widow  mourn  in  vain? 
Haste !  fly,  ye  slaves,  restore  my  lord  again  !»' 
She  spoke,  she  shriekM  aloud,  she  nio^  the  bell, 
Then  senseless,  lifeless,  on  the  couch  slie  fell. 
"Say,  Muse;  for  Heav'n  hides  nothing  from  thy  view. 
Nor  Hell's  deep  track";  say,  what  could  then  ensue  ? 

Lorenzo,  touch'd  with  sympathy  divine, 
HeanI  the  shrill  sound,  and  recngais'd  the  sign ; 
He  came,  he  spoke,  and  if  report  ssy  true. 
Her  life  rekindled,  and  her  feantHithdrewi 
The  lover  vanished,  and  the  tnmult  past, 
The  unsuspecting  husband  came  at  last ; 
The  spouse  with  equal  jov  his  transports  cnnm'd. 
Nor  on  her  lips  were  Ca«iia's  kivxii  fbund  i. 

Let  scandal  next  no  slight  attention  share. 
Scandal,  the  fav'rite  science  of  the  fair. 
O'er  which  her  fancy  brcMxIs  the  summer-day. 
And  scheming  wastes  the  midnight-taper's  ray  ', 
The  laugh  signiBcant,  the  biting  jt>st. 
The  whisper  loud,  the  sentence  half  supprest. 
The  seeming  pity  fur  another's  fame. 
To  praise  with  coldness,  or  with  caution  blame; 
Still  shall  thy  malice  by  those  arts  succeed. 
And  ev'ry  hour  a  reputation  bleed. 
Thus  shall  thy  words,  thy  looks,  thy  silence  wound. 
And  plagues  be  wafled  in  each  whisper  found. 
Nor  on  these  topics  long  let  fancy  dwell ; 
In  one  unite  the  pedant  and  the  belle : 
With  learned  jargon,  ever  misapply 'd, 
Harangue,  illustrate,  criticise,  decide. 
For  in  our  days,  to  ?ain  a  sage's  name. 
We  need  not  plod  for  sense,  but  banish  shame : 
nis  this  which  opens  every  fair-one's  eyes. 
Religion,  sense,  and  reas<»n  to  despise ; 
Tis  thus  their  thout^hts  afTucted  fVeedom  boast. 
And  laugh  at  God,  yet  tremble  at  a  ghost 
Truth  is  the  object  of  each  common  view. 
The  gazing  crowd  her  naked  beauties  woo ; 
The  fair  such  manners  scorn,  but,  brave  and  free. 
Are  damn'd  for  sacred  singularity. 

Tbee  with  a  mother's  name  should  Fortune  grace. 
And  propagate  thy  vices  in  thy  rare. 
Let  whim,  not  reason,  all  thy  conduct  guide. 
And  not  the  parent,  but  the  rod,  preside ; 
In  all  thy  steps  each  wide  extreme  unite. 
Capricious  tcndeniess,  or  groundless  spite. 
Hence  future  a%en  shall  with  triumph  see 
Bridewell  and  Tyburn  both  enrich 'd  by  thee. 
To  this  our  lives  their  hapless  tenour  owe,       [flow. 
Ting'd  with  the  poison'd  source  from  whence  thef 

I  See  Othello. 
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Ah  !  m;  bad  (^iou8  Hesv^D  alone  consigoM 
A  prey  to  burning  wrath  your  worthless  kind ; 
Or  had  Uie  6r5tfair  she,  to  Hell  ally'd. 
Creation's  sole  reproach,  curs'd  Ileav*n  and  dy'd; 
•  Nbr  introduced  in  Nature's  faultlei^  frame       * 
The  wretched  hentag^e  of  guilt  and  shame. 
Such  the  maternal  pledges  you  bestow. 
Expressive  earnests  of  eternal  woe. 

Still  as  a  constant  curse  regard  thy  home. 
Thy  p1casurc*s  penance,  and  thy  beauty's  tomb ; 
Now  mad  with  rage,  now  languishing  WKh  ^een. 
There  stJIl  in  wretched  dishabile  be  seen: 
Long  let  thy  nail  its  polish'd  jet  extend. 
Around  thy  neck  thy  greasy  locks  descend ; 
And  round  thee,  mingling  in  one  spicy  gale, 
Kitchen  and  nurs'ry  all  their  sweets  exhale. 

But  if  in  tnore  extensive  spheres  you  move. 
With  all  the  glare  of  dress  your  form  improve  ; 
To  aid  its  pomp  let  either  India  join, 
Kor  once  ^flect  at  whose  expense  you  shine ; 
New  airs,  new  fashions,  new  cumplexionf  try. 
While  paint  and  afiectation  can  supply. 
For  Ueav'n  and  Nature,  uniform,  and  old, 
One  settled  course  in  each  production  hold ; 
But  belles,  by  native  genius  taught  to  please. 
Correct  their  Maker's  want  of  taste  with  ease. 

But  why  this  hasty  rage,  this  sudden  firight  ? 
I  meant  to  counsel,  and  you  say  I  bite. 
Ah  !  no ;  Vleav'n  knpws '  twas  far  Arom  my  intent ; 
The  world's  too  much  a  sianer  to  repent : 
By  itf  example  taught,  I  change  my  view. 
And  swear  tfte  fair  are  right  whate'er  they  da 


HORACE, 

'  Of>K  XIII.    Book  I.     IiciTATep. 

CUM  TU    LTDIA,   TSLSrai,    &C 

Wsen  Celia  dwells  on  Pamon's  name. 
Insatiate  of  the  pleasing  theme. 
Or  in  detail  admires  his  charms. 
His  rosy  neck,  and  waxen  arms ; 
O I  then,  jritb  fiiry  scarce  supprest. 
My  big  heart  labours  in  my  breast ; 
From  thought  to  thought  across  my  soul 
Incessant  tides  of  passion  roll ; 
My  blood  akemate  chills  and  glows. 
My  wav'ring  colour  comes  and  goes ; 
While  down  my  cheek  the  silent  tear 
Too  plainly  bids  my  grief  appear , 
Too  plainly  shows  the  latent  flame 
Whose  slow  consumption  melts  my  frame. 

I  burn,  when  conscious  of  his  sway. 
The  youth  elated  I  suney. 
Presume,  with  insolence  of  air 
To  frown,  or  dictate  to  my  fair; 
Or  in  the  madness  of  delight. 
When  to  thy  arms  be  wings  bis  flighty 
And  having  snatch'd  a  rude  embrace. 
Prolines  the  softness  of  that  face ; 
That  face  which  Heav'n  itself  imbues 
With  brightest  charms  and  purest  hues. 
Oh !  if  my  counsels  touch  thine  ear, 
(Love'f  ooomels  always  ve  siocere) 


From  his  ungovem'd  traiMporls  fly, 

Howe>r  his  form  may  please  thme  eye; 

For  conflagrations,  fierce  and  strong. 

Are  fatal  still,  but  never  Imig : 

And  he  who  roughly  treats  the  shrine. 

Where  nMidest  worth  and  beauty  shine. 

Forgetful  of  his  former  fire. 

Will  soon  no  mure  these  charms  admire. 

How  bless'd,  how  more  than  bless'd  are  they 
Whom  love  retains  with  equal  sway; 
Whose  flame  inviolaly  brif^'ht. 
Still  bums  in  its  meridian  height; 
Nor  jealous  fears,  nor  cold  disdain. 
Disturb  their  peace,  nor  break  their  chain : 
But,  when  the  hours  of  life  ebb  fast. 
For  each  in  sighs  tUey  breathe  thetr  last  1 


AN  ELEGX  TO  A  LADY, 

WITH  BAMMOFD't  BLCGIBS. 

O  FotM'n  aft  once  to  feel  and  to  ivmgktt 

llie  DoUett  passions  of  the  human  brteit. 
Attend  the  accent  of  love's  fav^ite  Ijrre, 

And  let  thy  soul  its  moving  force  attest 
Expressive  passion,  in  each  sound  convey'^ 

Shall  all  its  joy  disclose,  and  all  its  small; 
Reason  to  ropdest  tenderness  persuade. 

Smooth  ev'ry  thonght,  and  tranquillize  the  heart 
False  is  that  wisdom,  impotent  and  vain,     [sign'd. 

Which  scorns  the  sphere  by  Heav'n  to  nteQas- 
Which  treats  love*s  purest  fires  with  mock  diidaio^ 

And,  human,  soars  above  the  hun^n  kind. 
Silent  the  Mute  of  elegy  remaiti'd. 

Her  plaints  untaught  by  Nature  to  renew, 
Whilst  sportive  art  deloSive  sorrows  feign'd,  [titif  I 

With    bow  much  ease  distingiriBh'd  frooi  the 
Ev'n  polish'd  Waller  moanis  the  constant  scorn 

Of  Jtaccharissa,  and  hit  fate  m  vain : 
WHh  love  his  fcncy,  not  his  heart  is  torn ; 

We  praise  his  wit,  but  cannot  share  his  pahL 
Such  force  has  Nature,  so  supremely  fair. 

With  charms  maternal  her  productions  shine; 
The  vivid  grace  and  unaffected  air. 

Proclaim  them  all  her  own,  and  all  divine. 
Should  youthful  merit  in  such  strakiB  implore. 

Let  bei^uty  still  vouchsafe  a  gentle  tear. 
Wliat  can  the  soul,  with  passion  thriird,  do  more? 

The  song  must  prove  the  Aentiment  sincefr. 
Old  cannii»g  ne'er,  with  animated  sirahi. 

To  other  breasts  can  warmth  uufelt  impart : 
We  see  her  labour  with  industrious  pain. 

And  DMck  the  turgid  in>pot^ce  of  art 


OLE  TO^  AMVNTA. 

By  folly  led  from  snare  to  snafe. 
Of  bitter  gricf^  suspense,  and  care, 

A  voluntarj*  prey; 
With  ev'ry  flatt'ring  good  resign*d. 
Once  more  myself  and  peace  to  find^ 

Fiom  thee  1  force  zny  way. 
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,sir 


Tet  with  relflcUDt  step  vA  iW, 
From  all  that's  dear  wbik  thus  I  fo. 

Some  pity  let  me  claim  ! 
Len  smart  th'  expiring  martyr  feels. 
While  racks  disiend  or  tortunng  wheels 

Tear  hit  devoted  frame. 
Nor  Uniky  like  infants  proqe  to  change. 
From  tonlid  Tiews  or  weak  revenge, 

My  resolutions  flow : 
Tis  God's,  *tis  Nature's  great  toehest. 
On  every  living  soul  imprest. 

To  seek  relief  from  woe ; 
Nor  yet  explore,  with  curious  bent. 
What,  known,  would  but  thy  soul  torment. 

And  all  its  hopes  betray : 
When  painftil  truths  invade  the  mind, 
£v'o  wisdom  wishes  to  be  blind. 

And  hates  th'  officious  ray. 
Ye  powers,  who  cordial  and  serene^ 
Protect  the  detar  domestic  scene. 

To  your  retreats  I  fly  ; 
At  length  by  your*s  and  reason's  aid, 
1  may  to  rest  this  heart  persuade. 

And  wipe  the  tearful  eye. 
There  Nature,  o'er  the  heart  supreme. 
Shall  every  tender  wish  reclaim. 

Where'er  they  fondly  stray  5 
There  friendship's  arms  my  foil  sustain. 
When,  languid  with  excess  of  pain. 

My  fainting  nerves  give  way. 
With  eadence  soft  the  flowing  stream, 
Tlie  iawniog  breaze,  the  lambent  gleam. 

Shall  join  their  various  power. 
To  bid  each  passion's  rising  tide 
In  philosophic  ease  subside. 

And  sooth  my  pensive  hour. 


AN  ELEGY. 

Inschised  to  C— —  S — 


■Esq. 


O  pmtKHD,  by  ev'ry  sympathy  endear'd, 

Which  soul  with  &oul  in  sadred  ties  pnite ; 
The  hoar  arrives,  s«>  long,  so  justly  fear'd, 

Brings  all  its  pangs,  and  sinks  each  joy  in  night 
For  now  from  Ileav'o  my  unavailing  pray'r 

Toas'd  devious,  mingles  with  the  sportive  gale; 
Ko  tender  arts  can  move  my  cruel  fair. 

Nor  all  love's  silent  eloquence  prevail. . 
Though  from  my  lips  no  ?ound  unmeaning  flows. 

Though  in  each  action  fondness  is  exprest. 
No  kind  return  shall  terminate  my  woes, 

Nor  heave  th'  eternal  pressure  from  my  breast 
Too  well  the  weakness  of  my  heurt  I  knew  j 

Too  well  love's  ptw'r  my  soul  had  felt  before  : 
Why  did  I  then  the  pleasing  ill  pursue, 

Aud  tempt  the  malice  of  my  fate  once  more  ? 
Conscious  how  few  among  the  fair  succeed. 

Who  boast  no  merit  but  a  tender  heart. 
Why  was  my  soul  again  to  chains  decreed. 

To  unrewarded  tears  and  endless  smart  ? 
The  siren  Hope,  my  tardy  pace  to  cheer. 

In  gay  presage  tlte  short'ning  prospect  drcst^ 
With  art  fallacious  brought  the  object  near, 

Aod  Inll'd  each  rising  doubt  in  fat4l  rest 


I  saw  success,  or  thoagfat  at  least  I  ssw, 

Beck'ning  viith  smiles  to  animate  my  speed. 
Reason  was  mute,  irapress'd  with  trembKng  awe. 

And  mem'ry  not  one  precedent  coald  plead. 
How  curs'd  is  he  who  never  Jeamt  to  fear 

The  keenest  plagues  bis  cruel  stars  porten(i ! 
Till  o'er  his  head  the  bbck'ning  clouds  appear. 

And  Heav'n's  collected  stomu  at  once  descend  f 

What  further  chmge  of  fbrtnne  can  I  wait  ? 

What  oonsummatkm  to  the  last  despair  } 
She  flies,  yet  shows  no  pity  for  my  fiste ; 

She  sees,  yet  deigns  not  m  my  griefii  to  share. 
Yet  the  kind  heart,  where  tender  passions  reign. 

Will  catch  the  softness  when  it  first  appears; 
.  Explore  each  symptom  of  the  soflerer's  pain, 

Sigh  all  hb  sighs,  and  number  all  hh  tear& 
This  tribute  from  humanity  is  due;  [bestow 

Wl^at  then,  just  Heav'ns!  what  would  not  \m% 
Yet  though  the  fair  insensible  I  view. 

For  others'  bliss  Lwould  not  change  my  woe, 

0  blind  to  truth,  and  to  reflection  bUnd, 
At  length  to  wisdom  and  thyself  return.! 

See  Science  wait  thee  wirji  demeanour  kind. 
Whose  frown  or  absence  no  fond  lovers  mourn. 

Bounteous  and  free  to  all  who  ask  her  aid. 
Her  sacred  light  anticipates  their  call. 

Points  out  the  precipice  on  which  they  stray'd. 
And  with  maternal  care  prevents  tho»r  fall.  * 

Daughter  of  God  !  whose  features  all  e]q>ress 

.  Th'  eternal  beauty  whence  thy  being  sprung; 

1  to  thy  sacred  shrine  my  steps  address,     [tongn^ 

And  catch  each  sound  from  thy  He«v'&.ptompted 
O !  take  me  wholly  to  thy  fond  embrace, 

Through  all  my  soul  thy  radiant  beams  infuse; 
Thence  evely  cloud  of  pleasing  errour  chase; 

Adjust  her  organs,  and  enlarge  her  views. 
Hence,  ever  fbtt  on  virtue  and  on  thee, 

No  lower  wish  shall  her  attention  claim. 
Till,  Hke  her  sacred  parent,  pure  and  free,    [came. 

She  gain  the  native  Hcav'n  from  whence  she 


TO  JOHN  M'LAURIN,  Biq. 

(now  lord  DREGHORN,  ONI  OF  THE  SENATORS  OP 
THX  COLLEGE  OF  JUSTICE.) 

wrrn  the  author's  poems. 

O  THOTi  !  in  whom  maturely  bright  appears 
The  flame  of  genius  in  the  dawn  of  years ;     . 
Whom  sacred  wisdom's  awful  voice  inspires  ; 
Whom  Ileav'n-boru  virtue's  spoik-ss  beauty  fires  5 
Still  let  tl)c*e  glorious  aims  engage  thy  view ; 
With  bUaining  nerves  the  arduous  path  pursue; 
For  this  revolve  the  sacred,  ancient  pag^ 
The  raptur'd  poet,  and  instructive  sage  ; 
Nor  scorn  the  eflibrts  of  a  m«dern  Muse, 
Proud  to  reflect  the  glories  they  difl'use. 
Then,  while  with  conscious  joy  exults  thy  sire  », 
V^iewing  his  son  to  equal  fame  aspire. 
When  the  last  echoes  of  my  mortal  lay, 
Shall  feebly  mix  with  air  and  die  away ; 
Still  shall  my  life  beyond  the  grave  extend. 
And  ages  know  me  for  M*LaUrin's  friend. 

1  The  late  celebrated  Mr.  Colin  M'Laurin. 
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EXTEMPORE  VERSES, 


•POKBM  AT  THB  PESIRB  OF  A  GSMTLBlCAM. 

Tbou,  genius  of  connubial  love,  attend; 
Let  silent  wonder  all  thy  powers  suspend ; 
Whilst  to  thy  glory  I  devote  my  lays, 
And  pour  forth  all  my  grateful  heart  in  praise. 

In  lifelen  strains  let  vulgar  satire  tell, 
That  marriage  oft  is  mixt  with  Heav'n  and  Helt, 
That  conjugal  delight  is  sour'd  with  spleen, 
And  peace  and  war  compote  the  varied  scene ; 
My  Muse  a  truth  sublimer  can  assert. 
And  sing  the  triumphs  of  a  mutual  heart. 
Thrice  happy  they,  who  through  life's  varied  tide, 
With  equal  peace  and  gentler  motion  glide ; 
Whom  tho'  the  wave  of  fortune  sinks  or  swells. 
One  reason  governs,  and  one  wish  impels  | 
Whose  emulation  is  to  love  the  best ; 
Wlx>  feel  no  bliss,  but  in  each  other  blest ; 
Who  know  no  pleasure  but  the  joys  they  give, 
Nor  cease. to  love,  but  when  th^  cease  to  live : 
If  fate  these  blessings  in  one  lot  combine. 
Then  let  tfa'  eternal  page  record  them  mine. 


TO  THE  RErEREND  MR.  SPENCE, 

LATl  PItOPBSSOa  OF  POBTST  AT  OZFOim. 
WariTEN  AT  DUMFRIES   IN  TBS  YEAS    1759. 

To  tomes  of  dull  theolofry  conftn'd, 
(Eternal  opiates  of  the  active  mhkl) 
Long  lay  my  spirits,  lull'd  in  deep  repose,    , 
Incapable  alike  of  verse  or  prase. 
Unmarked  by  thought  or  action,  every  day 
Appear'4>  and  pass'd  in  apathy  away. 

Our  fi-iend,  the  doctor  ',  viewM  with  deep  r^;ret. 
My  sad  catastrophe,  my  lifeless  state ; 
Explored  each  ancient  sage,  whose  labours  tell 
The  force  of  powerful  herb,  or  ma;?ic  spell. 
Physic  in  vain  its  boasted  influence  try*d  ; 
My  stupor  incantation's  voice  defy'd : 
No  charm  could  light  my  fancy's  languid  flame, 
No  charm  but  friendship's  voice  and  Spenoe's  name. 
So  from  the  cold  embraces  of  the  tomb, 
Involv*d  in  deep  impenetrable  gloom,  [arise 

Should  Heaven's  great  mandate  bid  some  wretch 
How  would  he  view  the  Sun  with  ravish'd  eyes; 
Admire  each  part  of  Nature's  beauteous  scene, 
And  welcome  life  and  happiness  again  t 
Amaz'd  the  doctor  stood,  and  lost  in  thought. 
Nor  coidd  believe  the  wonder  he  hnd  wrought ; 
TiH,  fir'd  at  last  with  sacerdotal  pride, 
•'  'TIS  mine ; — the  work  is  all  my  own,"  he  cried. 
**  Henceforth  some  nobler  task  my  might  shall 
I  mean  some-lofly  mountain  to  remove,         [prove. 
With  woods  and  fountains  bid  it  wing  its  way 
Thro'  yielding  air  and  settle  in  the  5ca.»» 
But  recollecting  whence  U^e  virtue  flow'd 
To  which  returning  lifs  and  sense  I  ow'd. 
He  snatch'd  his  pen,  and  with  majestic  tone; 
•*  Hence  Indolence  and  Sloth,"  hecry'd,  "  be  gone; 
Me  fri^ship's  spirit,  Spence's  name  inspire. 
My  heart  is  pregnant,  and  my  soul  on  fire ; 
Thought  crowds  on  thought,  my  brisk  idesfs  flow. 
And  much  I  long  to  tell,  and  much  to  know." 

1  Rev.  Mr,  Jameson. 


Thus  exorcised,  to  Letiie's  dismal  shore 
Fled  Indolenoe,  and  sought  her  haunts  of  yors| 
With  all  her  train  forsook  the  poefs  breast. 
And  left  the  man  completely  dispossess'd. 
If  to  your  very  name,  by  bounteous  Heav'n, 
Such  blest,  restoring  influence  has  been  giv'o, 
How  must  your  sweet  approach,  your  aspect  kwl, 
Your  soul-reviving  converse,  warm  the  mind ! 


TO  DR.  REATTIE. 

wrra  thb  authob's  pobhs. 

O,  WARM*n  by  inspiration's  brightest  Are, 

For  whom  the  Moses  string  their  fiiv'rite  lyie, 
Tho'  with  superior  genius  blest,  yet  deign 

A  kind  fetation  to  my  humbler  stnun. 
When  florid  youth  impell'd.  and  fortune  smil'4, 

The  vocal  art  my  languid  houis  beguil'd : 
Severer  studies  now  my  life  engage; 

Researches  doll,  that  quench  poetic  rage; 
From  morn  to  ev'ning  destin'd  to  explore 

Th'  verbal  critic  and  the  scholiast's  lore ; 
Alas  !  what  beam  of  heav'niy  ardour  shines 

In  musty  lexicons  and  school  divines  ? 
Yet  to  the  darimg  ol^ect  of  my  heart, 

A  short,  but  pleasing  retrospect  I  dart; 
Revolve  the  labours  of  the  tunefnl  quiie. 

And  what  I  cannot  imitate,  admire. 
O  could  my  thoughts  with  all  thy  spirit  glow ; 

As  thine  harmonious,  could  my  accents  flow; 
Then,  with  approving  ear,  might'st  thou  atteod, 

Nor  m  a  Blacklodk  blush  to  own  a  friend. 


TO  THE  REV.  DR.  OGILVIE. 

I  decus,  i,  nostrum,  melioribus  utere  fstis. 

VnfiL 

Dbab  to  the  Muses  and  their  tuneful  train. 
Whom,  long  pursu'd,  I  scarce  at  last  regain; 
Why  should'st  thou  wonder,  i^  when  I^e  declioei, 
Hb  antiquated  lyre  thy  friend  resigns. 
Haply,  when  youth  elate  with  native  force. 
Or  emulation  fires  the  generous  horse. 
He  bounds,  he  springs,  each  nerve  elastic  straiai, 
And  if  not  victor,  some  distinction  gains; 
But  should  the  careless  master  of  the  steet*. 
Cherish  no  more  his  mettle,  or  his  speed. 
Indignantly  be  shuns  all  future  strife. 
And  wastes  in  indolent  regret  his  life. 
Such  were  his  eflbrts,  such  his  coM  reward. 
Whom  once  thy  partial  tongue  pronounc'd  a  bard; 
Excursive,  on  the  gentle  gales  of  spring. 
He  rov'd,  whilst  favour  impM  his  timid  wing : 
Exhausted  genius  now  no  more  inspires. 
But  mourns  abortive  hopes  and  &ded  fires ;  [grtc'd, 
The  short-liv'd  wreath,  which  once  his  temples 
Fades  at  the  sickly  breath  of  squeamish  taste ; 
Whilst  darker  days  his  fainting  flames  Mumure 
In  cheerless  gloom  and  winter  premature. 
But  thou,  my  friend,  whom  higher  omens  lead. 
Bold  to  achieve,  and  mighty  to  succeed, 
For  whom  fresh  laurels,  in  eternal  bloom, 
Impregnate  Haav'n  and  Earth  With  rich  parftioi^l 
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Pvrsoe  thy  tetiii'd  oovie,  anert  tby  fame  ; 
Et'o  Piondeoce  shall  Tindicate  thy  claim  ; 
F.T*D  Nature's  ^reck,  resaonding  thro'  thy  lays. 
Shall  io  it's  final  crash  proclaim  tby  praise. 


TO  A  FRIEND, 


W   VBOSI  HEALTH  AND  SUCCESS  THE  AUTHOE  HAD 
HSAEO,  AFTEE  A  LONG  AESEUCB. 

Tanv  dearest  of  friends  to  my  heart  erer  known, 
"Whose  enjoyments  and  sufferings  have  still  been 

my  own. 
Since  Mrly  we  met  in  snsoeptible  youth* 
^^lien  gbwing  for  virtue,  and  toiling  for  truth ; 
To  God  one  petition,  with  steady  regard, 
H'itb  ardour  inoeaaant,  my  spirit  prefierr'd, 
Tby  life  to  protract,  and  thy  blessings  augment. 
Now  my  widt  is  obtain'd,  and  my  bosom  content. 

You  ask,  by  what  means  1  my  livelihood  gain, 
Aod  bow  my  long  conflict  with  fortune  maintain  ? 
The  question  is  kind,  yet  1  cannot  tell  why, 
Tis  bard  for  a  spirit  like  mine  to  reply. 
If  a  frieod  with  a  friend  must  be  free  and  sincere. 
My  testore  is  simple  and  sober  my  cheer ; 
But  tbo*  few  my  resources,  and  vacant  my  purse, 
Ooe  comfort  is  left  me,  things  cannot  be  worse, 
nis  vain  to  repine,  as  philosophers  say, 
So  I  take  what  is  offered,  and  live  as  I  may ; 
To  my  wants,  still  returning,  adapt  my  supplies, 
And  find  in  my  boi»e  what  my  fortune  denies. 

To  the  powerful  aod  great  had  I  keenly  apply'd, 
Hsd  I  toil'd  for  their  pleasures,  or  flatter'd  their 
pride,  [flamed, 

lo  splendour  and  wealth   I  perhaps  might  have 
For  leamiog,  for  virtue,  for  ev'ry  thing  fismM. 
Ibe  gamester,  tb'  informer,   the  quack,  and  the 

smuggler, 
Tbc  bully,  the  player,  the  mimic,  the  juggler. 
The  dispenser  of  libels,  the  teller  of  fortunes. 
And  otheni  of  equal  respect  and  importance, 
Fmd  high  reputation  and  ample  subsistence, 
VihJkt  craving  necessity  stands  at  a  distance. 

Bot  who  couk!  determine,  in  soundness  of  brain. 
By  prieiithood,  or  poetry,  life  to  sustain  ? 
Oar  Maker  to  serve,  or  our  souls  to  improve, 
Are  tasks  self-rewarded,  and  labours  of  love. 
Such  with  hunger  and  thint  are  deservedly  paid, 
Tis  glorious  to  starve  by  so  noble  a  trade : 
Tis  guilt  and  ambitionrfor  priests  to  pretend 
'ilieir  £ime  to  advance,  and  thehr  fortune  amend ; 
Tbeir  feme  and  their  fortune,  by  pious  mankind. 
Are  such  trifles  esteem'd  as  no  mortal  should  mind. 

Nor  less  by  the  world  is  the  Heav'n-gifted  bard, 
In  his  visions  abandoned  to  And  his  reward. 
Cjo  sensations  of  wretchedness  ever  invade 
That  breast  which  Apollo  his  temple  has  made  ? 
On  tbe  top  of  Parnassus  his  hermitage  lies  ; 
And  who  can  repine,  when  so  near  to  the  skies  ? 
For  him  sweet  ambrosia  spontaneously  grows  ; 
For  him  Agannippe  spontaneously  flows. 
Tbo*  tbe  bev'rage  be  cool,  and  ethereal  the  di^t, 
Fme  souls,  thus  regaPd,  should  be  happy  and  quiet 
But  I,  who  substantial  nutrition  require, 
Wouki  rather  the  Muses  should  fised  than  inspire. 
Aod  whilst  lofty  Pindus  my  fancy  explores, 
To  Earth  the  wild  fugitive  hanger  restores. 


Yet  lest  what  I  mean  be  obscurely  express^. 
No  call  is  unans^er'd,  no  wish  unredress*d : 
But  other  resources  supplied  what  was  wanting,  [ing. 
Leu  barren  employments  than  preaching  or  chant* 
For  thee,  whom  I  glory  to  claim  as  my  friend. 
May  stars  more  propitious  thy  labours  attend ; 
On  Earth  be  thy  prospect  still  smiling  and  bright. 
And  thy  portion  hereafter  immortal  delight 


THE  GENEALOGY  OF  NONSENSE. 

WrrH  long  and  careful  scrutiny  in  rain,' 
I  searched  th'  obscure  recesses  of  my  brain ; 
The  Muses  oft,  with  mournful  voice  I  woo'd. 
To  find  a  plea  for  silence  if  they  could. 
But  thro'  my  search  not  one  excuse  appear'd^ 
And  not  a  Muse  would  answer  if  she  heard. 
Thus  I  remain'd  in  anxious,  sad  suspense. 
Despairing  aid  from  reason  or  from  sense. 
Till  from  a  pow'r,  of  late  well  known  to  fome, 
Tho*  not  invok'd,  the  wish'd  solution  came. 

Now  night  incumbent  shaded  half  the  ball. 
Silence  assum'd  her  empire  over  all. 
While  on  my  eyes  imperfect  slumbers  spread 
Their  downy  wings,  and  hover'd  round  my  bead; 
But  still  internal  sense  awake  remain'd. 
And  still  its  first  solicitude  retain'd; 
When,  lo !  with  slow  descent,  obscurely  bright, 
Yet  ck)th'd  in  darkness  visible,  not  light, 
A  form,  high  tow'riog  to  the  distant  i^kies. 
In  mimic  grandeur,  stood  before  my  eyes ; 
As  after  storms  waves  faintly  lash  the  shore. 
As  hollow  winds  in  rocky  caverns  roar,  [ear. 

Such  were  the  sounds  which  pierc'd  my  trembling 
And  chili'd  my  soul  with  more  than  common  fear. 

Thus  spoke  the  pow'r : — «*  From  yon  extended 
void. 
Where  Jove's  creating  hand  was  ne'er  employ'd. 
Where  soft  with  bard,  and  heavy  mix'd  witb  light. 
And  heat  with  cold,  maintain  eternal  light ; 
Where  end  tlie  realms  of  order,  form,  and  day; 
Where  Night  and  Chaos  hold  primeval  sway  ;  . 
Their  first,  their  ever-dariing  ofiispring  view. 
Who  Qomes  thy  wonted  calmness  to  renew. 
Ere  yet  the  mountains  rear'd  their  heads  on  high,  ' 
Ere  yet  the  radiant  Sun  illum'd  the  sky. 
Ere  swelling  hills,  or  humble  vales  were  seen. 
Or  woods  the  prospect  cheer'd  with  waving  green  ; 
Ere  Nature  was,  my  wond'rous  birth  I  date. 
More  old  than  Chance,  Necessity,  or  Fate  ;    ' 
Ere  yet  ^e  Muses  toucfi'd  the  vocal  lyre. 
My  reverend  mother  and  tumultuous  aire 
Beheld  my  wond'rous  birth  with  vast  amaze. 
And  Discord's  boundless  empire  roar'd  my  pmise. 

•*  In  me,  whate'er  by  Nature  is  diigoio'd. 
All  opposite  extremes  involv'd  you  find : 
Bom  to  retain,  by  Fate's  eternal  doom. 
My  sire's  confusion,  and  my  mother's  gloom. 
Where'er  extend  the  realms  of  letter'd  pride. 
With  uncontroll'd  dominion  I  preside ; 
Thro'  its  deep  gloom  I  dart  the  doubtful  ray. 
And  teach  the  learned  idiots  where  to  stray: 
The  labouring  chymist,  and  profound  divine. 
Err,  not  seduc'd  by  Reason's  light,  but  mine. 
From  me  alone  these  boast  the  wond'rous  skill 
To  make  a  myst'ry,  more  mysterious  still ; 
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While  tbofe  panne  by  bcmdo^  not  their  owd^ 
The  universal  cure,  and  philosophic  stone.  ^  ' 
Thus,  when  the  leaden  pedant  courts  my  aid. 
To  cover  ignerance  with  leaniing's  shade. 
To  swell  the  folio  to  a  proper  size. 
And  throw  the  clonds  of  art  o*er  Nature*!  eyet, 
My  soporific  pow'r  the  sages  own  ; 
Hence  by  the  sacred  name  of  Dulness  known  ; 
But  if  ntei-curial  scribblers  pant  for  £une. 
Those  I  inspire,  and  Nonsense  is  my  name. 
Sustain^  by  me,  thy  Muse  first  took  her  flighty 
I  circumscribed  its  limits  and  its  height; 
By  me  she  sinks,  by  me  she  soars  along; 
I,rule  her  silence,  and  I  prompt  her  song.** 

My  doubts  resolved,  the  goddess  wing*d  her  flight 
Dissolved  in  air,  and  mbc'd  with  formleu  night 
Much  more  the  Muse,  reluctant,  must  supprefs. 
For  all  the  pow^r  of  time  and  fate  confess; 
Too  soft  her  accents,  and  too  weak  her  pray'r,    . 
For  time.or  fate,  or  cruel  poftf  tobear. 


Te  nymphs  and  swains,  whom  lore  inqpiiai 
With  all  his  pure  and  foithfnl  fireiy 
Hither  with  joyful  steps  repair; 
You  who  his  tenderest  transports  share  I 
For  lo !  in  beauty's  gayest  pride. 
Summer  expaiida  her  bosom  wide ; 
The  Sun  no  more  in  ekMidii  losbrin'd, 
Dart»  all  his  glories  anoonfln*d  ; 
The  feather'd  choir  from  every  i^ray 
Sakite  Melissa's  natal  day. 

Hither  ye  njrmphs  and  shepherds  battel 
Each  with  a  flow'ry  chaplet  grac'd. 
With  transport  whHe  the  shades  resound. 
And  Nature  spreads  her  charms  around  ; 
While  ev'ry  breeze  eithales  perfumes. 
And  Blon  his  mute  pipe  resumes ; 
With  Bfon  long  disusM  to  play, 
Salute  MeHssa's  nataT  day. 

For  Bion  long  deplor*d  bis  pdn 
iThro*  woods  and  devious  wikb  i»  vain; 
At  last  impelled  'bf  deep  despair, 
The  swain  preferred  bis  ardent  pray'r  ; 
His  ardent  pray  Y  MeKssa  he«rd| 
And  every  iatent  sorrow  ohcev*d| 
His  days  with  sodal  -raptare  Mest, 
And  soothed  each  amxloiis  care  to  reit. 
Tone,  shepherds,  tune  tlie  fcative  lay, 
And  haiLMelitta'snatelday* 

With  Natmre's  incense  to  tbe  skies 
Let  all  your  fervid  wished  rise,, 
That  Heav'n  and  Earth  may  J6in  tasbed 
Their  choicest  blessinp  on  htr  head;  • 

That  years  protracted,  as  they  flow. 
May  pleasures  more  sublime  bestow ; 
While  by  succeeding  years  surpast, 
Tbe  happiest  still  may  be  tbe  last; 
And  thus  each  eircling  Sun  display, 
Anore  aunpigttut  naUl  day* 


ODJB   TO  AURORA^ 


ON  MKIISSA'S  BIRTH-DAT. 


Op  Time  and  Va/bm  eldest  bora. 
Emerge,  tbou  rosy-fiogerM  Mom, 
Emerge,  in  purest  dress  array'd. 
And  chase  from  Heav'n  night's  ennous  ihade^'* 
That  I  once  more  may,  pleas*d,  aorvey. 
And  hail  Melissa's  natal  day. 

Of  Time  and  Nature  eldestim^ 
Emerge,  tJiou  rQBy.finger*d  Mem : 
In  order  at  thcr  eastern  gate 
The  Hours  to  draw  thy  chariot  wait ; 
Whilst  Zephyr,  on  his  balmy  wingv. 
Mild  Nature's  fragrant  tribute  brings. 
With  odoura  sweet  to  strew  thy  way. 
And  grace  the  bland,  revolving  day. 

But  as  thou  lead'st  the  radiant  sphere, 
That  gilds  its  birth,  and  mark*  the  year. 
And  as  his  stronger  glories  rise, 
Diffus'd  ar^mid  th*  expanded  skiee. 
Till  ckith'd  with  beams  serenely  bright, 
AU  Heav'ipB  vast  concave  flames  with  ligM;    "* 
So,  whea,.  thro*  fife's  protracted  day, 
MeUssa  still  pursues  her  way, 
Her  virtues  with  thy  splendour  vie. 
Increasing  to  tbe  mental  eye : 
Tho*  less  oenspienQus,  not  less  dear, 
^ng  may  they  Eton's  prospect  cheer  ; 
So  shall  his  bcwt  no  more  repine, 
Bless'd  with  her  rays,  tho*  nib'd  o#  fkfoe» 


TO  DR.  EVAKS. 

DsAa  Doctor,  as  it  is  most  fit. 

Your  accusation  i  admit 

In  all  its  force,  nor  rack  my  bi^iin. 

By  quirks  and  subterfuges  vain. 

To  throw  my  conduct  into  shade. 

And  thus  your  just  rebuke  evade. 

But,  since  convicted  now  I  stand. 

And  wait  correction  frbm  your  1 

Be  merciful  as  thou  art  strong. 

And  recognise  tbe  power  of  song. 

Fbr,  while  in  accents  deep  and  hoarse. 

She  breathes  contritioa  and  reanne. 

The  Muse's  penitential  strain. 

For  parddn  cannot  sue  in  vain. 

But,  let  me,  with  profound  respect, 

A  sad  mistake  of  your's  correct 

Wben^ooce  th'  Aooian  maids  discover 

Some  fisvour  for  a  youthful  lover. 

You  think  their  pasnon  still  as  keen 

For  him  at  sixty  as  sixteen. 

Alas  the  sex  you  little  know, 

Their  ruling  passion  is  a  beau. 

The  wrinkl'd  brow,  th'  extioguisb'd  eye. 

From  female  hearts  ne'er  gain  a  «gfa. 

The  brilliant  glance,  the  cheek  vermil,    ' 

Th'  elastic  nerve,  th'  enchanting  smile. 

These,  only  these,  can  hearts  confine 

Of  ladies  human,  or  divine. 

No  mind,  immortal  tba'  it  be, 

Vrom  life's  victssitodes  U  firee. 

The  man  who  leboun  to  acquit 

Of  imperfecti^  httnaa  wit. 
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Win  find  be  undertakes  a  task 
That  proves  what  his  opponents  ask  ; 
And  fed,  to  bis  eternal  oost. 
His  ovn  attemi^  refute  his  boast 
Forc'd  by  experience  and  sensation, 
I  make  tbis  bumble  declaration  : 
For  sbot'Id  my  pride  my  words  restrain. 
These  lays  would  show  tbe  fisct  too  plain. 
'  OotbM  in  a  lion's  skin,  the  ass 
At  first  migbt  for  a  lion  pass; 
But  when  tbe  stupid  creatnre  bray*d. 
His  real  self  be  soon  betray'd, 
And  erery  stick  and  every  stone 
Were  ns'd,  to  sbow  bim  he  was  known. 
Tkus  battered  by  sarcastic  sneers, 
I  sbat  my  moutb  and  hide  my  ears; 
BIcss'd,  if  unbnrt  I  may  elude 
Tbe  obserration  of  tbe  crowd. 
Yet  ^itc  of  all  the  ills  tbat  prey 
On  ebbing  life,  from  day  to  day, 
It  warmM  my  veins  witb  youthfhl  fire. 
And  rais'd  my  beart  a  cubit  bigber, 
Td  bear  your  own  kind  words  express 
Yoar  competition  and  suocess. 
So,  wben  portentous  symptoms  threat 
Your  patients  with  impending  fiite. 
At  your  approach  may  they  recede, 
And  sickness  lift  its  drooping  head  ; 
yyiale  health  and  joy  your  nod  obey, 
And  fly  where'er  y6u  point  their  way. 
One  great  achievement  still  remains. 
One  triumph,  worthy  of  your  pains ; 
Could  you  tbe  thefts  of  Time  restore. 
And  make  me  what  I  was  of  yore. 
In  spite  of  Fortune's  utmost  spleen, 
MTbfcb  bards  oft  feel  to  intervene, 
I  might,  perhaps,  as  friend  with  friend. 
At  ShreM>ury  some  evenings  spepd  ; 
There,  in  abuse  that  meant  no  harm. 
Assert  tbe  soul  of  humour  warm; 
And  laugh  at  those  whose  lives  provoke 
The  satire  we  effuse  in  joke. 
And,  now,  perhaps,  you  wish  to  know,. 
With  your  old  friends,  how  matters  go  ; 
What  state  of  health  they  still  enjoy 
And  how  their  various  hours  employ  } 
Bat  this  detail  more  glibly  flows 
In  easy  style  and  humble  prose; 
And,  with  nnore  patience,  will  be  heard. 
To  my  Melissa  when  trantferr'd. 
If  faults  acknowledg'd  be  forgiven. 
And  all  our  former  odds  made  even. 
Pray  write  me  soon,  to  let  me  see 
How  much  superior  you  can  be 
To  doctors  in  divinity. 
Meanwhile,  believe  me  still  sincere. 
Whatever  guise  my  conduct  wear. 
And  still  with  friendship,  no  less  f^ent. 
Your  most  obedient,  humble  servant* 


TO  MR.DALZEL, 
raortssoa  of  oebbk  in  tbb  UMirufmr  0f 

XDINSUROM. 

ITi  fairy  fields,  where  youthful  fancy  stray'd. 
Ye  landscapes  vested  in  eternal  green, 

pease  my  reluctant  absence  to  upbraid ; 
Each  jDj  I  lote^  when  yoo  no  more  are  seen. 


The  raptur'd  heart,  th'  enthnsiasiic  eye^ 

The  bright  conception  darting  through  the  mind 
From  my  remotestvbopes  how  far  they  fly,  * 

And  leave  a  gloomy  solitude  bebiud  } 
Ethereal  people  of  each  glowing  scene. 

Which  m»litation  pictur'd  m  my  sight. 
Of  ever  beauteous  and  celestial  mien : 

Why  sink  you  thus  amid  the  shades  of  night  ^ 
No  more  the  harp  shall  Polyhymnia  tune, 

No  warbling  flute  Euterpe's  breath  inspire. 
Ah  !  why  for  ever  silent,  why  so  soon 

Should  every  Muse  forbear  to  strike  the  lyre? 
To  me  a  faded  form  e'en  Nature  wears ; 

Its  vivid  colours  every  flow'r  resigns, 
The  blasted  lawns  no  tint  of  verdure  cheers. 

Shorn  of  his  beams  the  Sun  more  faintly  shiao^ 
Age,  hood-wink'd  Age,  exterminates  the  whole, 

She  o'er  the  prospect  night  and  horronr  spieada  t 
Her  endless  winter  intercepts  the  soul. 

From  limpid  fountains  and  enphanted  meads. 
O  come,  Dalzel  *,  whose  comprehensive  view, 

Whate'er  the  Muse  exhibits,  can  survey. 
The  flying  phantom  teach  me  to  pursue. 

Direct  my  course,  and  animate  my  lay. 
Yet  from  th'  ungrateful  bosom  of  the  tomb 

Should  Jason's  magic  wife  emerge  once  mor^ 
Nor  thou,  nor  she,  my  genius  could  relume  ; 

Nor  thou,  nor  she,  the  flame  of  youth  restoicw 


TO  DR.  DOWNMAN^ 

IM   LONDON. 

To  the  fond  Muse,  who  sings  of  rural  joya^ 
Involved  in  politics,  and  smoke  a  d  noise. 
Her  Scotian  sister  gratolation  sends, 
Pleas'd  that  her  taste,  not  on  her  place  dependl. 
For  oft  contagions  in  the  city  breeze. 
Hovering  unseen,  unfclt,  the  fancy  seize : 
Surrounding  objects  catch  the  roving  eye. 
And  tastes  with  situations  oft  comply. 
There  party-passion  wears  the  form  of  truth. 
Pleasure  in  virtue's  mask  seduces  youth. 
Still  handing  round  the  sweet  Grcean  bowl, 
To  warp  the  judgment,  and  pervert  the  soul. 
Ye  eariy  plans,  and  wishes,  then  adieu. 
We  seek  not  what  is  fair,  but  what  is  new  ; 
Each  former  prepossession  leaves  the  heart. 
And  Nature  yields  to  meretricious  art. 

Oh  !  if  in  Heav'n  some  chosen  curse  remain, 
Nor  thunders  roll,  nor  lightnings  flash  iu  vain, 
Curs'd  be  the  wretch  who  cities  first  design'd,* 
To  blast  each  native  worth  of  human  kind. 
When  first  Astrea  saw  their  structures  rise, 
Fir'd  with  indignant  rage,  she  sought  the  skies. 
Th'  ingenuous  wish,  that  in  one  wide  embrace 
Clasp'd  Nature's  frame,  and  glow'd  for  all  her  motg 
Fair  Hospitality,  in  blessing  blest,  ^ 
Primeval  Candor,  of  translucent  breast. 
With  horrour  shuddering  at  the  baneful  sight, 
jR«tir'dy  the  vow'd  companions  of  her  flight : 

1  This  gentleman  delivered  a  course  of  critical 
.lectures  on  poetry,  which  did  honour  to  tbe  semi- 
nary in  which  he  is  engaged,  and  to  the  coontir 
where  he  lives. 
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Then  from  ber  botom  Hell  disgoig'd  her  trafaiy 
llie  lust  of  pleasure,  and  the  thirst  of  gam. 
Then  Pride  luxurious  rear'd  her  crest  on  bigfay 
Deceit  then  forg'd  the  name,  and  oogg*d  the  die« 
Then  lawless  tyrants  from  the  throue  decreed 
Virtue  to  toil,  and  Innocence  to  bleed. 
In  heart  a  tiger,  tho'  in  looks  a  child/ 
Anasstnation  stabb'd  bis  friend,  and  smiPd; 
While  Pegury,  with  unaverted  eye. 
Invoked  the  ^od  ol  truth,  to  seal  a  lie. 

O  conscious  Peace !  to  few  indulg'd  by  fate, 
When  shall  I  find  once  more  thy  dear  retreat  ? 
When  shall  my  steps  the  guiltless  scenes  explore. 
Where  Virtue's  smiles  the  age  of  gold  restore  ? 
Where  Charity  to  all  her  arms  extends. 
And  as  Ae  numbers  fisces,  numbers  friends  ? 
Where  unaffected  Sympathy  appears 
In  cordial  smiles,  or  nodissembled  tears  ? 
Where  Innocence  and  Mirth,  the  fisrmer^  wealth, 
Walk  hand  and  hand  with  Exercise  and  Health  } 
Nor  when  the  setting  Sun  withdraws  his  ray, 
And  labonr  closes  with  the  closing  day. 
Would  I,  with  haughty  insolence,  avoid 
The  scenes  where  simple  Nature  is  eojoy'd  ; 
But  pleas'd,  in  frolic,  or  discourse  engage 
With  sportive  youthj  or  hospitable  age. 
Exert  my  talents  to  amuse  the  throug 
In  wond*Tous  legend,  or  in  rural  song. 

Thus,  by  no  wish  for  alteration  seiz'd. 
My  neighbours  pleasing,  with  my  neighbours  pleasPd, 
Exempt  from  each  excess  of  bliss  or  woe. 
My  setting  hours  should  uniformly  flow. 
Till  Nature  to  the  dust  these  limbs  consign'd, 
Leaving  a  shon,  but  well-eam*d  fome  behind. 

For  thee,  whom  Nature  and  the  Muse  inspire 
With  taste  refined,  and  elegant  desire, 
Tis  thine,  where'er  thou  mov'st,  thy  Uiss  to  find,, 
Drawn  from  the  native  treasures  of  thy  mind  i 
To  brighten  life  with  love  or  friendship's  ray. 
Or  through  the  Muse's  land  in  raptures  stray. 
Oh  ! '  may  fhy  soul  her  fav'rite  objects  gain. 
And  not  a  wish  aspire  to  Heav'n  in  vain ! 
Full  on  thy  latest  hours  may  genius  shine. 
And  each  dome«tic  happiness  be  thine  I 


TO  THE  SAME. 

Tis,  *ti8  resolv'd,  in  Nature's  spite. 
Nay  more,  resolv'd  in  rhyme  to  write : 
Tho'  to  my  chamber's  walls  confin'd 
By  beating  rains,  and  roaring  wind^ 
Tho'  low'ring,  as  the  wintry  sky, 
Involv'd  in  spleen  my  spirits  he, 
Tho'  cold,  as  hyperborean  snows^ 
No  feeble  ray  of  genius  glows. 
To  friendship  tribute  let  me  pay. 
And  gratitude's  behests  obey. 

Whilst  man  in  this  precarious  station 
Of  struggle  and  of  fluctuation. 
Protracts  his  being,  is  it  strange 
That  humour,  genius,  wit  should  change  } 
The  mind  which  most  of  force  inherits, 
Must  feel  vicissitude  of  spirits : 
And  happiest  they,  who,  least  deprest. 
Of  life's  bad  bargain  make  the  bcMt 
Thus,  tho*  my  song  he  cant  commend, 
Th'  attempt  will  please  my  gentle  fricod ; 


For  he  of  life's  uncertain  round 
The  cloudy  and  serene  hath  (bond. 

Cheering,  as  summer's  balmy  «hov<eri^ 
To  thirsty  herbs  and  languid  flowera. 
Your  late  epistle  reacb'd  my  ear. 
And  fill'd  my  heart  with  joy  sincere. 
Before  my  eyes  in  prospect  plam 
AppeaHd  the  consecrated  fane. 
Where  Friendship's  holy  presence  sbtnef, 
And  grief  disarms,  and  bliss  refines. 
Long  may  the  beAuteons  fabric  rise. 
Unite  all  hearts  aod  charm  alt  eyes. 
Above  contingency  and  time. 
Stable  as  Earth,  at  Heav'n  sublime  ? 
And  while  its  more  than  solar  light 
Thro'  Nature's  frame  flows  piercing  bright. 
May  we  thro'  life's  ambiguous  maze 
Imbibe  its  most  auspicions  nyt ; 
View  unimpair'd  its  sweet  existence. 
By  length  of  years,  or  local  distance  ^ 
And  while  our  hearts  revolve  the  past, 
StOI  feel  its  warmest  moments  last ! 
With  each  kind  wish  which  friendship  kDOV% 
For  3ron  Melissa's  bosom  glows. 
Her  heart  capacious  and  sincere. 
Where  those  once  prix'd  must  still  be  dear, 
Tho^  long  of  silence  she  complains. 
For  Thespia  all  her  Jove  retains. 

Now,  whether  prose  yoirr  fancy  please. 
The  style  of  elegance  and  ease. 
Or  whether  strains  so  debonair, 
As  might  from  anguish  charm  despair. 
To  us  at  least  a  pittance  deal. 
Who  long  to  see  your  hand  and  leaL 


TO  MELISSA. 

waimir  iv  ths  rxAa  17901 

Dsak,  welcome  sharer  of  my  breast. 
Of  friends  the  kindest  and  the  best. 
What  numbers  shall  the  Muse  employ, 
I'o  ipeak  my  gratitude  and  joy  ? 
Twice  ten  times  has  the  circling  year. 
And  oiiener,  finisb'd  its  career, 
Sinoe  first  in  Hymen's  sacred  bands. 
With  mingl*d  hearts  we  join'd  our  hands. 

Aus^ious  hour  !  from  whence  I  date 
file  brightest  colours  of  my  fait ; 
From  whence  felicity  alone* 
To  my  dejected  heart  was  known. 
For  then,  my  days  from  woe  to  screen. 
Thy  watchful  tenderness  was  seen ; 
Nor  did  its  kind  attentions  miss 
To  hcighteaand  improve  my  bliss. 

Oft  have  I  felt  iU  pleasmg  powec 
Delude  the  solitary  hour; 
Oft^has  it  charm'd  the  cruel  smart. 
When  pain  and  anguish  rack'd  my  beartv 
Thus  may  our  days  which  yet  remain. 
Be  free  from  bitterness  and  pain ! 
So  lim(M  streams  still  purer  grow. 
For  ever  bright'ning  as  they  flow. 
When  Death  most  come,  for  come  it  will» 
And  I  Heav'n's  purposes  fulfil. 
When  heart  with  heart,  and  soul  with  tauX 
Blending,  I  reach  hfe'i  utmost  goal. 
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When  Nature^  debt  tbif  firsme  shall  pay. 
And  earth  lecdre  my  mortal  clay  ; 
Not  aacoBceitiM  ftbalt  thoa  behold 
My  ashea  mingling  with  the  mould  ; 
Bat  drop  a  tear  and  heave  a  sigh. 
Yet  hope  to  meet  me  in  the  sky ; 
When,  life's  continual  suff'riDgs  o'er,, 
We  joyfiil  meet,  to  part  no  more. 


OS  DR.  BhACKLOCRS  BIRTU-DAYK 

BY  MR&  BLACKWCSL 

PaorrnoDs  day  1  to  me  for  ever  dear ; 
Oh !  may'it  thoa  still  return  from  year  to  year, 
Seplete  with  choicest  bleaahigt  Uear'n  can  send. 
And  guard  from  ev'ry  harm  my  dearest  friend. 
May  we  together  tread  life's  various  maze. 
In  strictest  virtue,  and  in  grateful  praise 
To  tbee,  kind  Providence,  who  hast  ordain'd 
One  for  the  other  sympathetic  friend. 
And  wbeo  life's  current  in  our  veins  grows  cpld. 
Let  each  the  other  to  their  breast  enfold 
Their  other  dearer  aelf ;  with  age  opprest, 
Hieo,  gmcious  Ood,  receive  us  both  to  rest; 


M.  DOTTKMAN  TO  MRS,  BLACKLOCK, 

PCCASIOKED  BT   A    COPT  OP    VSaSBS    SHE    AODaSSSSD 
TO   UEa  HD8SAN0  *• 

Ai  round  Parnassus  on  a  day 
Melissa  idly  chanc'd  to  stray. 
She  gatberd  from  its  native  bed. 
As  there  it  grew,  a  rose-bud  red. 
Meaatioie  Calliope  came  by, 
And  Hymen,  with  obsequious  eye, 

»  Tljese  verses,  the  only  verses  ever  attempted 
by  Mrs.  Biacklock,  are  to  be  considered,  not  as  a 
sptcimen  of  a  poetical  genius,  which  she  never  pre- 
tended to  possess,  but  as  an  expression  of  her  af- 
fection for  ber  husband,  and  her  veneration  for  that 
amiable  dispoation,  and  that  divine  gift  of  poetry, 
with  which  he  was  so  eminently  bleased.        Editor. 

^  8aa  the  preceding. 


Watching  her  looks,  gallantly  trod ; 

Fair  was  the  Muse,  and  bright  the  god. 

The  mortal,  at  th*  unwonted  sight 

Was  struck  with  dread,  as  well  she  might. 

When  thus  the  queen ;  "  How  could'st  thou  daw. 

Without  my  passport,  venture  here  ? 

That  rose-bud  cast  upon  the  plain, 

And  seek  thy  pristine  shades  again." 

But  Hymen  thus  the  Muse  bespoke ; 

"  Oh  !  goddess  dear,  thine  ire  revoke  ! 

For,  if  I  err  not,  on  my  life. 

This  wanderer  is  our  Blacklock's  wife.** 

At  which  she  smiling  milder  grew. 

For  him  of  yore  full  well  she  knew. 

Then  Hymen  thus  addressed  the  dame ; 

"  She  pardons,  tho'  she  still  must  blame. 

But  take  the  rose-bud  in  your  hand, 

And  say,  you  bring,  at  my  command. 

That  present  from  Parnassus'  grove, 

A  grateful  flower  of  married  love." 


DR.  DOWNMAN  TO  DR.  BLACKLOCK. 

Edina»s  walls  can  Fancy  see. 
And  not,  my  Biacklock,  think  on  thee  ? 
Ere  I  that  gentle  name  forget. 
This  flesh  must  pay  great  Nature's  debt 
Hail  I  worthiest  of  the  sons  of  men. 
Not  that  the  Muses  heJd  thy  pen. 
And  plac'd  before  thy  mental  sight 
Each  hue  of  intellectual  lijfht:      - 
But  that  a  generous  soul  is  thine. 
Richer  by  far  than  Piutus*  mine ; 
With  utmost  niceness  fram*d  to  feel 
Another's  woe,  another's  weal; 
Where  friendship  heap'd  up  all  her  store. 
That  glorioas  treasure  of  the  poor. 
To  grovelling  vanity  unknown. 
Not  to  be  purchased  by  a  throne ; 
Where  patience,  resignation's  child. 
Misfortune  of  her  power  beguil'd ; 
Where  love  her  pur|>le  cestus  bound. 
Where  a  retirement  virtue  found. 
Contentment  a  perpetual  treat. 
And  honour  a  delightful  seat; 
Religion  could  with  pleasure  feast. 
And  mat  no  biiyt,  tho' a  priest 
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THE 

LIFE  OF  RICHARD  OWEN  CAMBRIDGE, 

BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


Richard  Cambridge  was  bom  in  LoDdon,  Feb.  \A„\7\7,  of  ancestors  be- 
loogmg  to  the  county  of  Gloucester.  His  father,  who  was  a  younger  brother,  bad  been 
bred  to  business  as  a  Tuikey  merchant,  and  died  in  London  not  long  after  the  birth 
of  his  son,  the  care  of  whom  then  devolved  on  his  mother  and  his  maternal  uncle 
Thomas  Owen,  esq.  who  adopted  him  as  his  future  representative.  He  was  sent  to 
Eton  school,  where  quickness  of  parts  supplied  the  place  of  diligence,  and  although  he 
was  avene  to  the  routine  of  stated  tasks,  he  stored  his  mind  with  classical  knowledge, 
sod  amused  it  by  an  eager  perusal  of  works  addressed  to  the  imagination.  He  be- 
came early  attached  to  tlie  best  English  poets,'  and  to  those  miscellaneous  writers  who 
delineate  human  life  and  character.  A  taste  likewise  for  the  beauties  of  rural  nature 
began  to  display  itself  at  this  period,  which  he  afterwards  exemplified  at  his  seat  in 
Gloucestershire,  and  that  at  Twickenham. 

In  1 734,  he  entered  as  a  gentleman  commoner  of  St.  John  s  College,  Oxford,  and» 
without  wbhing  to  be  thought  a  laborious  scholar,  omitted  no  opportunity  of  improv- 
ing his  mind  in  such  studies  as  were  suitable  to  his  age  aud  future  prospects.  His  first, 
or  one  of  his  first  poetical  effusions  was  on  the  Marriage  of  the  Prince  of  Wales,  which 
was  published  with  the  other  verses  composed  at  Oxford  on  the  same  occasion.  In 
]737f  he  became  a  member  of  Liiicob's  Inn,  where  he  found  many  men  of  wit  and 
congenial  habits,  but  as  he  had  formerly  declined  taking  a  degree  at  Oxford,  he  had  now 
as  little  inclination  to  pursue  the  steps  that  lead  to  the  bar,  and  in  1741,  in  his  tweuly- 
foarth  year,  he  married  Miss  Treuchard,  the  second  daughter  of  George  Trenchard, 
esq.  of  Woolverton  m  Dorsetshire,  a  lady  who  contributed  to  his  happiness  for  up- 
wards of  half  a  century,  and  by  whom  he  had  a  family  equally  amiable  and  affection- 
ate.   She  died  Sept.  6,  1806,  having  survived  her  husband  four  years. 

He  now  settled  at  his  family  seat  of  Whitminster  in  Gloucestecshire,  for  seven  or 
eight  years,  where  hb  life,  though  easy  aud  independent,  was  never  idle  or  useless. 
While  he  continued  to  cultivate  polite  literature,  his  more  active  hours  were  employed 
in  heightening  the  beauties  of  the  scenery  around  his  seat ;  for  this  purpose  he  made 
the  little  river  Stroud  navigable  for  some  dbtance,  and  not  only  constructed  boats  for 
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pleasure  or  carriage,  but  iotrodaced  some  ingenious  iraprovements  ni  Uuil  bimncb  of 
naval  architecture,  which  were  approved  by  the  most  competent  judges^  In  one  of 
these  boats  or  barges,  he  had  the  honour  to  receive  the  prince  and  princess  of  Wales, 
and  other  distinguished  visitors,  who  were  delighted  with  the  elegance  of  his  taste, 
and  the  noVelty  and  utilityof  his  various  plans.  For  the  sports  of  the  field  he  had 
little  relish ;  not,  however,  from  a  motive  of  tenderness,  for  he  practised  the  bow  and 
arrow,  and  we  read,  but  with  no  great  pleasure,  that  *'  the  head  of  a  duck,  swimming 
in  the  river,  was  a  favourite  mark,  which  he  seldom  missed.^  As  be  ever 
endeavoured  to  unite  knowledge  with  amusement,  he  studied  the  history  of  arehery, 
and  became  a  connoisseur  in  its  weapons  as  used  by^modem  anti  ancient  nations.  The 
collection  he  formed  while  this  pursuit  occupied  his  attention,  he  afterwards  sent  to 
siD^hton  Lever's  museum. 

During  his  residence  at  Wbitminster,  he  wrote  his  most  celebrated  poem.  The 
Scribleriad.  The  design  he  imparted  to  some  of  his  particular  friends,  and  commu- 
nicated his'  progress  from  time  to  time*  He  had  naturally  a  rich  fund  of  humour, 
which  he  could  restrain  within  the  .bounds  of  delicacy,  or  expand  to  the  burlesque^ 
.  as  his  subject  requured,  and  the  topics  which  he  introduced  had  evidently  been  the 
result  of  a  course  of  multifarious  reading.  But  such  was  his  diffidence  in  his  own 
powers,  or  in  the  sincerity  of  his  friends  who  praised  his  (aboifrs,  that  he  lakl  hia 
poem  asid^  for  inany  years  afker  it  was  completed,  until  he  could  ascertain,  by  their 
impatience,  that  they  consulted  hu  reputation  m  advismg  hun  to  publish  it 

In  consequence  of  the  death  of  hb  uncle  (in  1748)  to  whom  he  was  heur,  he  added 
the  name  of  Owen  to  his  own.  He  now  took  a  house  in  London,  but  after  about  two 
years  residence,  finding  the  air  of  London  disagree  with  himself  and '  with  Mrs.  Cam- 
bridge,  he  purchased  a  villa  at  Twickenham,  immediately  opposite  Richmond  hiD* 
He  quitted  at  the  same  time  his  seat  in  Gloucestershke,  and  with  it  all  desire  of  fisirther 
change,  for  he  resided  at  Twickenham  during  the  remainder  of  his  veiy  long  life. 
How  much  he  improved  this  villa,  cannot  now  l>e  remembered  by  many :  two  gene- 
ntions  have  admired  it  only  in  its  improved  state.  His  mode  of  living  has  been  af- 
fectionately yet  justly  described  by  his  biographer.  He  was  at  once  hospitable  and 
economical,  accessible  and  yet  retired.  By  his  knowledge  and  manners  he  was  fitt^ 
to  the  highest  company,  yet  although  his  circle  was  extensive,  he  soon  learned  to 
select  }iis  dissociates,  and  visiting  became  a  pleasing  relief,  instead  of  a  perpetual  mter- 

The  same  year  in  which  he  commenced  his  establishment  at  Twickenham,  be 
liecaQie  known  to  the  public,  as  the  author  of  the  Scribleriad,  which  was  published  in 
1751.  Some  of  his  lesser  poems  succeeded.  The  Dialogue  between  a  Member  of 
Parliament  and  his  Servant,  in  1752;  The  Intruder,  in  1754;  ag|dTheFakeer,in  17^. 
AboMt  the  s^me  time  he  appeared  as  a  writer  in  The  World,  to  which  he  contributed 
*  twenty-one  papery,  wlii<*'h  are  unquestionably  among  the  best  in  that  collection.  Lord 
Chesterfield,  who  knew  and  respeclt<ed  bii|i»'4rew  the  following  character  in  one  of  hb 
pwn  excellent  papers. 

"  Cantabrigius  drinks  nothing  but  water,  and  rides  more  miles  in  a  year  than  the 
keenest  sportsman :  the  former  keeps  his  head  clear,  the  latter  his  body  in  health :  it 
is  not  from  hunself  that  he  runs,  but  to  his  acquaintance,  a  synonimous  term  for  his 
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firiends.  Intenmlly  safe  he  seeks  no  sanctuary  from  himself,  no  intoxication  for  his 
miod  His  penetration  makes  him  discover  and  divert  himself  with  the  follies  of 
mankind,  which  his  wit  enables  him  to  expose  with  the  truest  ridicule^  though  always 
without  personal  ofience.  Cheerful  abroad  because  happy  at  home,  and  thus  happy 
because  virtuous  *." 

On  the  commencement  of  the  war  with  France  in  \75€,  in  the  events  of  which  he 
qypean  to  have  taken  a  more  lively  interest  than  could  have  been  expected  from  a 
man  of  his  retired  disposition,  he  was  induced  to  undertake  a  History  of  the  Rise  and 
Progress  of  the  British  Power  in  India,  in  order  to  enlighten  the  public  mind  in  the 
nature  and  importance  of  that  acquisition.  At  first  he  intended  that  this  work  should 
be  on  a^rery  large  scale,  but  as  recent  events  demanded  such  information  as  could  be 
immediately  procured,  and  promised  to  be  useful,  he  produced  his  History  of  the 
War  upon  the  Coast  of  Coromandel,  which  was  published  in  176U  He  then  re- 
sumed hh  original  design,  and  obtained  permission  from  the  East  India  Company  to 
inspect  such  of  their  papers  as  might  be  requisite.  ''  He  bad  also  a  promise  of  Mr. 
Ofine's  papers^  but  that  gentleman  happening  to  return  from  India  at  this  juncture, 
with  an  intention  to  publish  himself  the  history  which  afterwards  appeared,  Mr. 
Ctmbridge  considered  that  hb  own  work  would  now  be  in  a  great  measure  superfluous, 
and  therefore  relinquished  the  further  prosecution  of  his  plan  V  What  he  had  pub- 
lisbed,  however,  was  considered  as  an  important  memoir  of  the  period  it  embraced, 
and  as  a  fair  and  correct  statement  of  the  French  proceedings  in  India ;  and  it  served 
to  introduce  him  more  into  the  study  of  India  affairs,  in  which  be  ever  afterwards 
ddigfated.  It  led  him  also  to  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  lord  Clive,  general 
Carnac,  Mr.  Scrafton,  major  Pearson,  Mr.  Varelst,  general  Caliaud,  Mr.  Hastings, 
and  others,  who  had  gained  dbtinguished  reputation  by  their  services  in  the  East. 

Mr.  Cambridge  survived  the  publication  of  this  work  above  forty  years,  but  appeared 
DO  more  before  the  public  as  an  author.  Many  of  the  smaller  pieces  now  addcfd  to 
hii  works,  were  written  as  amusements  for  his  friends,  and  circulated  only  in  private. 
The  kmg  remainder  of  his  life  passed  In  the  enjoyment  of  all  that  elegant  and  polbhed 
aodety  could  yield.  Most  of  the  friendships  of  his  youth  were  those  of  his  advanced 
age,  and  they  were  contracted  with  such  men  as  are  not  often  found  within  the  reach 
of  a  stationary  individual.  At  Eton,  he  became  acquainted  willi  Bryant,  Gray,  West, 
Walpole,  Dr.  Barnard,  and  Dr.  Cooke;  at  Lincoln's  Inn,  he  found  Mr.  Henry 
Bathorst,  afterwards  lord  chancellor,  the  hon.  Charles  Yorke,  Mr.  Wray,  and  Mr. 
Edwards.  To  these  he  afterwards  added  lord  Anson,  Dr.  Atwell,  bishop  Benson,  sir 
Cbarks  Williams,  Mr.  Henry  Fox,  Mr.  William  Whitehead,  Villiers  lord  Clareudoo, 
lord  Granville,  lord  Lyttelton,  Mr.  GrenviUe,  lord  Chesterfield,  Mr.  Pitt,  lord  Bath, 
lord  Egremont,  Soam«^  Jenyns,  lord  Hardwicke,  admiral  Boscawen,  lord  Barrington, 
James  Harris,  Andrew  Stone,  bbhop  Egerton,  lord  Camelford,  Wclbore  Ellis, 
kvd  North,  Garrick,  Dr.  Johnson,  Dr.  Porteus,  now  bishop  of  London,  and  the 

((J  Tiut  <»||yT«^^r  stands  at  the  close  of  a  paper  written  to  expose  the  folly  and  ill  effects  of  hard 
driakiDf :  and  lofd  Chesterfield  names  my  fiither,  who  was  a  water  drinker,  as  a  I'lTing  example  of  one, 
vbo  did  not  reqahe  the  cxhilirating  aid  of  wine  to  enliren  his  wit  or  increase  his  viYacity."  Life  of 
Mr.  Cainhridge,  by  his  Son,  prefixed  to  his  works,  p.  44.    C 

<  Life,  nhi  sopra. 
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Hlustrious  navigators  Byron,  WalUs,  Carteret,  Phipps,  Cook,  and  VancouTer.  lo  the 
company  of  these,  some  of  whom  were  long  his  neighboors  al  Twiekenhan,  be  de- 
lighted to  increase  his  knowledge  by  an  interchange  of  sentiments  on  topics  of  iiten- 
tnre  and  common  life.  His  conversation  was  enriched  by  vaiions  reading,  and  ernbd- 
Kshed  by  wit  of  the  most  delicate  and  unobtrusive  kind.  His  temper  made  him  univer- 
sally  beloved.    It  was  uniformly  cheerfiil,  mild,  and  benevolent. 

The  conclusion  of  his  life  is  thus  related  by  his  biographer.  «  He  was  considenblj 
advanced  in  his  e%hty-third  year  before  he  was  sensible,  to  any  considerabie 
degree,  of  the  infirmities  of  age :  but  a  diflkulty  of  hearing,  which  had  for  some  tine 
gradually  increased,  now  rendered  conversation  troublesome  and  frequently  disappolnt- 
hig  to  hhn.  Against  this  evil,  hn  books,  for  which  his  relish  was  not  abit^,  had 
*  Bitherto  famished  an  easy  and  acceptable  resource ;  but,  unfortunately,  his  sight  also 
became  so  imperfect,  that  there  were  few  books  he  could  read  with  comfort  to  bim. 
self.  His  general  health,  however,  remained  the  same,  and  his  natural  good  ^irits  am! 
cheerfulness  of  temper  experienced  no  alteration.  Having  still  the  free  use  of  his 
Kmbs,  he  continued  to  take  his  usual  exercise,  and  to  follow  his  customary  habits  of 
life,  accepting  of  such  amusement  as  conversation  would  afibrd,  from  those  friends 
who  had  the  kindness  to  iadapt  their  voices  to  his  prevailing  infirmity:  and  that  be  stil 
retained  a  lively  concern  in  all  those  great  and  interesting  events  which  were  then 
taking  place  in  Europe,  may  be  seen  in  some  of  his  latest  productions.  But  as  hb 
deafoess  mcreased,  he  felt  himself  grow  daily  more  unfit  fmr  the  society  of  any  but  his 
own  family,  into  whose  care  and  protection  he  resigned  himself  with  the  most  tike- 
tionate  and  endearing  confidence,  receivmg  those  attentions  which  it  was  the  first 
pleasure  of  his  children  to  pliy  him,  not  as  a  debt  due  to  a  fond  and  indulgent  parent, 
but  as  a  free  and  voluntary  tribute  of  their  affection.  In  the  contemplation  of  these 
tokens  of  esteem  and  love,  be  seemed  to  experience  a  constant  and  unabatiog  plea- 
sure, whidi  supplied,  m  no  small  degree,  the  want  of  other  interesting  ideas. 

*<  It  is  wdl  known,  that  among  the  many  painful  and  humiliating  cfi^Mrts  that  attend 
the  decline  of  life,  and  follow  from  a  partial  decay  of  the  mental  powers,  we  hate 
often  to  lament  the  change  it  produces  in  the  heart  aild  affections:  but  from  eveiy 
consequence  of  this  sort^  my  father  was  most  happily  exempt.  This  I  allow  myself  to 
say  upon  the  authority  of  the  medkal  gentleman  ^  of  considerable  eminence,  by  whose 
sidll  and  friendly  attentions  he  was  assisted  through  the  progressive  stages  of  his  alow 
decline ;  and  who  has  repeatedly  assured  me,  that,  in  the  whole  course  of  bis  extea- 
sive  practice,  he  bad  never  seen  a  similar  instance  of  equanunity  and  undeviitQg 
sweetness  of  temper.' 

«<  During  this  gradual  increase  of  feebleness,  and  with  the  discouraging  prospect  of 
still  greater  sufficing,  which  he  saw  before  him,  hb  exemplary  patience  and  constant 
care  to  spare  the  feelings  of  his  family  were  ejninently  conspicuous :  nor  did  the  dii- 
Aressiug  infirmities,  inseparably  attendant  on  extreme  debility,  ever  produce  a  muraiar 
of  ooniplaint,  or  even  a  hasty  or  unguarded  expression,  .  It  is  somewhat  nnguhu*,  and 
may  be  regarded  as  a  proof  of  an  unusually  strong  frame,  that  no  symptom  of  disease 
took  phice :  all  the  organs  of  life  continued  to  execute  their  respective  functions,  until 
nature,  being  wholly  exhausted,  be  expired  witliout  a  sigh,  oo  the  17th  of  September, 
180^  leaving  a  widow,  two  sons,  and  a  daughter.'" 

^  <*  OiTid  Daodast,  esq.  of  Richaioiid.'*         ,<^  f 
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II  tppom  from  the  whole  of  hb  fon's  very  interesting  narrative,  that  few  men  have 
ei^^  a  life  of  the  same  duration  so  little  interrupted  by  vexation  or  calamity.  His^ 
fortune,  if  not  rdativdy  great,  was  rendered  ample  by  judicious  management,  and  as 
he  had  been  highly  favoured  by  Providence  in  his  person  and  in  his  family,  he  felt  the 
knportasce  of  those  Uessbgs  with  the  gratitude  of  a  Christian.  Such  information  as 
the  foUowing,  so  honourable  to  the  sulyect  of  it,  and  to  him  who  rektes  it,  ought  not 
to  be  suppressed. 

•«  At  an  early  age  he  attentively  exammed  the  evidences  of  Christianity,  and  was 
fully  satisfied  of  iU  truth.  Hb  was,  in  the  truest  sense,  the  religion  of  the  heart ;  and 
be  always  felt  tfiat  a  constant  conformity  to  iU  precepts  was  the  strongest  and  best 
proof  be  could  give  of  the  sincerity  of  his  faith.  Of  its  prescribed  forms  and  exterior 
duties,  he  was  no  less  a  strict  observer :  whatever  were  his  engagements,  he  constantly 
passed  bis  Sundays  at  home  with  hb  family,  at  the  bead  of  whom  he  never  failed  to 
attend  the  public  service  of  the  day,  until  prevented  by  a  bodily  infirmity,  for  some 
yean  before  hb  death ;  but  he  still  continued  hb  practice  of  reading  prayers  to  them 
every  evening :  a  usage  of  more  than  sixty  years :  these  were  taken  from  our  liturgy, 
of  which  he  was  a  great  admirer. 

•*  When  no  longer  able  to  partake  of  the  communion  at  church,  he  continued  to 
leceive  it  at  home,  on  the  festivab  and  other  suitable  occasions,  to  the  latest  period^ 
and  hb  manner  of  joining  in  thb  service,  fumbhed  an  edifying  example  of  the  happy 
infliieDce  of  a  mind  void  of  offence  towards  God  and  man. 

"  Hb  devotional  exercbes  were  always  expressed  in  so  solemn  a  manner,  and  with 
sodi  unaffected  piety,  as  showed  that  hb  lips  spoke  the  language  of  hb  heart;  but 
hb  impressive  tone  of  voice,  when  offerinp  prayer  and  thanksgivhig,  marked  that  to  be 
the  branch  of  worship  most  suited  to  hb  feelings:  and  in  conformity  with  thb  senti- 
Bent,  he  frequently  remarked,  that  *  in  our  petitions  we  are  liable  to  be  mbled,  both 
as  to  their  object  and  motive ;  but  in  expressing  our  thanksgivings  to  the  Deity,  we 
can  never  err,  the  least  favoured  among  us  having  received  suflfident  tokens  of  the 
bounty  of  Providence,  to  excite  emotions  of  the  sincerest  gratitude.' 

«*  Tl^  principle  of  piety  led  him  also  to  bear  afflictions  in  the  most  exemplary  man- 
ner. Whatever  triab  or  deprivations  he  experienced  through  life,  he  always  met 
with  fortitude,  and  hb  demeanour  under  the  losses  which  he  was  ordained  to  suffer 
in  hb  own  femily,  was  such,  that  those  only  who  saw  him  near,  and  knew  how  sacred 
he  held  the  duty  of  submbsion  to  the  Divine  Will,  and  the  sett  command  thb  pro- 
doced,  could  form  any  idea  how  poignantly  they  were  felt"— 

Of  hb  literary  character,  hb  son  has  formed  a  just  estimate,  when  he  says,  that  be 
b  to  be  regarded  rather  as  an  elegant  than  a  profound  scholar.  Yet  where  he  chose 
to  api^y,  hb  knowledge  was  far  from  being  superficial,  and  if  he  had  not  at  an  early 
period  of  life  indulged  the  prospect  of  filling  the  station  of  a  retired  country  genUe- 
man,  it  b  probable  that  he  might  have  made  a  dbtingubhed  figure  in  any  of  the 
learned  professions.  It  b  certain  that  the  ablest  works  on  every  subject  have  been 
ptMluced,  with  very  few  exceptions,  by  men  who  have  been  scholars  by  profession,  to 
whom  reputation  was  necessary  as  well  as  ornamental,  and  who  could  not  expect  to 
rise  but  m  proportion  to  the  abilities  they  dbcovercd.  Mr.  Cambridge,  without  being 
insensible  to  the  value  of  fame,  had  yet  none  of  the  wont  pcrib  of  authorship  to 
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encofuiter.    As  a  writer  he  was  better  known  to  the  worhl»  but  be  eouM  not    haie 
been  mbre  highly  re^>e€ted  by  his  friends* 

About  a  year  after  his  death  his  son,  the  rev«  Qeorge  Owen  Cambridge,  pabfaMl 
a  splendid  edition  of  all  his  works  (except  his  History  of  the  War)  to  which  he  pr^ 
fixed  an  account  of  hb  Life  and  Writings.  To  this  ^ry  bterestng  narrative,  tbs 
present  sketch  is  mdebted  for  all  that  is  valuable  in  it;  but  from  what  is  here  iKHVOVcd 
the  reader  can  have  but  a  feeble  conception  of  a  composition  which  does  so  nmdi 
honour  to  the  moral. and  literary  reputation  of  the  father^  and  to  the  filial  pie^  sad 
chastened  afiection  of  the  son* 

The  Scribleriad,  which  entitles  Mr.  Cambridge  to  a  place  in  this  collectioa,  b  cnm 
of  those  poems  that,  with  great  merits,  yet  mdie  their  way  very  slowly  in  ttie  woiM. 
It  was  received  so  coolly,  on  the  publication  of  the  first  two  parts,  that  he  foond  it  as* 
eessary  to  write  a  prefiice  to  the  second  and  complete  edition,  explainii^  hbdcs^ga. 

He  had  some  reason  to  apprehend  that  it  had  been  mistaken,  and  that  the  poea 
was  m  danger  of  t>eing  neglected.  In  this  prefiice,  he  lays  down  certain  rules  fiv  the 
mock  heroic,  by  which,  if  his  own  production  be  tried^  it  must  be  confessed  he  \m 
"executed  all  that  be  intended,  with  spirit  and  taste.  As  an  imitator  of  ^^  tme 
heroic,  be  is  m  general  fiiithfiil,  and  his  parodies  on  the  ancients  show  that  be  htd 
studied  their  writings  with  somewhat  different  from  the  ardour  of  an  admiitr  of 
poetry,  or  the  acoteness  of  a  critical  linguist  But  it  may  be  doubted  whether  the 
rules  he  wbhes  to  establbh  are  sufiiciently  compreliensive,  whether  be  bu  not  'beea 
too  faithful  to  hb  modeb,  and  whether  a  greater  and  more  original  portion  of  the 
burlesque  would  not  have  conferred  more  popularity  on  hb  perfonuaoce. 

Hb  preference  of  Don  Quixote,  as  a  \tti  mock  heroic,  is  less  a  matter  df^fispitc. 
In  all  ^  attributes  of  that  species  of  composition,  it  b  unquestiottably  superior  1^  a^f 
'ipttempt  ever  made,  and  probably  will  «ver  remain  without  a  rival,  for  what  sahjeet 
ean  the  wit  of  man  devise  so  happily  adapted  to  the  intention  of  the  writer  !  Its  grtit 
exceUence,  too,  appears  from  its  continuing  to  please  every  class  of  readers,  iMioagh 
the  folly  ridiculed  no  longer  exbts,  and  can  with  some  diflkdty  be  siqiposed  to  have 
ever  existed.  But  Cervantes  b  in  nothing  so  superior,  as  in  the  (delineation  of  bit 
hero,  who  throughout  the  whole  narrative  creates  a  powerfM  mterest  In  hb  fiitcmr, 
and  who  excites  ridicule  and  compassion  m  such  nice  proportions  as  never  to  be  ue* 
deservmg  of  sympathy,  or  overpowered  by  contempt. 

Mr.  Cambridge  was  not  so  fortunate  m  a  hero.  He  was  content  to  lake  up  Scrih- 
lerus>  where  Pope  and  Swifl,  or  rather  Arbutimot,  left  him;  a  motley,  ideal  bciag, 
without  an  exemplar,  combining,  in  one  indiridual,  all  that  b  found  ridieuloos  in  for- 
gotten volumes,  or  among  the  pretenders  to  science  and  the  believers  of  absurditki. 
Mr.  Cambridge's  hero,  therefore,  without  any  qualities  to  secure  our  esteem,  b  in 
antiquary,  a  pedant,  an  alchymbt,  and  what  seldom  b  found  among  such  charactefs, 
a  poet^  In  conducting  him  through  a  series  of  adventures,  upon  the  plan  sketched 
by  the  triumvirate  above  mentioned,  it  is  with  great  difficulty  that  he  b  able  to  avoid 
the  errour  they  fell  into,  either  of  mventing  nonsense  for  the  sake  of  laughing  at  it,  er 
of  gOicmg  their  ridicule  at  the  enthusiasm  at  useful  research,  and  the  ardour  of  retl 
science,  and  justifiable  curiosity. 
Fabe  science,  like  every  thing  else  that  b  fiibe,  may  be  a  legitimate  object  of  ijdi- 
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c«k»  b«t  to  disliiigaish  true  from  ftbe  sdence  is  not  the  business  of  a  single  decision, 
but  the  resok  of  the  experience  of  ages.  By  the  illiterate  aU  remarkable  improvements 
ttrf  at  oece  condemned  as  impossible  and  therefore  absurd.  By  the  learned  all  remark- 
aUe  inpioiKaDents  are  eflfiBcted  by  supposing  them  possible.  There  is  a  q)eculation  in 
scxnoe  as  well  as  in  commevoe,  and  he  who  has  hazarded  much  and  lost  much,  does 
■ot  tiierdyy  piove  that  his  derigu  was  fundamentally  wrong, 

Mr.  Cambridge  had  too  much  sense  and  too  much  leamfaig  to  follow  the  stqps  of  ^ 
his  picdecMsors  in  the  bistory  of  Scriblerus;  but  yet  it  may  be  presumed  that  hu  poem 
was  uDiiicccssfiil  with  the  public  at  large,  either  from  its  making  qport  of  what  had 
1  to  engage  the  attention  of  philosophers,  or  from  its  treating  popular  super- 
aad  historical  credulity  in  a  Tern  of  ridicule,  too  delicate  for  common  readers. 

The  composition  of  the  Scribleriad  is  in-  general  so  regular,  spirited  and  poetical, 
that  we  cannot  hot  wish  the  author  had  chosen  a  subject  of  more  permanent  interest* 
Many  striking  passages  may  be  pcnnted  out  to  justify  this  wish,  and  perhaps  there  are 
few  deacrytions  so  happfly  imagined  as  the  approiu:h  of  the  army  of  rebusses  and 
acfoatics.  The  versificatioo  is  el^ant,  and  the  epithets  chosen  with  singular  propriety. 
The  ereots,  although  without  much  connexion,  idl  add  something  to  the  diaracter  of 
the  hero ;  and  the  conversations  most  gravdy  ironical,  while  they  remind  us  of  tho 
scfioas  epics,  are  never  unnecessarily  protracted. 

It  is  to  be  regretted,  and  perhaps  it  may  be  mentioned  as  another  hmdranoe  to  the 
popularity  of  the  Scribleriad,  that  the  audior  determined  tb  avoid  moral  reflections,—* 
icflectioos  which  he  could  have  easily  furnisbed.  His  periodical  papers  exhibit  a 
happy  onion  of  wit  and  sentiment,  and  few  men  were  better  acquainted  with  local 
maameia,  and  the  humours  and  whims  of  interest  and  passion.  If  such  reflections 
arise  oaftuially  from  the  subject,  they  are  surely  not  only  useful,  but  lead  to  many  of 
the  most  striking  beauties  of  imagery.  No  lealous  admirer  of  the  flights  of  imagina- 
tkn  is  unwilling  to  be  sometimes  relieved  by  those  reflections  which  recal  his  judg* 
In  the  ardour  of  youth,  poets  are  too  apt  to  undervalue  reason,  but  m  ad* 
I  age  they  more  readily  admit  its  alliance  with  genius.  Let  it  also  be  remem- 
beicd  bow  much  Uudibras,  the  first  of  all  En^ish  mock  heroics,  owes  to  the  fre« 
ywcy  of  those  reflexions  and  maxims,  which,  having  become  proverbial,  serve  to 
pcfpetaate  tfie  feme  of  their  author.— >The  Scribleriad,  however,  will  ever  be  considered 
by  impartial  judges,  with  whom  popularity  is  not  an  indispensable  qualification,  as  a ' 
poem  that  does  honourto  the  taste  and  imagination  of  Mr.  Cambridge,  and  as  deserv- 
ing a  place  with  the  most  fevourite  attempts  of  the  satirical  muse. 

Of  the  lesser  pieces  in  this  collection,  the  Dialogue  between  a  Member  of  Parlia- 
meal  and  his  Servant,  The  Fakeer,  and  The  Intruder  are  to  be  distinguished  for 
ipri^tliness  of  wit,  and  felicity  of  diction.  Public  degeneracy,  impertinence,  and 
saptrstitioos  conning  are  no  where  more  elegantiy  satirized.  These  have  been  re- 
poiedly  prmted  in  Dodsle/s  and  other  collections.  Hb  other  occasional  pieces  dis- 
cavcr  the  same  observation  of  human  conduct  and  mannen,  keen  and  shrewd,  and 
aapifaKd  io  easy  and  polished  verse. 
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OK  TBI   MARRUOI   Of 

HIS  ROYAL  HIGHNESS 
FREDERIC  PRINCE  OF  WALES: 

rUILUBID  AMONG 

THE  OXFORD  CONGRATULATORY  VERSES, 
1736. 

FAST  by  the  banks  of  Im  silrer-streun'd, 
In  .tbose  sweet  Tales  (who  knows  not  tbose 
sweet  Tales  ?) 
From  whence  are  kenn'd  Oxonia's  tow'rsiar-ftun'd, 
Wbilom  I  walk'd  to  catch  the  noon-tide  gales : 
The  murmVing  stream,  so  gently  gliding  on. 
And  awful  solitude,  did  thought  inspire  ; 
Veiseless  myself  I  oonn'd  not  blithsom  song; 
Ko  late  had  I,  nor  harp,  nor  tuneful  Ijrre ; 
Tboaghtfiil,  adown  I  laid  me  by  the  stream. 
That  thought  brought  with  it  sleep,  sleep  brought 
with  it  a  dream. 


The  scene  erst  fair  to  fiiirer  still  did  yield. 
Such  scenes  did  ncTer  waking  eye  behold  ; 
Nor  Enoa  was  so  gay,  nor  Tempo's  field, 
Kor  yet  Elysium's  fkbled  meads  of  old. 
In  admiration  lost,  I  rapturVl  gaz'd, 
When,  to  the  sound  of  dulcet  symphonies, 
A  dome,  by  heaT'nly  workman^ip  uprais*d, 
Fufth  like  a  Tapour  from  the  earth  did  rise ; 
No  brick  nor  marble  did  compose  the  wall, 
lYtrnpaient  'twas  throughout,  for  it  was  crystal  all. 
Forthwith  two  fokling-doon  disclosing  wide 
Discover'd  to  the  eye  a  gorgeous  throne, 
A  tenerable  pers'nage  on  each  side ; 
Majestic  this,  that  soft  and  beauteous  shone : 
Upheld  by  turtles  sat  this  happy  pair. 
Eternal  Peace  and  Loves  did  ^port  around ; 
Flutt'ring  above  did  Hymen  joyous  bear 
The  links  in  which  their  mutual  hearts  were  bound, 
Betok'inng  long  they'd  worn  this  easy  chain, 
Betok'ning  thus  they'd  long,  O  !  very  long  remain. 


On  either  side  the  throne  a  glorious  band 
Of  personages  were  sang'd  :  in  the  first  place 
And  nearest  to  the  king,  did  Wisdom  stand. 
And  Honour,  unacquainted  to  the  base  ; 
Next  Justice,  ncTer  known  to  err  though  blind  ; 
Vengeance  and  Clemency  on  either  side ; 
And  Pow'r,  his  eyes  on  Justice  still  inclin'd ; 
And  Peace,  spuming  Ambition,  Death,  and  Pride : 
Well  is,  I  weet,  the  king  who's  thus  upheld,  [wield. 
Well  is  the  land  whose  dceptn  such  a  king  dotii 

Nor  did  there  on  the  other  side,  I  ween. 

Forms  though  more  soft,  less  heaT'nly  appear; 

Conjugal  Love  and  Concdrd  still  were  seen. 

Becoming  Meekness  and  Submisikm  near  ; 

Next  Truth,  a  window  in  her  naked  breast. 

Modesty  and  Prudence  ever  judghig  right. 

Piety,  adding  lustre  to  the  rest. 

And  heav'n-bom  Charity  appear'd  in  sight : 

Blest  is  the  maid  whose  paths  these  virtues  guide, 

Happy !  thrice  happy  he  possess'd  of  such  a  bride  I 

While  on  this  venerable  pair  I  gaz'd 
Enter'd  a  band  of  youth,  joyous  and  gay. 
One  'bove  the  rest  most  worthy  to  be  prais'd^ 
Who  follow'd  still  where  virtue  led  the  way; 
Oit-times  he  tow'rd  the  waters  cast  his  eye. 
Which  big  with  hope  and  expectation  seem'd, 
Nor  long  ere  he  a  vessel  did  descry,         [stenm'da 
Which  fraught   with  all  his  wishes    tow'rd   him 
An  heav'nly  maiden  on  the  deck  was  plac'd. 
With  ev'ry  virtue  blest,  with  ev'ry  beauty  grac'd. 

White  were  her  robes,  which  so  divinely  shm'd 
As  snow  and  gold  together  had  been  wove. 
Expressive  emblem  of  the  purest  mind. 
Expressive  emblem  of  the  chastest  love ; 
Alternate  on  the  damsel  and  the  youth 
A  band  of  loves  pour'd  most  propitious  darts. 
Which  Upt  with  pleasure,  constancy,  and  truth. 
Found  free  admission  to  their  inmost  hearts ; 
Swift  flew  the  youth,  with  eager  haste  convey 'd. 
To  his  own  happy  shore,  the  much-lov'd,   loving 
maid. 
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And  tx>w  admnce  in  hospitable  guise 

The  royal  pa'tr ;  with  welcome  salutation 

They  greet  the  maid  ;  joy  tparkles  in  her  eyes. 

Promise  of  future  bluings  on  the  nation : 

Nor  now  did  Hymen  unemploy'd  appear, 

Their  hearts  in  chains  of  adamant  he  bound. 

Laud  shouts  of  mirth  and  joy  invade  the  ear. 

Each  echo  pleased  repeats  the  blithsom  sonnd; 

I,  sleeping  as  I  lay,  in  rapture  cr3r'd 

'*  Long  live  the  happy  prince  I  long  IHre  the  bean- 

teous  bride!" 
In  flowing  robes  and  squared  caps  advance, 
Pallas  their  guide,  her  erer-favour'd  band ; 
Ab  they  approach  they  join  in  mystic  dance. 
Large  scrolls  of  paper  waving  in  their  hand ; 
Nearer  they  come,  I  heard  them  sweetly  sing. 
But  louder  now  approach  the  peals  of  joy. 
The  gladsom  soan&  which  from  eaeb  (quarter  ring, 
Diq>el  my  slumbers,  and  my  trance  destroy, 
Wakmg,  I  heard  the  shouts  on  ev*ry  side 
ProoUim  Augusta  feir  the  happy  Frederic's  bride! 


MISCELLANEOUS  VERSES* 

wirmv  AT 

WHITMINSTER, 

ftOM  1742  TO  1750. 
LBARNINQ: 

A  niALOGVI  BBTWBBN 

DICK  AND  NED, 

(THt  AOTBOft,  AKD  Dft.    tDWAKD  BAaSIAaO,    ArTlft- 

WAsns  raovosT  or  iToif.)       • 

Ths  day  was  sullen,  bleak,  and  wet, 

W^  Dick  and  Ned  together  met 

To  waste  it  in  a  friendly  chat, 

And  much  they  talkM  of  this  and  that; 

7111  many  a  question  wisely  stated. 

And  many  a  knotty  point  debated. 

From  topic  still  to  topic  taming. 

They  fall  at  length  on  books  and  teaming :, 

Then  each  with  eagerness  displays 

His  eloqoe&oe,  to  give  them  praise. 

Far  hi  tiieir  eulogy  they  laach. 

And  scan  them  o'er  in  ev'rjr  branch ; 

Thus,  th'  eicellencies  making  known 

Of  learning,  slyly  show  their  own. 

Here  Dick  (who  often  takes  a  pride 

lb  argue  on  the  weaker  side) 

Cries,  **  Softly,  Ned,  this  talk  of  learning 

May  hold  with  men  in  books  discerning  | 

Who  boast  of  what  they  call  a  taste. 

But  ibr  all  else  we  run  too  fast ; 

For  lay  but  prqudioe  aside, 

And  let  the  cause  be  fiiirly  try'd, 

Whsl  is  the  worth  of  any  thing, 

But  for  the  happiness  'twill  bring  ? 

And  diat,  none  ever  would  dispute. 

Is  only  found  in  the  pursuit; 

For  if  you  once  run  down  your  game. 

You  frustrate  and  destroy  your  aim : 


He,  without  doubt,  pray  mark  me,  Ned, 

Has  most  to  read,  who  least  has  read ; 

And  him  we  needs  must  happiest  find. 

Whose  greatest  pleasure  is  behind." — 

Ned,  who  was  now  twixt  sleep  and  wake, 

Stirred  by  this  argument  to  spieak, 

Fua  apUy  cry'd,  "  With  half  an  eye 

Your  fiir-fetcht  sophistry  I  spy ; 

Which,  ne^er  so  subtlely  di^mted, 

By  two  plain  words  shall  be  confuted  : 

To  give  your  reasoning  due  digestion, 

I  first  affirm  you  beg  the  question. 

Leamhig*s  a  game,  which,  who  attains, 

A  great  and  worthy  pleasure  gains ; 

Not  light  and  transient  like  the  chase. 

But  stable  with  unftding  grace. 

Therer  are,  indeed,  who  are  so  idle. 

They  leave  all  emprise  hi  the  middle  ; 

Nor  for  reflection  read  or  comment. 

But  just  to  kill  the  present  moment : 

These  hunt  romances,  tales,  and  bisfries, 

At  men  pursue  a  common  mistress. 

Who  when  once  caught  but  moves  their  loathii^ 

And  well  if  she's  not  worse  than  nothing; 

But  those  of  steady,  serious  life. 

Know  there  's  no  pleasure  like  a  wife,    ^         ' 

And  snch  the  wise  true  leammg  find 

A  lasting  hdp>mate  to  their  mind." — 

'*  Qood  sir,"  quoth  Dick,  and  made  a  kg, 

"  I  say  ^  you  the  question  h^. 

Your  simities  of  wife  and  mistress 

Will  serve  your  arj^ment  to  di«U«ss. 

Ifknowtedge  never  was  attam*di 

Which  sages  always  have  maintain'd. 

Then  knowledge  cannot  be  a  wife  : 

And  you  yourself  conolude  tbe  str^ 

You  no  less  fellacy  advance 

'Gainst  tales,  and  febles,  and  romance  ; 

For  I  shall  prove  t'ye  in  the  sequel, 

ThUt  reading  of  all  kinds  is  equal ; 

And  none  can  serve  a  better  end. 

Than  cheerfully  our  time  to  qtend. 

Nor  is  t  of  moment,  gay,  or  serious. 

But,  as  tbe  readers  minds  are  various. 

Each  please  hiottelC    Yon  contradict 

Philosophers  of  every  sect. 

Unless  with  them  you  will  main! 

All  human  learning  to  be  vara. 

This,  Socrates  affinnM  of  old. 

And  this  our  wisest  modems  hold. 

Therefore,  if  you  have  prov'd  romances. 

And  snch  like;  vain  and  idle  fsncies. 

They've  said  the  same  of  all  the  knowledge 

1th'  sage  and  philosophic  college."— 

Ned  was  by  this  a  little  nettled : 

Quoth  he,"  This  thing  shall  soon  be  settled { 

With  your  owo  arguments  disputed. 

And  you  with  your  own  weapons  nnited. 

You  hold  the  pleasure  to  consist 

In  the  pursuit ;  this  must  exist 

For  ever,  you  have  eke  maintain'd, 

Asicrting  knowledge  caut  be  gain'dj 

By  this  you  fairly  overthrow 

Your  first  position  j  for,  if  so. 

How  can  it  ever  be  agreed 

Who  least  has  read  ha»  most  to  read  ? 

If  ten  miles  upwards  you  could  ran. 

Would  you  be  nearer  to  the  Sun } 
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Or  daSly  horn  the  bm  sboiild  drink. 

Say  would  too  ever  find  it  thrhik  ? 

Men  mort  delighted  are,  the  fact  it. 

At  they  more  skilful  grow  by  practice  ; 

This  tnie  in  all  «e  bare  ooocem  in, 

Hoeh  more  it  found  to  bold  in  learning. 

Who  various  sciences  has  read, 

His  made  a  store-bouse  of  his  head  ; 

And  with  biai  ever  bears  within 

A  Urge  and  plenteous  magasine. 

Whence  he's  secuie  to  draw  at  leisure 

All  lorts  of  precious  boarded  treasure  r 

Rich  in  ideas,  ne'er  shall  he 

A  proy  become  to  poverty ; 

Aul  roaming  free,  his  active  mind 

Gio  oe*er  be  fetter'd  or  confined  ; 

Nor  of  doll  solitude  complain, 

H»  thoughts,  a  cheerful  social  tnun : 

Tor  books  of  the  superior  kind 

With  just  ideas  fill  the  mind. 

Nourish  itt  growing  youth,  coofirm 

Its  manhood,  prop  itt  age  infirm : 

Learoingt  our  ev'ry  step  attends, 

lit  best  of  pilots  and  of  friends  ; 

AsMtts  our  various  iUs  to  bear, 

lo  fortunes  adverse  waves  to  steer  ; 

How  best  in  caln^er  hours  to  tail, 

And  bow  improve  the  proap'rous  gale."— 

**  Alas  !**  quoth  Dick;  **  mere  pufiT  and  firoth  this  is. 

Which  you  advance  for  your  hypothesis : 

At  best  a  well-laid  theory  ; 

No  substance  or  reality ; 

Nor  found  with  practice  to  agree. 

Your  scheme  would  be  more  true  and  ample, 

If  well  supported  by  example. 

But  these  all  make  against  your  system, 

And  therefore  wisely  you  supprest  'em ; 

Not  all  your  books  can.  raise  the  mind 

Above  the  weakness  of  mankind. 

Zeoo,  of  stow  reading  vain,  ^ 

Affirm'd  there  was  no  harm  in  pain. 

Pyrrho  wouki  vaunt  (but  then  heM  lie) 

Indifference  or  to  Ihre  or  die. 

Ctroeades  oft  spent  his  breath 

Tinspire  the  bold  contempt  of  death ; 

And  once  his  wisdom  did  u^kct 

So  for  to  ape  the  stoic  sect. 

He  thought  he  felt  an  inclination 

To  die,  because  it  was  the  fashion. 

Hearing  Antipater  (a  wise  one  !) 

Had  kiU'd  himself  by  drinking  poison. 

He  cries,  resulv'd  to  do  the  same, 

'  Give  me*^— but  what,  forbears  to  name ; 

Then,  baulkbg  his  expecting  friends. 

In  mere  mullM  wine  this  poisoo  ends. 

Not  all  hb  learning  and  wise  reading. 

Could  Zeno's  pupil  keep  from  heeding 

The  rig'rous  tvringes  of  the  stone. 

Or  but  suppress  one  single  groan  ; 

ForcM  to  own  pain  at  length  an  evil, 

And  gire  Iks  doctrine  to  the  devil. 

Thus  these  philosopben  and  leaden 

Of  various  sects  (profoundest  readers) 

From  all  their  books  could  ne'er  attain. 

Death  to  contemn,  or  smile  at  pain ; 

And  much  less  resqp'd  they  joy  or  pleasure. 

Their  volumes  yielding  no  such  treasure."— 

Ned,  who  now  heartily  iras  vest. 

Began  to  stickle  for  his  text^ 


"  Fairly,"  quoth  he,"  examples  cite. 

We  soon  shall  set  this  matter  right; 

But  those  you  bring,  tho'  slyly  pickt  out. 

And  with  all  art  and  cunning  trickt  out, 

Tis  plain  to  see  you  £slsely  vent  'em. 

And  speciously  mispresent  'em* 

Tho'  Dionysius  did  wince, 

His  master  ne'er  was  known  to  flinch ; 

His  other  pupil,  Posidonius, 

Alone  would  prove  your  scheme  errooeooi. 

When  Pompey,  who  on  purpose  came 

So  far  to  hear  this  sage  declaim. 

Finding  him  on  his  sick  bed  lakl. 

And  with  severest  pains  assay'd. 

Would  fain  have  gone  without  his  errant ; 

The  steady  stoic  would  not  hear  on't ; 

Began,  and  bravely  held  it  out. 

Amidst  the  torments  of  the  gout ; 

Nor  could  avail  th'  acutest  pang. 

To  stop  or  discompoae  th'  harangue. 

Couki  Epictetus,  with  such  bravery. 

Or  JEaopt  bear  their  painful  slavery ; 

Unless  by  learning's  band  supported. 

And  that  relief  which  books  afibrded  ; 

Whilst  all  their  votaries  hare  taught 

That  freedom  dwells  but  in  the  thought. 

Hence  did  Pbiloxenus  desire 

From  the  rich  banquet  to  retire ; 

Chose  rather  back  to  gaol  be  hurried, 

Than  there  with  royal  dulness  worried  ; 

His  thoughts  expatiating  free 

And  undisturb'd  with  poetry. 

Made  bread  and  water  more  delieiont 

Than  choicest  feasts  of  Dionysius  ; 

Proving  no  pain  or  thraldom  wona  it 

Than  slavishly  to  hear  bad  verses."— 

Quoth  Dick,  "  *T\m  difficult  to  kumr 

The  truth  of  facts  so  long  ago. 

Writers  enhance  their  hero's  glory,* 

The  better  to  set  off  their  story ; 

And  throw  a  varnish  and  a  gloss  over 

Th'  acts  of  their  fovourite  phikwopher. 

You,  of  Philoxenus,  advance 

Mere  folly,  pride,  and  arrogance ; 

His  reading  made  him  no  great  winner. 

That  lost  M>  foolishly  his  dinner. 

Which  is  the  wiser  part  d'ye  think, 

Tapprove,  and  smile,  and  eat,  and  drink; 

Or  sourly  criticisms  mutter. 

And  quarrel  with  your  bread  and  hotter  } 

But  if  we  find  from  books  arise 

This  squeamish  taste,  more  nice  than  wise, 

'TIS  happier  sure,  and  wiser  yet. 

Ne'er  to  have  learnt  the  alphabet : 

Yet  tho'  I  scruple  not  to  grant 

'Twas  learning  made  him  arrogant, 

I  still  must  strenuously  maintain 

Indifference  to  death  or  pani 

Proceeds  from  natural  dispositMo, 

More  than  from  bookish  acquisition. 

Examples  of  yout  suffering  sages 

We  find  not  five  in  fifteen  ages. 

Such  volunteers  in  pain  abound. 

In  parts  where  books  were  never  found. 

To  prove  my  words,  if  »tis  your  hap 

T  have  pictures  in't,  consult  your  map  ; 

There,  Ned,  a  Brahmin  vmy  you  sise 

lyd  by  the  heels  to  post  or  tree ; 
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From  wbteoe  he  retdiet  donrawaid  to  make 

A  fire  to  roast  his  breast  and  stomach  $ 

And  this -he  ne'er  abates  or  puts  oat, 

Tbo*  it  shoald  bufii  his  very  guts  out ! 

Yet  this  from  lieaming  can't  proceed. 

For  none  of  these  can  write  or  read. 

Nor  is  the  next  a  man  of  letters. 

Who's  galPd  by  those  enormous  fetten; 

Nor  yet  is  he  a  better  scholar. 

Who  groans  beneath  that  iron  collar. 

Dan  Prior*s  Muse  a  case  records. 

And  sweetly  too,  so  take  his  words : 

At  Tonquin,  if  a  pripoe  should  dye, 

(As  Jesuits  write,  who  never  lye,) 

The  wife,  and  counsellor,  and  priest. 

Who  serv'd  him  most  and  lov'd  him  best. 

Prepare  and  light  his  funeral  fire. 

And  cheerful  on  the  pile  expire. 

Ill  Europe  'twould  be  hard  to  find. 

In  each  degree,  one  half  so  kind. 

But  why  on  European  ground 

Is  no  such  instance  to  be  fimnd  ? 

Say,  does  our  learning  or  our  reading 

Fall  so  Off  short  of  Tonqum  breeding  ? 

But,  as  I  said  before,  a  case. 

So  fer  remov'd  by  time  and  place. 

Is  seldom  foithfiilly  related. 

Or,  in  ^nost  points,  exaggemted. 

Let  us  by  modem  £scts  be  try'd. 

And  not  our  ears,  but  eyes  decide. 

Consider  but  your  nearest  neig^ibour, 

Mark  well  his  ceaseless  toil  and  labour ; 

Or  fellow  studenta  at  the  college. 

Who  drudge  both  night  and  day  lor  knowledge ; 

Are  they  fbr  teo  years  poring  better 

Than  if  they'd  never  known  a  letter  ? 

This  thumbs  philosopbers  that  teach 

To  be  content  is  to  be  rich  ; 

And  finds,  he  thinks,  with  greatest  rapture. 

These  riches  grow  with  evSry  diapter  j 

But  sound  his  heart,  you'll  find  it  heaving 

To  college  rents  and  future  living* 

This  reads  the  stoics,  and  from  them 

Learns  all  misfortunes  to  oootemn ; 

But  a  bare  nose,  or  finger's  bleeding. 

Shall  countervail  his  ten  years  reading; 

Bo  not  most  men  more  selfish  grow. 

And  more  reserv'd,  the  mora  they  know  ? 

And  when  they  come  to  study  less. 

To  promote  others  happiness, 

They  must,  'tis  by  exfoneoce  shown. 

Of  conseQoence  impair  their  own. 

When  Umbrio,  fixt  upon  the  skies 

In  absence,  turns  hb  musinfteyes, 

And  never  condescends  t'  a^id. 

But  in  a  leam'd  dispute,  a  word  ^ 

Can  I  persuade  myself,  that  he 

Is  happier  than  his  company  ? 

Were  it  not  better  for  a  while 

To  lay  his  wisdom  by,  and  smile, 

And  join  with  them  to  laugh  and  chat, 

Altho'  he  cannot  tell  at  what?. 

Yet  he'll  indulge  these  sullen  fits,     , 

And  keep  ^m mirth  for  brother  wits: 

Then  let  us  kUlom  him  to  these. 

And  see  if.  he  he  move  at  ease. 

No;  soon  again  hit  pleasure. foi^       ■ 

He  frowns,  he  yawns,  he  bhcs  his  nails; 


And  shows  by  discontented  looks. 

He  wants  to  leave  'em  for  bis  books. 

Pursue  him  to  his  country  seat ; 

Is  there  his  happiness  compliete  ? 

With  endless  volumes  fill'd,  the  room 

Must  needs  dispel  that  sullen  gloom : 

In  vain.     Ere  be  an  hour  has  sat. 

Disliking  this,  and  tir'd  with  that. 

Some  modern  book  augments  his  spleen. 

Which  th'  ancienU  can't  take  off  again. 

Impatient  from  himself  to  fly, 

Shall  he  the  field  amunements  try  ? 

No  ;  those  a  philosophic  mind 

Too  barren  pleasures  needs  must  find. 

Then  shall  he  try  his  hours  to  spend 

In  chat  with  neighbouring  country  friend  } 

Lo !  there  his  joys  as  vainly  plac'd ; 

One  knowledge  wants,  and  one  a  taste. 

This  too  reserv'd,  that  too  affected, 

Envy'd  by  this,  by  that  sttspected : 

Poor  Umbrio  meets,  at  ev'ry  turning,. 

Some  sad  revene  intail'd  on  learning; 

And,  tir'd  o*  tb*  country,  back  anuin 

Drives  to  be  tir'd  of  town  again. 

Observe  agam,  th'  unlettered  brow 

No  frowns  contract,  no  wrinkles  pfow  ; 

See  Bubo's  front  serenely  sleek ; 

Chagrin  ne'er  wastes  Aphronius'  cheek; 

Simplicius  with  eternal  smile ; 

And  Dullman  ever  found  tranquil ; 

Prig  with  self-approbation  blest ; 

While  nought  disturbs  A8ello*B  rest."— 

Qnoth  Ned,  *<  I  ca»  no  longer  bear 

Such  overt  fiilsities  to  hear ; 

Of  arguments  there  is  no  end. 

When  with  a  sophist  you  contend  ; 

Thy  proofs  all  fislselyare  asserted. 

Or  else  most  wilfully  perverted  : 

In  this,  as  well  as  other  countries. 

Men  drown  and  hang  themselves  upon  tre^ ; 

Or,  too  displeas'd  with  this  to  bear  it. 

Leap  into  t*  other  world  from  garreL 

Yet  none  in  grave  discourse,  e'er  thought 

Such  fit  examples  to  be  brought; 

'Cause  these  from  nuulness  must  proceed. 

And  those  from  poverty  and  need. 

The  sages  I  produced,  ne'er  bought 

Their  md  or  pain :  their  volumes  taught 

Neither  to  hasten  death  nor  shun  it. 

But  with  indifference  k)ok  upon  it; 

Nor  ills  to  court  nor  yet  to  fear, 

Whate'er  frite  gave  resign'd  to  bear : 

From  whence  I  proved  beyond  dispute. 

That  learning  bears  the  choicest  fruit; 

And  plenteous  harvesU  ever  jrieUs 

To  those  who  duly  till  her  fields. 

But  you  deny  the  truth,  averring 

Her  soil  not  only  cold  but  barren ; 

And  the  spontaoeous  idle  weed 

The  cultivated  crop  t'  exceed. 

Now  turn  we  to  your  happy  clan. 

And  their  delights  and  pleasures  scan ; 

See  them  returning  from  the  field. 

Their  joys  are  o'er  ;  the  fox  is  kill'd ; 

How  shall  they  pass  the  tedious  night. 

Till  sport  return  with  morning  Kgbt? 

Fiom  whence  procure  them  recreation. 

Nor  sought  from  books  orcooversatian  ? 
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Th«  bottle,  1o!  teir  tole  f«wit« 
OppMNve  tboQgh  tbey  drown  ID  port ; 
Or,  vitk  dev  dke  or  cuds  beguile. 
And  thieid  tbem  from  themtehret  awbile. 
Our  gsllAots  DO*  to  ^oiro  repair  ; 
Wbtt  eadlewpleuiiret  wait 'em  there  ; 
One  belf  the  <tay  in  sleep  is  pest. 
They  itndy  bofir  the  rest  to  waste  ; 
Till  dnm  or  pleyhoose  shall  inrite 
Tocroim  with  happiness  the  nigfaL 
The  dress,  the  valet,  and  the  glass, 
Hdp  two  long  iiksome  boors  to  pass  ; 
The  dinner  serres  them  to  oomplain 
Of  tarems,  waiters,  cooks,  champaign. 
With  joy  they  hear  the  house  is  fbll : 
The  play  begins  ;  tis  graTO,  tis  dull. 
Aid  two  more  hours  their  cruel  fiste 
Oidsim  their  happiness  must  wait 
Their  patience  now  the  drum  rewards 
With  whispers,  wax-lights,  bows,  and  cards. 
Nov,  while  at  whist  they  take  their  seat, 
Goask  them,  are  their  joys  complete ! 
Or  vait  they  lor  some  fan>urite  vice  ; 
Their  ^,  their  bottle,  or  their  dice? 
Ssy,  would  you  for  a  pattern  chuse 
Doliinan,  whose  passion  is  the  news  ? 
Ne'er  could  the  freedom  of  his  mind 
h  prisoo'd  volumea  be  oon6n*d  ; 
b  knser  sheets  is  nil  his  lore, 
FMe  tt  the  sybil's  leaves  of  yore. 
He  ne'er  could  on  one  science  fix. 
So  fell  perforce  on  politics ; 
k  these  he  can  descant  as  wdl 
hi  soy  modem  Machiavel : 
Here  little  progreea  will  enable 
T  sttack  the  deepest  at  the  table. 
Greet  is,  I  grant  you,  his  delight, 
Wbea  reading  a  retreat  or  fight. 
Or  nlly  or  surprise,  by  the  F^rench  meant 
To  itonn  the  enemies  entrenchment : 
Oritips  engagmg  with  the  Spaniard; 
Or  loss  of  mast  by  storm,  or  mainyard; 
Or  caixo  sunk,  or  crew  all  drownded  i ; 
Or  iparioos  babe  in  Wappmg  found  dead. 
Or  how  the  stubborn  Dutch  go  on  slow ; 
Or  robb'ry  on  Blackheath  or  Hounslow. 
lot  should  they  e'er  restram  the  press. 
How  great  were  Dullman's  dire  distress; 
And  ihould  all  Europe  be  at  peace. 
His  plenmre  totally  must  cease. 
Let  us  from  these  now  torn  our  eyes 
Upon  the  man  that's  leam'd  and  wise : 
You  see  hhn,  from  his  early  youth, 
Tnight  the  pursuits  of  beav'niy  truth : 
in  er'iy  season,  eY»ry  place. 
He  foHows  still  the  pleasing  chase  ; 
Tbs  nearer  to  the  glorious  prize. 
It  tbines  the  brighter  in  his  eyes: 
And  not  alone  in  books  is  found. 
Bat  et'iy  object  all  around. 
He  not  the  least  of  these  disdains. 
Or  finds  ungratefdl  to  his  pains. 
But  like  the  bee,  fipom  er^  ikmer 
And  er'ry  weed,  with  artfm  power 
GoUeots  sJona  the  choicest  juice. 
And  lays  in  stoce  for  future  use. 
Tims  all  thngs  to  improvement  turning. 
Still  grows  his  pleasure  with  his  karaing.*' 

1  So  DoUman  spdls  It 


SOCIETr; 


ADDRESSED  TO  HEKRY  BERKLEY,  ESQ. 

Tbis  poem  was  intended  to  delineate  the  character 
of  Mr.  Berkley,  but  being  unfinished  at  the  time 
of  his  death,  the  author  never  could  prevail  upon 
himself  to  complete  it 

Socirrr !  Our  being's  noblest  end  ! 
To  tbee,  with  claims  unequal  all  pretend  : 
From  angels  or  the  heav'n-instructed  man. 
To  the  wild  Tartar's  unconnected  clan  i 
From  the  vast  elephant,  or  savage  bear. 
To  abject  reptiles,  and  those  insects  spare 
That  wing  invisibly  the  crowded  air. 

Select  are  thy  delights  serene  thy  joys ; 
How  falsely  sought  in  numbers  and  in  noise  I 
Too  sober  for  th'  ambitious  or  the  vain  ; 
Too  delicate  for  folly's  tasteless  train. 
These,  while  they  seek  thee  in  the  tents  of  shame^ 
Bring  foul  dishonour  on  thy  sacred  name , 
Who  think  to  fiod  thee  in  the  harlot's  bow'r. 
Or  loud  with  wassel  in  the  midnight  hour. 
Mi^udge  not  then  the  philosophic  mind. 
Deaf  to  thy  call,  to  thy  endearments  blind  : 
Smce  not  thyself  the  wise,  retir'd,  disclaim. 
But  that  vain  phantom  which  usurps  thy  name. 

Is  there  a  man  whom  conscious  worth  inspires  ; 
Whom  wisdom  touches  with  her  faintest'^fires; 
Whose  nicer  sense  could  brook  the  drunkard's  cries. 
The  gamester  glorious  in  his  shameful  prize  ; 
The  dull  recital  of  the  sportsman  hear. 
Or  bigot  roar  of  noby  faction  bear  ? 

O!  should  my  soul  her  choicest  wbh  declare. 
And  form  to  bounteous  Heav'n  her  ardent  prayerg 
Nor  numerous  vasftals  that  obsequious  wait 
In  servile  crowds,  to  swell  the  pomp  of  state ; 
Nor  wealth  nor  pow^-,  nor  would  she  fame  require. 
One  perfect  friend  should  bound  her  full  desire ; 
Leam'd  though  polite,  though  noble  free  from  pride^ 
Virtue  his  guard,  and  honour  be  bb  guide : 
Not  so  severely  rigid  to  restrain 
Mirth's  genial  fHends,  and  laugl^ter*s  jocund  traiu^ 
But  free  to  speak  with  temper  or  with  fire 
What  Pallas  dictates,  or  the  nine  inspire ; 
Let  no  attainment  feem  too  great  an  height 
For  his  aspiring  mind's  ambitious  flight : 
No  useful  arts,  tho'  vulgar  or  minute. 
Beneath  his  pains,  unworthy  his  pursuit. 
May  zeal  direct  those  pains  to  noblest  ends. 
Zeal  for  his  God,  his  country,  and  his  friends ; 
Exalted  genius  animate  his  soul. 
And  sense,  the  stable  basis  of  the  whole. 


TOBACCO: 
A  TALE. 

ADORISSBn  TO  J.  H.  BaOWMI,  ESQ* 

AUTBOa  OF  THI  "  PIPI  OF  TOBACCO,   IN   IMFTATION 
OF  SEC  SSVliaAL  AUTHOES.** 

Thi  folks  of  old  were  not  so  nice 
But  that  they'd  ask  and  take  advice. 
nVas  then  the  Phythian's  prudent  voice 
Directed  Tully  in  his  choice,     r^  OOqIc 
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CkMMult  your  geDim,  ttid  the  maid; 
No  more ;  the  bumble  youth  obey'd. 
This  rale  go  tbort,  go  just,  so  plai% 
Our  lively  modems  all  disdahi ; 
And  pcoru  to  have  their  fttgfats  oonbrol'd 
By  any  Pythians  new  or  old ; 
Nor  ask  what  may  their  genius  fit, 
But  all,  ibrsooth,  must  aim  at  wit 

When  first  that  fragrant  leaf  came  o^er 
To  bless  our  barren  northern  shore, 
Which  your  immortal  verses  raise 
A  rival  to  the  poet^s  bays, 
A  squire  of  Sussex  gave  command 
To  plant  it  in  his  manhy  land  : 
His  anxious  friend»and  neighbours  jom 
To  drive  him  from  this  strange  design.— 
"  Tobacco,"  says  a  skilful  farmer, 
"  Requires  a  dryer  clime  and  warmer  ; 
The  wat'ry  coldness  of  your  soil 
Will  ftustrate  all  the  planter's  toil ; 
Yet  not  ungrateful  shall  the  clay 
With  beans  a  plenteous  crop  repay.''-— 

**  Let  peasant  hinds,"  replies  the  squire, 
<'  Whose  grovling  souls  can  rise  no  higher. 
Drudge  on,  content  with  piddling  gain 
From  vulgar  means,  and  commoo  grami 
But  I  will  make  this  northern  isle 
With'  India's  boasted  hardest  smile. 
And  show  how  needless  'tis  to  roam 
Ifor  what  we  may  produce  at  home.**— 
'   He  said,  and  wide  as  his  command. 
Tobacco  filled  the  hungry  land  | 
The  restive  marl  obstructs  the  shoot, 
Aud  checks  the  plant,  and  kills  the  root. 
Yearly  his  project  he  repeated, 
Yearly  he  saw  his  hopes  defeated, 
Tdl  all,  at  length,  his  fate  dqplore. 
And  find  him  begging  at  their  door. 

Thus  may'st  thou  see,  discerning  Browne,. 
A  sauntering  crowd  infrat  the  town  ; 
'  MThora  pro^ential  Nature  made 
To  thrive  in  physic,  law,  or  trade. 
What  she  directs,  perverse  they  <|uit. 
And  strive  to  force  spontaneous  wit ; 
Mispend  their  time,  misplace  their  tmi. 
To  cultivate  a  barren  soil  $ 
And  find  no  art  or  force  can  breed, 
'  What  in  your  garden  grows  a  vffd. 


ARCHUiAGEi 

A  POEM,  WHnTEFf  IN  IMITATION  OF 
SPENCER,. 

AMD  nisctirmrx  of  Tst  AUTHoa  akd  fova  or 
BIS  boat's  canw, 

A  BSAOTBODs  maid  >  was  walking  on  the  plainer 
Kigh  where  Sabrina  rolls  her  yellow  tyde, 
(Who  now  uprrfb  her  firetted  wates  amaine. 
And  now  serenely  doth  like  Thank  glyde;) 
Her  palfirey  to  a  distant  tvae  t^p«  tied ; 

<  BiTisB  Trenchaid,  alierwardf  marM  to  Jocdyn 
Pickacd,  esc^ 


Delighted  wi^  the  stream^  of  aqnght  afiraid, 
She  walk'd ;  a  dwarf  attended  on  her  side. 
Who  bore  a  shield,  on  which  there  was  dta>layd 

Alofte  ona^ure  field  a  deadlie  Trenchant  <  bbie. 
Happie  the  knight,  jfea  happieet  he  the  knight, 
By  fites  opdafai'd  that  envied  shield  to  bean. 
The  dearest  gift  of  honourM  lady  bright. 
To  whom  she  worthy  deeifis  that  plei%c  to  weaie, 
His  sure  proteotkm  in  tfaedonhmil  warre; 
And  ever  shall  sach  good  the  gifle  attend,  ' 
That  whoso  beareth  it  shall  nothing  feare. 
But  OB  his  lady's  virtues  still  depend, 

IVustlng  in  her  his  saint,  his  patrooeMe  and  firieod. 
Her  hxMely  waUdmr  on  the  loody  shore 
Espied  ArcUmage  ^  that  wizard  vile ; 
Anid  now  the  subtile  fiend  had  got  his  lore; 
For  whilom  oft,  with  many  an  artful  wile, 
And  soothing  words  full  fraught  with  hidden  goHs 
Her  virtuous  wisdom  did  the  mage  assail ; 
Nath'less  unmoved  remain'd  she  all  the  while, 
Ne  would  give  ear  to  his  bdse  gloziog  tale, 

So  that  in  no  wise  he  against  her  mote  prevail 
Forthy  to  overt  force  now  turns  his  moid. 
And  impious  ravishment  the  ruffian  fell  i 
Vat  equal  he  to  lawless  force  inclined. 
Or  secret  working  of  the  magic  q>ell. 
And  every  mystic  charme  he  knew  foil  well : 
Als  could  he  fhxn  the  vasle  and  hoariedeep 
SuBunon  th'  obedient  sonnes  of  night  and  Hell, 
As  if  th'  infernal  keys  himself  did  keep  | 

Ne  e'er  in  mischieTs  tasks  allow  hb  eye-lids  sleep. 
Forthwith  two  hellirii  inqps  he  calls  amaioe, 
Ycleped  Qiant  Strength  aol  Lawless  Ifight ; 
Bach  to  array  he  turns  his  worfcmg  hnine 
In  ga|b  and  semblance  feir  of  genSe  knight; 
So  with  a  two-edged  weapon  he  mote  fight. 
Thereto  he  Coortesie  the  oaa  did  call. 
The  other  counterfeit  Persuasion  hight  j 
So  if  to  naught  his  spemonu  arts  did  fiUl, 

By  ruffian  force  hemote  he  sure  to  woik  her  thrMl* 
And  now  Ibe  bold  enchauntiu-  cau^d  be  brongbt^ 
Of  strange  and  curious  worke,  a  rich  maehioe  ^  | 
Which  by  his  skille  right  cuninnglie  was  wrooglil^ 
So  that  it^s  paragonne  mote  not  be  seen ; 
(Full  powerfiil  is  the  magic  art,  I  weene.) 
Ne  drawn  by  dragons  was  this  sumptooos  earre, 
Ne  by  dread  Inns  on  the  level  greeoe, 
Ne  yet  by  yoked  swans  along  the  ahr ; 

As  wizards  oft,  we  read,  convey  the  ravisb'd  feir. 
But  with  his  wond'roos  and  all-powerful  bresUi, 
And  the  bare  motion  of  his  felon  bond,' 
To  whate'er  parts  he  lists  he  tiavelleth, 
And4ies  with  ease  to  many  isi  distant  lood ; 
For  of  his  prey  he  no^  posgess'd  doth  stand. 
Als  his  bohestg  feur  wizards  ^  sage  obey. 
Each  waving  in.  bis  hand  a  powerful  wand  i ; 
Mightie  themsdves;  but  mightier  be  then  they  i 

Ne  mote  they  his  cbmmands  at  any  time  gainsay. 
In  the  first  raid^a  wjly  mage  ^  did  sit. 
Long  vers'd  in  fraud,  and  exevcJeed  in  iU; 
Ne  scrupled  e'er  V  employ  his  wicked  wit. 
His  master's  de^lish  xBandates  to  fulfiUe; 

*  The  crest  of  the  Trenehard  fthnily. 
3  The  author.  «  His  dooUe  bost* 

6  Guidh^  the  hfeilfii;  ^  The  boafs  cnt. 

''Theoar.  •  A  servant  of  the  author. 
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Aad  with  malickms  ipite  he  turned  ttille     [woe ; 
Hjainst  elfinne  knishts,  and  wrought  them  mickle 
Ah  wou'd  the  bkxxl  of  holy  beadsmen  ^  spiile, 
Whose  hairy  Malps  he  hanged  in  a  row 
ArooDd  his  cave  ;  sad  tight  to  Christian  eyes  I  trow ! 

These  wouM  he  with  a  deadlie  eninne  fell 
Harrow  and  claw,  hi.«  foul  heart  to  agerate, 
And  wreak  his  malice,  strange  it  is  to  tell. 
On  object  senseless  and  inanimate ; 
As,thou(^  it  were  his  living  f<>eman*s  pate. 
Alt  wou*d  he  rub  a  magic  ointment  eft 
Cer  beads  of  luckless  knights.such  was  his  hate ; 
Which  of  their  curled  tresses  them  bereft.    [Itft 
That  nought  but  naked  acome  and  baldness  vile  w<is 

Next  late  a  monstrous  and  raishapcn  wight  *<>, 
Hia  nether  parts  unseemlie  to  beholde  ; 
All  from  his  waiste  discovering  to  the  sight 
A  fishe*!  tail,  with  many  a  circling  fotde, 
Which  from  the  sea  he  mote  not  lon^  withholdc ; 
Alt  in  his  hideoosand  Cyclopean  front  *< 
One  ainirle  eye-ball  (ghuFttlie  feature  ! )  rollM, 
Which  fill*d'with  horrour  whoso  look't  upon  *t, 

And  sea  and  land  alike  were  this  foule  wizard's  wont. 
But  chief  frequented  he  rough  Neptune's  reign. 
Where  with  his  dread  inchaunments  cast  about, 
He'd  call  the  fi^he  up  from  the  watVy  plain, 
Shad,  salmon,  turbot,  sturgeon^  sole  and  trout  ; 
Ne  'scap*d  the  smaller  frie,  ne  larger  rout  j 
Bat  all  who  in  hb  magic  circles  caught, 
Ne  great  ne  small  mote  ever  thence  get  out ; 
Such  power  alass  !  have  fell  inchauntcrs  got, 

Xe  aught  can  them  resist,  ne  caa  escape  them  aught 
Yet  not  for  appetite  or  hunger  keen, 
Or  for  the  end  of  luscious  loxurie. 
Did  be  thus  labour  day  and  oizht,  I  ween. 
And  those  delicious  creatures  doom  to  die. 
Bat  barely  to  aggrate  his  crueltie. 
For  aye  such  joy  in  mischief  would  he  take, 
That  oft  he  M  run  and  flounce  and  wade  and  flie 
Like  goose  nnwicldie  or  like  waddling  drake, 

And  thus  parsue  his  prey  still  floundering  through 
thhlake. 
Ne  would  hee>r  exchange  these  *steemed  cates 
For  lifo-soppocting  bread,  or  wholesome  food, 
Ne  fill  his  body  ere  with  strengthening  meats. 
But  ev'ry  tbmg  eschewing  that  is  good. 
Nought  ate  or  drank  which  mote  not  evil  brood ; 
Hot  and  r^>ellious  liquors  were  his  meal. 
Which  causM  foul  workings  in  his  fovVish  blood  ; 
'Bove  all  things  else  he  wassel  priz'd  and  ale ; 

For  Tritoane,wben  indrinke,begotte  him  on  a  wfaAla. 
The  next  a  foul  and  filthy  wizard  i*  was  ; 
His  skin  like  hydes  of  leather  did  appear  : 
A  griezlie  beard  grew  matted  o*er  his  face  j 
Hard  wax  distilled  from  his  eyes  so  blear. 
And  on  his  back  grew  stifle  and  brieslie  hair ; 
'Which  like  th'  enraged  porcuphie  he'd  dart 
Gainst  skinne  of  such  as  him  provoked  ere ; 
And  ever  glad  to  do  them  shame  and  smart, 

Ldt  them  all  slash'd  and  gored  and  pink*d  in  every 
part. 

9  He  shaved  a  clergyman  then  readent  in  the 
family,  and  dress'd  his  wigs. 

'0  A  fisherman.  >i  He  had  lost  an  eye. 

X  A  shoemaker. 
Vot-XVIIL 


From  noblest  anncestors  his  birth  he  'd  boast. 
E'en  from  the  mightie  Crispin's  royal  fard  ; 
The*  he  in  fortune's  ruder  wa.es  was  tost. 
And  by  the  potent  Archimare  was  led  ; 
Nay  once  by  mightier  force  imprisonned  **, 
Altbo'  himself  a  great  inchaunter  was  ; 
Untill  released,  thro'  grace  and  bountihed 
Of  good  and  gentle  knight  of  Crispin's  race. 

Form  barres  of  hardest  steel,  and  walles  of  triple 
brasse. 
Yet  by  superior  force  not  overmatch'd. 
Well  knew  he  how  to  deal  the  secret  spell ; 
TTieretti  the  steps  of  wandVing  kniglitshe  watchM, 
And  with  smooth  words  decoy 'd  them  to  his  cell  i<; 
Where  in  a  chair  enchannted,  strani;^  to  tell, 
Tl>e  knights  he  placed  ;  when  thrustmg  all  amaine 
r  the  stocks  ^  their  tender  feet,  the  traytor  fell 
Leaves  them,  regardless  of  their  bitter  paide  ; 

There  may  they  weep  and  wail,  and  storm  and  rava 
in  vaine. 
Next  the  most  dread  magician  '^  of  the  crew, 
f^ave  the  all-powerful  Archimage  alone, 
Of  strange  and  hideous  forme,  and  sable  hue. 
Fire  from  his  mouthe  and  livid  eye-balls  shone. 
Would  melt  harde  flints  and  mof^t  obdurate  stone. 
Thick  clouds  of  smoke  still  issued  from  his  nose. 
Which  he  in  danger  hath  about  him  throwne  ; 
His  iron  nailes  the  length  of  fingers  rose, 

Ne  brasse,  ne  hardest  Steele,  mote  his  sharpe  teetli 
oppose. 
He  was  to  weet  a  craftie  subtile  mage. 
Great  VulcanN  Sonne,  and  from  his  bire  full  well 
Had  learn'd  the  winds  rude  force  and  mightier 

rage 
Of  fire,  which  oft  heM  fetch  with  many  a  spell. 
And  bold  Promethean  arts,  from  lowest  Hell  n. 
In  a  vaste  cave  did  this  inchaunter  wonne. 
Full  of  things  foul  to  see  and  sadde  to  tell ; 
With  many  a  rotten  sculle  and  bleached  bone, 

And  many  a  mangled  lymb  was  the  dread  pavement 
strowne. 
Als  on  the  portals  of  his  friendless  gate 
He  fixed  has,  and  hanged  up  on  highe 
The  boastfull  tokens  of  his  vengefull  hate, 
And  spoils  of  his  lamented  victorie, 
Fjctorting  tears  from  every  tender  eye  ; 
When  luckless  knights  by  him  dismounted  are, 
He  straightway  to  the  helpless  steed  doth  flie; 
Soon  from  his  tender  foot  the  sqIc  doth  tea  re. 

And  home  the  mournful  trophie  of  his  conquest 
beare. 

Nor  so  he  lets  escape  the  haplesse  steede. 
But  daie  by  dale  doth  racke  him  more  anid  more; 
Now  strikes  his  tender  necke  till  it  doth  bleede. 
And  his  sleek  skyn  becomes  all  cover'd  o'er 
With  the  foule  stains  of  bloode  and  clotted  gore; 
Als  with  hotte  pyncers  doth^  he  scare  his  tongue, 
And  witli  sharpe  nails  his  feet  he  pricketh  sore  ; 
Which  makes  him  frette,as  tho'  by  gadfiie  stuoge. 
Whilst  his  gall'd  hoofe  still  smarts>  in  magic  circle 
wrunge. 

"  Had  been  arretted  for  debt        »♦  His  shojiw 
'i  Ready-made  shoes. 
><>  A  blacksmith  aad  ihrrier. 
^^  HU  forge. 
R 
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Alt  bath  the  w'mrd  witii  p«Ufwa  ait  », 
And  nuiitie  beams  of  ir*a,  a  casUe  vroogfat. 
So  turelie  6riiis  and  barr'd  id  ev*ry  pait» 
i:hat  nerer  ibenoe,  I  woeo,  escaped  auftH  ; 
Witb  maoy  a  koight  and  woeful  aquhre  was  frangbt 
This  dolorous  duogeoo  sad,  wbo  thither  came     / 
By    magii!     toucb,    and    Tile    inchamitttents 

bruugbt 
Of  liarpies  fril,  who  take  tbeir  obeoene  name  >' 

DerivM  tWim  loathed  part  of  scoroe,  and  public 
shame. 
Wbi lorn  the  wretche  against  bis  master  dar'd 
Jo  bold  rebellion  lift  bis  traitoa  band. 
And  for  bis  steeds  bis  treasonous  charoM  prepar'd  ; 
But  Arcbunage  bis  purpose  bad  foreacann'dt 
And  bim  in  terroar  to  that  lawless  band 
Condemned  aye  to  sweat  and  toil  amain  ; 
Now  in  the  waves,  now  on  the  burning  sand. 
Prom  soorebiog  flames  to  the  diiU  wave  agaia  ; 

1  bus  aye  bim  torturing  witb  Tarietie  of  pain. 
Snob  was  tfab  dev'lisb  and  unhoKa  crew ; 
But  far  above  them  all  was  Arcbimage  ; 
More  artful  tricks  and  subtile  wyles  be  knew^ 
More  blgb,«9ore  poleat,oiore  reverVl,  more  sage ; 
Ne  one  like  bim  eould  read  the  magic  page  : 
Ne  could  the  powers  of  all  eoabin'd  avail 
'Gainst  bis  bare  bieatb :  so  potent  wai  it's  rage. 
That  oft  witb  that  alone  he  would  amail       [fiuU 

Tbe  greatest  deedsy  nor  ere  in  Qogfat  was  known  to 
A!s  was.  he  balde  behind,  and  polled  o'er. 
And  once  efcap\)  none  caught  bim  e^,  I  trowe : 
One  single  lock  *  of  hair  be  bas  before, 
Snch  whilom  qn  Time's  aged  fronte  dotbe  groar ; 
(For  he  like  Time  ranne  ever  to  and  firo, 
Following  Ibe  bente  of  his  itifipetnous  minde) 
This  mu»t  you  catch,  ere  be  beginne  to  go. 
For  if  once  gone  be  flieth  like  the  wfande, 

Ne  ere  abatetb  speed,  ne  kioketb  ere  hebhida. 
Efit  by  his  charmcs  a  wond'rous  bow^t  be  brought 
Kv'n  from  the  ^tstame  coasts  of  utmost  Inde ; 
Witb  dread  and  powerful  magic  was  it  wrought ; 
And  fearher*d  arrows,  swifter  than  the  wiwkt. 
Which  never  erved  from  the  marfce  design'd : 
Tbeie  as  the  timVous  fowl  from  far  desorie, 
(Sore  dread,  1  weeo,  to  aU  the  leatfacr'd  kmde) 
Dbmay*d,  dispersed,  and  oowring  low,  they  Hie, 

Tho'  oft  transfot'd  their  Mves  they  leate  ith*  loftie 
skie. 
Natore  to  bim  her  dark  breast  dod)  discloee. 
His  pierceant  eye  looks  thro*  the  shades  of  night; 
And  all  beneath  the  earth  and  sea  he  knows, 
Ne  ought  is  bidden  from  his  seaichifag  sight : 
fift  rara  and  secret  things  he  brings  to  light ; 
And  Earth's  deep  wumb  ransacking  with  bis  art. 
An  house  **  hath  built  with  varioos  beauties  digbt, 
(Not  found,  I  weeo,  in  ev'ry  common  mart,) 

Gold  gutters  all  around,  and  shines  ra  ev'ry  put. 
Als  on  the  confines  of  his  drear  domaine 
A  loftie  tower  u  rears  it^  tremendous  height; 

'•  He  amisted  in  buikUng  Glo'sCer  jaoL 
»  Bum  bailifl^ 

^  He  wore  a  toupee  of  his  own  hair,  comb'dover 
his  wig.  fu^tyw. 

o  Alluding  to  hia  expett  «a  of  the  bow  and 
*>  A  grotto,  omameiitefl  with  mnndio,  span,  &c. 
<' Tbft  paiisb  chofcb,  stuatad  near  hit  hoMB. 


From  off  whose  goodlie  hatHemanli  ait  tern 
Bxtensive  scenes  of  wonder  and  delight: 
But  in  a  gnlpli  **  are  her  foondatkms  pigkt; 
Whtch,tho'  cooceal*d>f  ith  verdure  f8ir,dolh  pf», 
Unseen,  bo<h  oigbt  and  day,  for  hviag  fright: 
And  ill  betide  that  caitilfe,  whose  midbspps 

Dothe  lead  bim  to  the  pitte,  whence  he  can  st% 
escape. 
So  wills  that  darke  and  sabte-etoled  msge, 
Who  in  those  wallet  bis  art  dotbe  exercise ; 
Ne  ought  with  him  avai  letb  sese  or  age ; 
Ne  hoary  elde,  ne  tender  nifont*s  cries 
Can  melt  his  iroo  heart  in  any  wise : 
Alt  by  his  power  and  virtue  magicalle, 
A  wood'rotts  yoke  about  their  aeckct  he  tiM^ 
Which  eft  tbeir  tend^  sUnnes  doth  hatts  lal 
galle,  [Anile. 

All  tilkenne  at  it  teemt,  wRb  tore  and  esOwe 
So  turelie  flrme  he  tiet  thia  Gordian  knotto^ 
As  ev*n  exceeds  his  own  art  to  untie ; 
And  so  ill-suited  deala  to  each  their  lotts^ 
Using  his  wicked  arts  to  wantonhe. 
Hit  cruel  aport  doth  cause  gveatmistrit  3 
Each  ill-pair'd  couple  tngge  the  magic  eksiie, 
And  tbeir  reluctant  neokes  together  plie^ 
And  still  for  freedom  prate  and  stfive  aaisiae; 

Ha  siu  and  laughs  to  toome  their  Uboar,  tH  it 
vaine. 


APOLOGY  FOR  WHiTOiB  VEBSB; 

ADDaSttlD 

TO  THB   HONOURABLE  CHARLBS  YOEKK 

(winT«K"lK  THl  Y»Aa    l7i5.) 

Tao'  an  the  censoring  world  upbraid, 
That  thus  I  ply  thit  idle  trade, 
Tliat,  strangely  singular,  I  leave 
What  they  call  useful,  great,  or  grave, 
To  follow  Phot'bus  and  the  Muses ; 
¥et  yoti,  ny  Charles,  could  fnd  tjwiasia, 
And  back  your  rsasons  with  cxampK 
To  make  tb'  apology  mon  ample : 
Or,  if  the  bard  should  bring  a  tt  one. 
Pound  or  in  aneieot  Graeoe  or  Britain, 
With  pleaSMie  wou^  ttie  tela  attend. 
That' serves  to  vindicate  your  fHead. 
A  case  I'll  send  you  from  a  book  *, 
A  ease  in  point,  tho*  not  in  Cokei  — * 
When  Philip's  warlike  preparetao*s        ^^ 
Spread  terrour  round  the  neigbbouriog  nttioa^ 
All  prompted  by  their  tev'ral  fieart. 
Provide  their  bucklers,  swords,  and  speais; 
Ob<Mlient  to  the  mason's  call, 
They  roll  the  stones  and  raiM  the  wall* 
And  work  as  patriot  ardour  fired  'em; 
The  very  women  too  baitir'd  'am; 
For  Corinth's  lusty  daonet  wa  're  toM 
Were  mettled  combatants  of  oi4 : 
Mean  while  Diogenet  alone 
At  ease  surveys  the  busy  town,     ^ 
And  stalks  with  phikisophie  paosy  ^ 

Q>oten^>kting  each  aamasf  face;  ^ 


•«  The  church-yard. 

>  Rabahut,  pvoiqgoa  te  hook  Sd. 
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TO  LORD  BATHURST. 


U^ 


At  Um^  te  cjme  gnipM  bis  club. 

And  fell  io  variike  mood  to  drub 

Tbat  peaoeftil  domicil  hit  tub; 

At  if  he  waeikt  t'avenge  the  quarrel 

or  Gfeeee  oo  tb'  onUide  of  hif  berrel  j 

Or  biHBbiA  PbiUp*!  pride  by  jdrklog 

Tbe  tidet  of  gympatbetic  firkio. 

Aod  DOW  th«  ttge  began  to  roll 

Urn  pMNTe  TeiKl  like  a  bow) ; 

When  tliiit  •  itaod«r-by,  '*  Pray  neighbour. 

Why  doat  tboo  tliy  poor  tub  belabour  ? 

Why  thus  m'apaid  thy  time  and  wit 

But  to  torment  thyself  aud  it  ?"— 

**  And  art  thou  at  this  busy  season 

At  loaa  to  find  th'  apparent  reason  ?*'< 

The  aafs  repfiea:  *<  rare  you  might  chide  well, 

IT  1  alMie  ibould  now  fUiA  idle ; 

When  all  with  me  embarked  together, 

'nm  4arfc  sotpieioQS  low'riog  weather, 

Aiw  itrmag  hard  to  keep  afloat 

T%a  oanmoo  weal,  oar  leaky  boat : 

While  «t  the  pomp  or  oar  thay  tug  hard, 

flhall  I  appear  the  only  sluggard  ? 

What  tho*  ny  taleoU  net  arail    ' 

To  guide  the  helm  or  band  the  sally 

Yet  shall  it  ne'er  be  said,  that  I 

TTiro*  sloth  or  indolence  lay  by.*' — 

He  said,  and  itraight  resamM  his  task, 

And  boaoc*d.and  tbwaekM  the  trundling  cask. 

Tbue  I«  who  midst  this  restless  crowd 
Gspricaotts  Natora  has  allowed 
Snch  parts  and  talents,  as  might  serve 
To  help  aome  wretched  wit  to  sUrve, 
With  pleasure  see  my  busy  friends. 
Earnest  alike  for  vanons  ends; 
While  these  the  means  of  peace  prepare; 
These  armtag  'gainst  the  chance  of  war; 
Alike  all  aanoos  for  their  fiite. 
And  lab*ring  to  preaerre  the  Rtate. 
Yet  I,  t'  acMse  the  Ticant  hour, 
Caralssi  ci  honoon,  wealth,  or  power,, 
Gric  or  military  feme;  ^ 

Nor  hoping  praise  nor  foariog  shame, 
9^  ply  like  him  my  idle  game. 


WnUAU  WUITBHBJD,  ESS. 

(BI    AlVWia   TO  All    BFMTLI    TO    Tim  AUT1I0&,   IN* 

swno  ur  au  i.ifx.) 

CcASV,  Whiteheld,  to  larish  on  others  the  fame 
Wfaieh  yoo  better  deserre,  and  uoeovied  roayxlaim: 
The  Muses,  your  baAers,  all  honour  your  hand, 
Wheft  you  draw  for  a  rhyme,  you^re  paid  oo  demand. 
All  in  specie,  all  gold,  cairclat  coin  of  the  land. 
On  my  poor  shallow  bauh  the  call  scarce  is  begun. 
Ere  my  Mnse  pays  in  silver  to  ward  off  tbe  run. 

What  demon  possessed  me,   when  first  for  my 
crimes 
I  Sit  down  to  blot  paper  with  dissonant  rhymes  I 
Slorms  blackened  and  thunder  affrighted  tbe  night: 
The  raven  and  screech  owl  forbad  me  to  write. 

Had  I  never  eogag*d  in  this  idle  employ. 
My  beatt  vacant  of  care,  and  o*erflowiog  with  joy, 


I  had-  laught  at  all  those,  who  to  business  are 

martyrs. 
Like  a  resident  canon  or  captain  in  quarters ; 
Dissolving  in  indolence,  thougl;()essly  gay, 
I  had  slept  all  tlie  night,  and  done  nothing  all  day; 
Contented  from  drum  to  assembly  to  dance. 
As  invited  by  card,  situation,  or  chance  ; 
Bow'd,  sauntered,  and  gap'd,  a  mere  man  of  the 

town,  {o'frtu 

And  ask'd  others  their  health,  and  not  injured  my 
But  eVr  since  the  first  moment  this  phrenzy  po4- 

•est  [breast; 

And  disturb'd  with  wild  vapours  the  calm  of  uiy 
Day  1  and  night  have  1  toil'd,  like  a  slave  in  tbe 

mines. 
Retouching,  transposing,  new  moulding  my  Ijnes. 
Thf^n,  how  nauseously  sounds  the  addition  of  poet. 
What  pain  to  be  markt,  and  bow  aukward  tu  know 

it !  [croud. 

Oft  he  hears,  when  he  's  stuck  in  tbe  midst  of  a 
Some  whisper  his  nami;,  some  repeat  it  aloud, 
Or  stare  in  his  face  to  examine  each  fe-ature, 
For  a  poet  to  them  is  a  strange  kind  of  creature. 
Fops,  belles,  beaux^e^rits  flock  round  him  and 

court  all 
His  acquaintance  to  visit, — his  friendship  no  mortal. 
Wits  Mieer,  the  fools  laugh,  friends  as  usual  must 

blame ; 
Cardelio  condemns,  in  the  midst  of  his  game: 
The  learnM  shake  their  heads,  tbe  unlettered  abuse. 
The  dull  rogues  thank  their  God  they're  not  pJagu'd 

with  a  Muse. 
— My  ambition  is  chiird  with  this  dreadlul  review. 
And  1  bid  idl  poetic  delusions  adieu. 


TO 

LORD  BATHURST. 
IMITATION  OF  HORACE; 

LIS.  fi.  001  15. 

Alrsadt  your  extensve  down 

0*er  all  the  neighboring  land  has  grown. 

And  laid  whole  forests  waste: 
And  now  we  see  tb'  encroaching  lake 
Almost  as  large  a  compass  take : 

And  all  to  found  a  taste. 
Misguided  emalatioo  now 
The  fprtile  empire  of  the  plough 

To  t>acren  show  devotes; 
Or  vainly  strives  some  marsh  to  drain^ 
To  counterfeit  thy  wholesome  plains 

Or  richest  meadow  floats. 

JAM  pauca  aratro  jugera  regise 
Mules  relinqnent:    undique  latite 
Extenta  visentur  Lucrioo 

Stagnalacu:  plataousque  coelebe 
•  Evinoet  nlmos :  tum  violaria,  et 
Myrtus,  et  omnia  oopia  narium, 

1  The  reader  will  see,  that  this  is  an  ironical  al- 
lusion io  that  part  of  Mr*  Whitehead's  epist'o, 
where  he  describes  tbe  remarkable  &cility 
which  tbe  author  always  compesed. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


\\M 


2U 


CAMBRIDGE'S  POEMS. 


Kow  flow^  dispos'd  in  rarious  groopes. 
Dislodge  thoM  honours  of  your  soups, 

The  tasteful  rich  legumes : 
And,  raitf'd  b  mounts,  or  sunk  in  weHs, 
From  artless  tufts,  or  laboured  shells. 

Dispense  their  strong  perfumes. 
How  would  your  friend  sir  Godfrey  '  fret! 
And  Pope,  in  plaintive  strains,  regret 

The  days  of  his  queen  Anne } 
r«^ore  you  sunk  the  first  ha-ha ; 
And  ruling  all  by  forest-law. 

This  wasting  taste  began. 

The  monarch,  worthy  Britain^s  crown. 
Sought  not  in  private  fields  renown : 

And  none  by  her  esAmple, 
Did  castles  iur  their  porter  rear, 
A  Chinese  pagode  for  their  deer. 

Or  for  their  horse  a  temple. 
The  turf  her  humble  subjects  made 
Their  lowly  seat,  beneath  tht  shade 

Of  bc^hes,  oaks,  or  birches: 
And  to  their  pious  queen  they  gave 
Whatever  their  patriot  thrift  could  save. 

For  building  fifty  churches. 

Spargent  olivetis  odorem 
Fertiltbus  domino  priori. 
Tata  spissa  ramts  laurea  fenridot 
Excludet  ictus.    Non  ita  Romuli 
Pnescriptnm,  et  intomi  Catonis 
Aus|nciis,  reterumque  normi. 
Privatus  illls  census  erot  brevis. 
Commune  nHignum :  nulla  decempedii 
Metata  privatis  opacam 
Porticus  exctpiebat  Arctoo. 
Nee  fortuitum  spemere  cespitem 
liQges  sinebant ;  oppida  publico 

Sumptu  juhentes,  et  deorum 
TempU  novo  deoorare  saio. 

DAGGER  OF  fVRlTlKQ  VERSE ; 

A     DULOOOE     BBTWZBlf    A    YOUHO     FOBT    AND    HIS 

ntiBin>. 

ADDBESSBD  TO 

SIR  CHARLES  UANBURY  WILUAMS,  KNT. 
Occasioned  by  his  satirical  Ode  upon  Mr  Htusey's 

Marriage  with  the  Dutchess  of  Mandieateff  |  whidi 

gave  so  much  personal  Ofi*eiice.  . 


Quern  tu;  Melpomene,  semel 

Nasoeniem  placido  Inmine  videns, 
mum  non  labor  Isthmius 

Clarabit  pugilem ;  non  equus  iinpigei 
Curru  ducet  Achaico 

Victorem;  neque  res  bdlica  Deliis 
Omatum  fo^iis  ducem, 

Q«od  regum  tunidta  cootndcrit  minas, 
Ostradet  Capilolio.  '  Hor.  Od.  iii. 


FMENIK 


Tnm  man  at  whose  birth  Melpomene  amilM, 
Who  fiineite  forsooth  he  'a  Apollo*s  own  child, 
»  Sir  Godfrey  Kneller. 


In  the  country  indulges  an  indolent  ease,       f  peace. 
And  ^will  make  neither  sportsman  nor  justice  of 

roET. 
WiH  our  poet  succeed  any  better  m  town  } 
Is  he  likely  to>riie  by  the  sword  or  the  gowo  } 

FRIIND. 

Lackaday.  sir,  the  Muse  has  so  addled  bis  pate. 
That  he  finds  himself  fit  for  no  post  in  thei 


But  Horace,  your  friend,  though  hb  sons  yon  abase. 
Shows  the  dignity,  value,  or  charms  of  the  Muse: 

FRIEMD. 

nis  true,- sir,  but  there  he  has  chose  to  coneeel. 
What  I,  for  the  sake  of  young  bards,  shall  reveal : 
Then  know,  this  profession  hot  tends  to  expose 
To  the  fear  of  your  friends,  the  revenge  of  your  foea. 
Will  the  man,  by  your  verses  once  inhir^,  finqgive, 
Tho'  the  cause  of  his  pain  shmi'd  do  kmger  sonrive? 
All  your ,  friends  the'  unhurt,  you  observe,  are 
porplext  [nest 

With  a  jealous  conceni,  lest  their  tain  aboold  be 

POET. 

But,  good  sir,  what  need  that  the  bard  must  abuse  i 
Let  him  sport  with  an  innocent  pastoral  Mnae : 

PlIBNO. 

I  grant,  and  the  world  will  allow  there^s  no  need ; 
You  may  chuse  what  you'll  write,  but  they^  diuse 
what  they  read ;  [matter 

And,  dear  ignorant  friend,  to  make  abort  of  the 
There's  nothing  will  please  'em  but  personal  satire: 
Nor  fancy  the  world  will  e'er  call  for  youit  rhymes. 
Unless  th^  believe  'em  a  touch  on  the  times ; 
Of  this  tnith  artful  Pope  may  an  instance  afibrd. 
Who  nam*d  his  late  work  from  the  year  of  our 

This  Horace  confegt :  for  that  poet  divine. 
Who  at  first  wrote  his  odes  to  his  mistress  and  wine. 
Soon  with  character  fill'd  the  satyrical  page,        ' 
And  adapted  his  Muse  to  the  taste  of  the  age. 
But  satire's  a  thmg,  that  'tis  dang'roas  to  deal  ia. 
For  tho*  many  want  taste,  yet  there's  none  bat  has 

feeling; 
This  duly  consider'd,  the  poet  disclaim. 
Nor  let  Horace  inveigle  your  fancy  with  fiune  ; 
For  the  reason  why  he  can  unenvied  divert  us. 
Is  because  we  are  sure  he  's  unable  to  hurt  us ; 
His  characters  touch  not  the  moderns;  and  no  maa 
Sees  himself  or  his  natkm  expos'd  in  a  Roman : 
Yet  were  he  alive,  I  should  think  it,  tho*  loth. 
My  doty  to  give  thb  advice  to  you  both. 


A  DULOGUE  BETWSSlf     . 

'      LORD  DUCIE  AND  BIS  HORSE. 

(WRITrtM  IN  THB  TEAR  1748.) 
DUCIB. 

O  THB  dull  lazy  dog,  how  untimely  he  foils. 
When  in  view  weNre^^be  prince  and  the  princess  of 

Wales! 
U  this  a  fit  time,  you  ungrateful,  to  flinch  ? 

HQBSB. 

You  may  whip  me  and  spur  me;  I'll  not  stir  an 
Inch.  '  r^  T 
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I  with  I*d  been  dmbrwdge'ii,  then  I  had  seen 
Hay  and  oats  for  my  dinner  and  tasted  a  bean, 
Which  3rour  Pythagoric  decrees  have  forbid ; 
And  that  malws  me  so  faint,  I  'ant  fit  to  be  rid. 


ni  convince  yon  how  foolish  the  outcry  which  yon 

make ; 
What  signify  oats  tf  you're  rid  of  your  stomach  ? 
Without  scruple,  I  grant,  when  extraragant  Vesie  * 
Gave  his  herse  hay  and  oats,  you  were  justly  un- 

-    easy. 
But  with  Cambridge's  horses  'tis  quite  a  new  case; 
They  are  trying  to  make  you  displeas'd  with  your 

place; 
Tia  the  way  of  all  serrants ;  but  pray,  do  they  say 
How  many  long  miles  they  are  rid  in  a  day  ? 
Hofw  ott  the  poor  devils  are  gallo|tt  to  Villiers  ? 
1*11  warrant  they  often  have  envied  my  thillers  >. 
Did  you  e*er  know  me  out  when  pronouncing  the 


Prophetic  of  Cambridge's  annual  groom  ? 

Now  if  he  kills  a  groom  once  a  twelvemonth,  or 

more. 
Of  horaes  at  least  he  must  kill  half  a  score. 
He  cares  little  for  'em,  and  feels  no  more  pain. 
If  in  harvest  it  pours  down  whole  buckets  qf  rain ; 
While  I  and  my  servants  are  toiling  all  day,       » 
In  the  heat  of  the  son  to  roast  you  your  hay. 
With  bis  good  friend  the  World  on  the  water  he  goes. 
And  calls  off  hb  hands  to  his  bargps  and  shows. 
But  you  want  to  change  for  his  place,  you  're  to 

cunning; 
Did  he  ever  build  you  a  stable  to  run  in  ? 
Have  you  seen  in  his  fields  such  a  house  as  your 

own. 
With  one  pillar  of  brick  and  another  of  stone  ? 
No,  no,  sir,  he  builds  you  your  buildings  of  taste : 
And  so  all  his  fortune  is  nmning  to  waste. 
Am  I  ever  profuse  in  wlip,  waistcoats,  or  coats> 
In  castles  or  porticos,  bridges  or  boats  } 

BORSE. 

What's  all  this  to  me,  if  I  never  eat  oats  ? 


TBI  AVTHOa  TO  TUt 

SCRIBLERIjIIX 

III.  HOt.  BPIS.  20. 

Will  then,  for  all  that  I  have  said, 

YoQ  keep  your  eyes  on  Tully's  head  3. 

Has  pride  with  such  impatience  fill'd  you. 

You  pine  till  Dodtley  clothe  and  gild  you ; 

As  foppish  minors  court  their  taylor. 

And  bate  their  guardiau  as  their  jailer. 

Tis  so,  you  ant  content,  you  say 

With  Barnard,  Whitehead,  Yorke,  and  Wray. 

Ho  more  you'll  visit  squeamish  wits. 

So  often  in  their  absent  fits: 

1  Lord  Dude's  steward.  ^ 

*  The  horse  that  goes  between  the  shafts. 

3  The  bead  of  Cicero  over  Mr.  Dodsley's  door. 


No  more  be  read  alone  to  Browne; 
But  go  at  once  upon  the  town. 

00  then,  you'll  never  think  me  wise,       v 
Till  wits  begin  to  criticise, 

And  doom  yna  to  the  trunks  or  pies. 
Or,  if  it  happens  for  a  while, 
Your  novelty  should  make  *em  smile. 
Soon  will  you  think  of  my  advice, 
When  the  cloy'd  reader  grows  so  nice : 
For  something  new  he  throws  you  by. 
Where  you  o'erwhelm'd  forgot  must  lye; 
Where  daily  pamphlets  shall  confound  you. 
And  Night  Thoughts  ever  growing  round  you.' 

But  while  their  favour  you  maintain, 
(For  'tis  as  short  liv*d  as  'tis  vain) 
Thus  much  of  me  you  may  declare. 
That  the'  I  live  in  country  air. 
And  with  a  snug  retirement  blest. 
Yet  oft,  impatient  of  my  nest, 

1  spread  my  broad  and  ample  wing 
And  in  the  midst  of  action  spring. 
A  great  admirer  of  great  men. 
And  much  by  them  adroir'd  again. 
My  t)ody  light,  my  figure  slim. 

My  mind  dispos'd  to  mirth  and  whim : 
Then  on  my  family  hold  forth. 
Less  fam'd  for  qitality  than  worth. 
But  let  not  all  these  points  divert  you 
From  speaking  largely  of  my  virtue. 
Should  any  one  desire  to  hear  a 
Precise  description  of  your  era, 
Tell  'em  that  you  was  on  the  anvil. 
When  Bath  came  into  pow'r  wjth  Granville. 
When  they  came  in  you  were  about, 
And  not  quite  done  when  they  went  out  ^. 


VERTUMNUM  Janumque,  liber,  spectare  videris : 
Scilicet  ut  prostes  Soeiorum  pumice  mundus. 
Odisti  claves,  et  grata  sigilla  pudico: 
Faucis  ostendi  gemis,  et  communia  laudas, 
Non  ita  nutritus :  fuge  qu6  descendere  gestis  : 
Non  erit  emisso  reditus  tibi.     Quid  miser  egi  ? 
Quid  volui  ?  dices,  ubi   quis  te  laeserit :  et  scis 
In  breve  te  cogi,  plenus  ciiin  languet  amator. 
Quod  si  non  odio  peccantis  desipit  aujBrur, 
Carus  eris  Roinx,  donee  te  deserat  &Tas. 
Contrectatus  ubi  manibus  sordescere  vulgi 
Coeperis;  aut  tineas  pasces  tacitumus  inertes; 
Aut  fiigies  Uticam ;  aut  vinctus  mittdris  llerdam. 
Ridebit  monitor  non  cxauditus,  ut  ille, 
Qui  mal^  parentem  in  rupes  protnisit  asellum 
Iratus :  Quis  enim  invitum  servare  laboret  ? 
Hoc  quoque  te  manet,  ut  pueros  elementa  docentem 
Occupet  extremis  in  vicis  balba  senectus. 
Cum  tibi  Sol  tepidus  plures  admoverit  aur^ ; 
Me  libertino  natum  patre,  et  in  tenui  re  ' 

Majores  pennas  nido  extendisse  loqueris : 
Ut  quantum  generi  demas,  virtutibus  addaf.  , 
Me  primis  urbis  belli  placuisse  domique; 
Corporis  exigui,  praccanum,  solibus  aptnm, 
Irasci  celerem,  tamen  ut  placabilis  essem. 
Forte  meum  si  quis  te  percunctabitur  »vum ; 
Me  quater  undenos  sciat  implevisse  Decembres ; 
CoUegam  Lepidum  quo  duxit  Lollius  anno. 

*  Their  adminiitratiou  lasted  cnly  three  days. 

.gitized  by  Google 


U6 


CAMBRIDGE'S  POEMS. 


SeniFLERIAD, 
AW    • 
HEROIC  POfeM; 

IN 

SIX  BOOKS. 


Tboocr  an  antiuir  persuades  biintelf  tbat  his 
vork  will  fiilly  explain  itself  t,o  all  wboread  it  with 
attention,  and  have  the  patience  to  observe  bow 
some  parts  re6ect  light  on  others,  and  all  coodooe 
to  illustrate  the  whole;  yet  I  hvrt  not  the  vanity 
to  flatter  mys^ir  that  the  grenerality  of  readers  w^ill 
grive  that  attention  to  a  poet  on  bis  first  appearance 
in  print,  which  is  absolntely  accessary  for  the 
thorough  understanding  this  poem.  Iberefbre  I 
bare  yielded  to  the  instances  of  some,  who  advise 
me  to  publish  a  few  prefatory  lines  for  the  satisfiM- 
tion  of  those  who  read  rather  foramusemciit,  than 
for  the  critical  consideration  of  such  compuaitiont. 

.  Let  us  first  consider  the  true  idiea  of  a  work,  of 
this  nature.  , 

A  mock-heroic  poem  should,  in  at  many  re- 
spects as  possible,  imitate  the  true  heroic.  Tbe 
more  particnlars  it  copies  from  them,  tbe  more 
perfect  it  will  be.  By  the  same  rule  it  shovld  ad- 
mit as  few  tfaitigs  as  possible^  which  are  not  of  tbe 
cast  and  colour  of  the  ancient  heroic  poems.  The 
more  of  these  it  admits,  the  more  imperfect  will  it 
be.  It  should,  throughout,  be  serioas,  because 
tbe  originals  are  serious;  therefore  the  anthor 
should  fiever  be  seen  to  laugh,  but  constantly  wear 
that  grave  irony  which  Cervantes  only  bas  inviola- 
bly preserved.  An  author  may  be  very  de^ci^nt 
in  the  observation  of  these  rules,  and  yet  he  may 
write  a  very  pleasing,  though  it  cannot  be  called  a 
perfect  mock-heroic  poem.  It  wiM  please  many 
leaders,  though  it  have  no  other  support  than  here 
and  there  a  parody  of  some  known  passages  of  an 
asteemed  au^or. 

The  Athenmns  were  so  fond  of  parody,  that  they 
aagerly  applauded  it,  without  examining  with  what 
propriety  or,  connection  it  was  introduced.  Aris- 
tophanes shows  no  sort  of  regard  to  either  in  bia 
ridicule  of  Euripides ;  but  brings  in  the  diaracters 
as  well  as  verses  of  his  tragedies,  in  many  of  his 
plays,  though  they  have  no  connection  withnhe 
^ot  of  the  play,  nor  any  relation  to  the  scene  in 
which  they  are  introduced.  This  love  of  parody 
is  accounted  for  by  an  excellent  French  critic, 
from  a  certain  malignity  in  mankind,  which  prompts 
them  to  laugh  at  what  they  most  esteem,  thinking 
tliey,  in  some  measure,  repay  themselves  for  that 
involuntary  tribute  which  is  exacted  from  them  by 
merit. 

I  shall  be  very  much  misunderstood  if  it  be 
thought  that  I  desire  to  detract  from  the  abundant 
merit  of  the  Lutrin,  Dispensary,  Rape  of  the  Tx>ck, 
and  Dunciad.  They  have  each  a  thousand  beauties 
which  I  do  not  pretend  to;  but  I  have  always 
thought  that  they  did  not  come  up  to  the  true  idea 
of  a  mock-h^c  poem* 


I  tske  for  granted,  nobody  beHeres  that  tbe  prS* 
inary  desi>in  of  either  of  tb^  poets  was  to  write  a 
mock-heroic 

Boileau  being  struck  with  tbe  absurd  disputes  of 
certain  contending  ecclesiaaties,  resolved  to  mak« 
them  the  subject  of  bis  ridicule ;  and  afterwards 
pitched  upon  tbe  ii^itation  of  the  beruic  as  a  ve- 
hicle for  his  satire.  Tbe  comic  humour  of  Oarth 
was  strongly  excited  by  tbe  foctious  divisions  in  bia 
own  professkm,  and  would  probably  have  vented 
itself  in  prose,  but  that  the  admired  perfbrmance 
of  Boileau  tnviled  his^  imitation.  And  Pope  wro(« 
his  first  essay  of  ^thisj^iod  to  put  an  end,  by  ridicale. 
to  a  quarrel  between  two  famines ;  and  his  second 
from  a  just  indignation  against  bis  libellers,  and 
not  from  any  formed  design  to  write  a  true  mock- 
heroic  poem.  When  firsk  I  read  these  poems,  I 
perceived  that  they  had  all  some  great  defect,  cmd 
though  the  more  I  read  them  the  stronger  Ifdl 
this  defect,  and  always  conceived  that  sometbtnj^ 
might  be  written  more  perfyt  in  this  kind,  yet  I 
never  discovered  what  it  was  until  I  ctoie  to  know 
tiiat  Don  QutMKe  was  a  work  which  would  give  as 
much  satisfaction  in  a  critical  examination  as  most 
of  the  compositions  of  the  ancients.  1  then  foun4 
that  prapTif/y  was  tbe  fundamental  excellence  of 
that  work.  That  all  the  marvellous  was  reconcile- 
able  to  probabiFity,  as  the  author  led  his  hero  into 
that  species  of  absurdity  only,  which  it  was  natural 
for  au  imagination,  heated  with  the  continual  read- 
ing of  books  of  chivalry,  to  fall  into.  That  tbe 
want  of  attent'on  to  this,  was  the  fkmdamental  de- 
fect of  these  poems.  For  with  what  piopritl^  d» 
churchmen,  physicians,  beaux  and  belles,  or  book- 
sellers, address  themselves  to  the  Heathen  gods^ 
offer  sacrifices,  consult  oracles,  or  talk  the  language 
of  Homer  and  the  heroes  of  antiquity  ?  With  the 
nme  tmoroprnty  do  these  authors  frequently  leave 
their  subject,  and  the  very  colour  of  the  heroic,  to' 
describe  some  modem  character,  introduce  per- 
sonal satire  or  epigrammatic  wit.  The  poems  I 
admire,  and  in  many  places  for  their  very  foaltss 
and  the  i^utbors  I  vindicata,  as  the  attempt  of  tbe 
mock-heroic  was  only  their  secondary  view. 

Whoever  exammes  Swift's  Battle  of  the  Books^^ 
will  give  it  the  preference  in  this  particular ;  for  be 
will  find  throughout  that  little  piece,  no  one  episode 
or  allusion  intitiduced  for  its  own  sake,  but  every 
part  will  appear  coosbtent  with,  and  written  only 
to-streagtheo  and  soppoit,  tbe  whole. 

Ilie  imttatioo  of  the  ancients  war  my  diief,  and 
at  that  time,  only  design,  as  appears  from  whet  I 
bava  said  above.  These  thoughts,  together  with 
the  remembrance  of  the  olassiqs,  were  fresh  in  my 
mind,  when  Pope  first  poblishnl  the  Memoirs  oif 
ScribJenis;  an  admirable  design,  nndertakeii  by 
many  of  the  greatest  wits  of  the  last  age,  but  dropt 
HI  the  very  beginniug;  and  the  -little  we  have  is 
executed  very  unequally.  Yet,  such  as  it  was,  it 
furnished  me  with  an  hint  for  a  subject,  and  prin- 
eipally  with  an  hero,  who  having  the  manners  of 
the  ancients  industriously  inculcated  from  his  cradle 
by  the  enthusiasm  of  his  father,  must  always  with 
propriety  tliink,  act,  and  speak  like  them.  I  con- 
sidered that  taking  up  a  character  which  had  been 
already  explained,  would  be  a  great  advantage  io 
an  epic  i)oem,  which  as  it  shouhl  always  hasten 
into  the  mid^  of  tbhigs,  would  not  admit  of  such 
an  explanation  of  a  new  character  in  tbe  begioniiig 
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of  it,  M  it,  vithooi  any  offence  to  the  oatore  of 
thai  work,  at  large  detcribed  in  the  first  chapter  of 
Don  Quixote ;  aiid  makes  the  whole  first  canto  of 
Hiidibraa.  1  had  also  the  satisfaction  of  comply- 
ing wtih  a  fandamental  role  of  Horace,  who  is  too 
Mwnd  a  critic  to  deliver  with  importance  an  advice 
which  he  had  not  proved  to  be  of  moment 

Difficile  est  proprie  comranoia  dicere:  tuque 
RecUu^  lUacam  carmen  dedocik  iu  actus 
Qoam  si  proferres  ignota  indictaque  primus. 
New  subjects  are  not  easily  explained, 
And  you  had  better  chuse  a  well-known  theme. 
Than  trust  to  an  iuTentiun  of  your  own. 

Roscommon. 
In  the  Imes  immediately  following  he  cautious 
agaiost  a  servile  imitation,  which  I  had  no  reason 
to  fear,  as  I  ondenook  to  continue  their  design  by 
taking  up  Scriblerus  where  they  left  him,  and  con- 
•equently  cannot  tnterfere  with  any  one  action 
which  they  have  described :  and  I  have  taken  care, 
in  order  to  keep  it  still  more  separate  from  theirs, 
to  make  no  allusions  to  the  Memoirs,  of  any  conse- 
quence, but  merely  such  as  give  a  handle  to  quote 
them  in  tbe  notes,  and  thereby,  as  it  were  acci- 
dentally, refer  the  reader  to  them,  (for  when  I 
printed  the  first  book,  (  had  no  thought  of  writing 
this  preface)  as  I  chose  rather  that  hf^  should  get 
an  idea  of  this  enthusiastic  character  from  a  work 
already  printed,  than  to  repeat  ttte  description  and 
clog  my  book  with  it  So  that,  but  for  these  rea- 
tons,  which  I  do  not  think  of  any  great  force,  I 
might  as  well  have  bad  a  new  character  (yf  my  own 
torentioo,  with  a  new  name:  but  wtiat  advantage 
woukl  have  resulted  from  that  ?  and  what  objection 
to  the  character  and  name  of  Scriblerus  ?  Do  not 
an  these  idle  travels,  all  these  frivolous  investiga- 
tions and  useless  pursuits  end  in  scribbling,  to  the 
unreasonable  increase  of  that  wordy  lumber,  which 
provokes  the  humourous  Pajardo  to  cry  out,  "  O! 
Jopiter,  if  thou  hast  any  compassion  for  poor  mor- 
tab,  send  ns,  once  in  a  century,  an  army  of  Goths 
and  Vandals  to  redress  the  calamity  of  this  inunda- 
tion of  authors."  May  we  not  suppose  that  these 
books,  to  formidable  in  th^ir  bulk  and  number, 
must  strike  a  damp  on  all  beginners  in  literature, 
who  supposing  that  a  man  cannot  be  styled  a  scho- 
lar till  be  has  laboured  through  all  those  volumes, 
choose  rather  to  decline  all  pretensions  to  that  name, 
than  to  enter  upon  so  serious  an  enga^f  omtot  ?  Is 
It  not  therefore,  in  some  degree,  laudable  to  en- 
deavour to  stop  the  progress  of  this  evil,  aud  by 
4M>wing  the  vanity  and  uselessneis  of  many  studies^ 
reduce  them  to  a  less  formidable  appearance,  and 
invite  our  yontli  to  application,  by  letting  them  sea 
Chat  a  less  degree  of  it  tlian  they  apprehend,  judi- 
ciously directed,  and  a  very  few  books  indeed,  well 
recommended,  will  give  them  all  the  real  informa- 
tion which  they  are  to  expect  from  human  science. 
This  natorally  leads  me  to  speak  of  my  design. 
^  have  already  said  that  my  original  view  was  to 
write  a  mock-lierolc  poem;  but  1  should  have 
tbuoght  my  time  most  trifliagly  employed,  had  I 
set  out  with  that  intention  only.  But  I  no  longer 
hesitated,  when  I  found  that  I  could,  consistently 
with  the  character  of  my  hero  and  manners  of  the 
poem,  comprehend  the  whole  compass  of  false  sci- 
aaoe,  without  omittii^  any  thing  that  could  poitsi- 
hly  be  brott^  into  action.  As  the  press  has 
groaned  more  of  late  with  the  wranglings  of  theo- 


logians and  metaphysicians  than  any  other  kind  of 
wnting,  the  omission  of  them  may  appear  a  defect, 
but  it  would  have  been  extremely  injudicious  to 
have  attempted  any  thing  so  little  of  t^e  colour  of 
heroic  poetry.  This  will  appear  from  the  slight 
touches  upon  the  quibbles  in  law  and  casuistry,  to- 
wards the  end  of  the  sixth  book,  which  have  so 
little  uf  the  epic  cast,  that  I  fear  they  aro  distin- 
guishable to  a  fault :  yet  I  let  them  stand,  being 
willing  u>  fill  the  measure  of  absurdity,  and  omit 
nothing  that  can  possibly  have  a  place  to  c^plete 
the  plan. 

Having  considered  the  nature  of  tlie  poem,  and 
the  design  or  moral  intention  of  it,  I  come  next  to 
the  character  of  the  hero.  In  this  I  had  an  ad- 
vantage which  I  bad  not  in  the  two  former.  1  mean 
a  perfect  model  to  copy  by,  and  the  steps  of  a 
great  master  to  tread  in,  who  frequently  walks  on 
the  brink  of  improbability,'  yet  you  can  never  dis- 
cover that  his  head  turns,  or  his  foot  slides. 

Such  a  guide  is  Cervantes :  and  firom  diligently 
studying  him  we  learn,  that  things,  at  first  sight 
most  apparently  improbable,  may  be  reconciled  to 
belief  by  the  circuo^tances  of  time,  place,  and  ac- 
cidents :  by  which  the  marvellous,  so  excellent  in 
all  kinds  of  fiction,  particularly  the  poetical,  may 
be  produced  without  giving  into  the  romatitic. 
This  gives  a  ludicrous  fiction,  founded  on  the  cha- 
racter of  an  enthosist,  an  advantage  over  the  serious 
epic :  for  there  the  marvellous  never  appears  with- 
out a  most  glaring  offence  to  truth;  wher^s  in  the 
fotmer,  the  reader  is  as  much  astonished  as  at  the 
most  incredible  falsity,  till  he  has  time  to  reflect 
on  the  heated  imagination  of  the  hero,  which  re- 
conciles all  to  probability.  Numberless  instances 
of  this  will  occur  to  the  reader  of  Don  Qaixote.  I 
will  illustrate  it  with  one  from  the  Scribleriad. 

Credulity  is  one  strong  characteristic  of  our  hero  ; 
therefore,  without  ustog  any  of  the  arts  above-men- 
tioned, I  send  h.m  rt  once  to  search  for  the  Petri- 
fied City.  A  story  which  meets  with  universal  be- 
lief among  the  Africans,  and  I  could  instance  seve- 
ral Europeans  whose  faith  in  this  particular  has 
cost  them  some  pains  and  expense.  This,  there- 
fore, is  straining  no  point  But  Albertus,  who  is 
one  that  loves  a  joke  (fiMr  tlint  is  the  obvious  mean- 
ing of  Momus  in  Albertus's  shape)  advises  him  to 
consult  a  natural  fool.  He  readily  complies.  Thus 
far  his  behaviour  has  nothing  extraordinary,  being 
influenced  by  the  custom  df  the  country.  For-how- 
ever  ridiculous  such  conduct  may  seem  here,  at 
Cairo  it  was  only  insanire  soleniiia,  t)  be  as  mad 
as  they :  for  there  every  body  holds  these  naturals  in 
veneration,  and  catches  what  drops  from  their 
mouths  with  equal  enthusiasm,  .^ut  be  must  not 
only  venerate,  ne  must  ha\e  a  satit»facCory  answer 
and  direction  for  his  future  life  from  a  madman. 
This  can  only  be  produced  by  seif-delusion,  for  an 
ideot  cannot  be  taught  to  act  in  confederacy.  The 
self-delusion  is  not  difiictiit,  but  the  timing  it  ex- 
actly at  the  consul ta til tu  is  a  nicety.  For  this  pur- 
pose Scriblerus  is  made  to  pass  a  lestlcss  niglit 
without  sleep,  then  to  weary  himself  by  searching 
for  his  prophet  a  whole  day,  then  to  be  stunned 
with  a  blow  (which  at  the  same  time  servest  to  cha- 
racterise the  idiot  in  the  love  of  mischief  natural  to 
such)  and  moreover  to  be  stupitied  by  drinking 
opium  unawares;  the  known  effects  of  which  upoa 
a  brain  already  full  of  a  favourite  projoot,  which 
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we  may  suppose  his  adviser  Albeitus  took  care  to 
prepare  him  with,  will  account  for  the  maaner  in 
which  he  relates  this  adventure  to  his  friends.  I 
cite  this  as  an  instance  of  retx)nciling  the  marvel- 
lous to  probability  by  the  circumspection  and  art 
of  the  author.  I  shall  now  mention  some  other 
methods  I  have  taken  of  introducing  this  great  re- 
quisite in  heroic  poetry.  It  is  a  known  maxim 
that  a  man  hazards  his  character  of  veracity  more 
by  telling  improbable  truths  than  probable  lies^ 
which  proves  that  such  improbable  truths  do  aU 
ways  appear  the  marvellous  to  thole  who  have  not 
been  used  to  think  on  the  subject. 

Doubtless  the  rowing  under  water  appears  so 
strongly  the  man'e^lous,  that  upon  Arst  view  it  will 
be  thought  impossible.  Yet  this  has  certainly  been 
executed,  and  nothing  is  more  easy  to  perform  for 
a  smaH  space  of  time.  ^  Therefore  not  the  imprac- 
ticnbi^ity  but  the  uselessness  Of  the  invention  is  the 
object  of  ndicule. 

Another  method  of  introducing  the  marvellous 
is  by  reserving  for  the  end  of  the  book  the  most 
consummate  absurdities  of  enthusiastic  faith »  then, 
by  an  artfUl  rapidity  of  description,  to  hurry  on  the 
reader,  and  make  his  imagination  keep  company 
with  the  crednlous  zealots,  and  then  at  once  to 
conclude  unexpectedly,  leaving  the  impression  of 
the  marvellous  strong  on  the  mind  without  those 
circumstances  which,  in  the  first  mentioned  case, 
at  the  same  time  that  they  reconcile  it  to  pro- 
bability,  greatly  weaken  the  force  and  eflt*ct  of  it. 
The  commentators  on  Homer  apologia  for  the 
glaring  falsehoods  which  Ulysses  relates,  by  sb6w- 
ing  they  are  told  to  the  Phitaeians,  a  credulous 
people  :  Scriblems  tells  his  to  pilgrims,  the  most 
ready  of  all  men  to  swallow  lies.  Therefore  all 
the  marvellous  in  his  narration  is  doubly  accounted 
for,  by  the  love  of  hearing  it  in  them,  and  the  love 
of  tellnig  it  so  strongly  the  characteristic  of  the 
hero. 

]  engage  with  more  cheerfulness  to  explain  the 
character  of  my  hero,  because  1  would  not  have  it 
to  much  misunderstood,  as  it  must  be  by  those 
who  take  their  klea  of  it  from  the  Memoirs.  I  was  al- 
ways surprised  that  Mr.  Pope  should  make  hisScrib- 
lerui  so  complicated  a  character  as  he  represents 
him  in  the  last  chapter  of  the  Memoirs,  attributing 
to  him  things  quite  incompatible.  Nay,  such  is 
his  lust  of  loading  this  character,*  that  he  declares 
Gulliver's  Travels  to  be  the  travels  of  Scriblems; 
and  this  without  any  other  pretence  than  that  Swift 
had  ouce  designed  to  write  the  travels  of  Scrib-^ 
lertts.  What  reasons  induced  hifli  to  change  this' 
work  of  humour  to  a  particular  gratification  of  his 
spleei>,  it  IS  not  to  the  present  purpose  to  m^ke 
knowii :  but  this  is  certain,  that  when  he  made  so 
total  an  alteration  in  his  design,  be  took  care  not 
to  give  one  feature  of  Scriblems  to  his  Gulliver. 

JLet  as  therefore  forget  all  impressions  made  on 
us  by  the  two  last  chapters  of  the  Memoirs,  and 
examine  what  his  character  is  in  the  Scribleriad. 
if  we  trace  him  book  by  book,  we  shall  find  him, 
in  the  first,  an  enthusiastic  adiliirer  of  the  ancients, 
desirou!^  to  imitate  their  hetxies  in  aotkm,  and  their 
writers  in  sentiment ;  and  in  thn  his  extravagance 
does  not  exceed  that  of  Pomponius  Laetus  ^,  Be- 

>  Pomponius  I^aetus  lived  in  the  15th  century, 
ht  was  a  great  scholar,   and  esteemed  historian. 


lurger,  and  many  others.  He  there  appears  Ii^ 
the  light  of  an  antiquary,  as  is  shown  by  the  col- 
lection which  composes  the  pile.  Next  of  a  pedant, 
by  his  speech  on  the  food  of  dUTerent  nations, 
wherein  he  prides  himself  in  showing  what  Pope 
calls 

■    all  such  reading  as  was  never  read. 
The  same  character  still  appears  io  hia  speeches 
on  dreams,  and  on  oracles.    After  this  be  is  seea  in 
no  other  throughout  the  whole  work  than  that  of 
an  alcbymist.  ' 

For  three  whole  books  he  is  a  mere  spectator 
and  admirer  of  the  follies  of  others.  In  the  second, 
his  rashne^  and  injudicious  ciDriosity  are  set  forth 
in  his  Vo5'age  to  see  an  earthquake  :  but  when  he 
arrives  at  the  Poetic  Lund,  it  appears  to  be  so 
little  to  his  taste  that  he  flies  from  it  immediately. 
In  the  next  country  he  comes  to,  he  shows  no 
genius  himself  for  the  arts  of  the  place,  of  which  he 
contents  himself  to  be  an  humble  admirer.  He 
projects  nothing  mechanical,  and  only  presides 
over  such  games  as  his  companions  bad  learned 
from  the  queen.  Thus  are  various  absurd  arts  m- 
tro<luced,  necessary  to  the  completion  of  the  plan, 
without  either  clogging  the  hcro*a  character,  or 
losing  sight  of  him  during  the  whole  action.  And 
thus  it  is  evident  that  Scriblems  apjpean  only  as 
an  antiquary,  pedant,  and  alcbymist.  The  two 
fu^t  characters  are  almost  inseparable,  and  the 
lost  cannot  be  said  to  be  incompatible  with  them. 

Before  I  leave  the  character  of  the  hero,  I  most 
make  one  remark.  The  exordium  of  the  Scrib- 
leriad proposes  only  to  lead  an  hero,  whose  curio- 
sity has  already  carried  him  into  many  perikms 
adventui-es,  tlirougb  new  attempts  equally  diificdit 
and  hazardous.  The  reader  will  fruQi  hence  con- 
clude that  here  is  a  very  defective  imitation  of  an 
tcroic  plan.  That  both  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey 
have  one  great  design  in  view :  and  that  Virgirs 
correct  muse  proposes  at  first  the  Trojans  settling 
in  Italy,  and  before  the  work  is  advanced  three 
hundred  lines,  introduces  Jupiter  giving  a  tol^nm 
promise  of  their  success.  But  this  will  be  found  a 
necessary  omission  in  the  exordium^  and  there  will 
appear  no  such  defect  in  the  plan,  in  which  a  most 
important  event  is  brought  to  pass,  no  less  than  the 
planting  a  considerable  colony  of  antiquaries,  who 
are  as  efiectually  founded  as  if  Jupiter  bsd  granted 
them  a  charter  in  the  first  book.  And  it  must  be 
obscned,  that  by  bringing  this  about  indirectly  and 
unexpectedly,  there  is  avoided  a  great  impropriety. 
For  it  being  the  peculiar  character  of  ScnWenis 
and  all  his  aslociates,  to  devise  for  themselves 
schemes  altogether  fraitless  and  impracticable,  it 
would  be  the  utmost  breach  of  consistency  to  let 
them  succeed  in  any  thing  they  had  proposed. 

yet  such  was  his  infiitnation  to  the  ancient  Romanf, 
that  he  changed  his  name  from  Peter  to  Pom- 
ponius, renounced  the  Christian  religkm,  paW  di- 
vine honors  to  Romulus,  afected  other  pagaa 
ceremonies,  &c.  &c.  &c  Romame  antem  vetus- 
tads  tantus  trat  admirator,  ut  cuni  e  salario  disa- 
puloram  agellum  &  domuoculum  in  Quirinali  siU 
parasset  in  ea  natalem  urbis  coleret  &  Romirfuni. 
Idem  mioties  marmor  alkpiod  efibderetur  ex  tiftii 
ramis  illacrymabatur,  ac  causam  rogatus,  addebat, 
Admonitu  meriomm  temporam  ploro.  Vossius  dt 
Historicii  Latiais. 
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Hefelfoppocetonie  eritict will  cry  out,  "Why 
tbei  ii  he  made  to  sncceed  in  the  art  p^  making 
gold  ?  Tkii  fundamental  maxim  of  showing  all  the 
berali  parsoiti  vain  and  frnitless  is  oTertbrown  by 
Ihe  aceessfol  ending  of  the  poem.''  To  such  1  can 
mij  recomniend  to  reoooader  the  end  of  the  poem, 
aid  by  laying  sererml  pMsages  together  to  obstenre 
hm  they  explain  one  another.  It  is  first  to  be 
■oled  that  the  lead  is  not  said  to  have  obtained  any 
other  pfupeily  of  gold  than  colour,  which  is  Tery 
fcr  from  a  fiBudamental  alteration.  The  zealous 
skbyoiits,  and  not  the  poet,  insinnate  that  the 
work  it  aooomplisfaed.  At  the  same  time  Scrib- 
kras  cots  the  throat  of  a  cow  and  undertakes  to 
briqg  her  to  life  again,  so  that  ^ou  have  nothing 
loft  the  bare  word  oif  one  opinionated  Tisionary  for 
tbt  latter,  which  yon  know  to  be  impossible,  and 
ttet  of  several  tuch  as  himself  for  the  former, 
«ydi  may  be  proved  by  demonstratioo  to  be  so. 
Ddcs  this  Uxk  Kke  success  ?  Supposing  it  had  that 
sppcraMe,  is  it  not  all  destroyed  by  his  last  speech, 
atercin  he  disooven  a  pretentimettt  that  their  hopes 
viB  be  defeated  by  two  great  Vices :  their  own 
My  and  impiety  in  giving  the  honour  of  this  sue- 
eea  to  a  mortal,  and  payrog  him  divine  rites, 
vlicfa  at  the  same  time  raises  in  him  a  vice  (vanity) 
aUcfa  be  has  been  particnlarly  warned  against  as 
dotmetive  of  his  SQCceas. 

Hm  singular  propriety  which  attends  this  plan 
of  hsviog  an  beio  whose  manners  are  conformable 
to  the  mannen  of  the  poem,  made  me  cautious  how 
1  iitiodoced  any  cbancter  who  might  not  think 
tad  talk  is  the  same  strain  :  I  coondered  yet  far- 
ther, that  as  the  work  lor  the  most  part  was  a 
criticism  upon  &lse  and  useless  philosophy,  it 
^mM  be  a  propriety  to  use  similes  and  aJlusions 
takm  fioffl  the  absurd  or  trifling  parts  of  natural 
hiitory  and  philoeopfay.  And  as  I  endeavoured  to 
i^oct  every  thing  that  was  not  consonant  with  this 
doifD,  so  I  thoQgbt  it  would  tend  to  the  perfection 
of  the  work  to  bnng  in  every  thing  that  was.  The 
oberraUon  of  these  two  rules  ^has,  1  fear,  two  very 
hd  cftds.  It  excludes  some  things,  that  might 
hns  been  entcttaining,  and  it  admits  some  that 
«e  not  so :  and  this  is  the  reason  why  I  said  above 
Hat  I  admire  tome  of  our  mock-heroics  for  their 


Sodi  ocnam— ti  as  were  not  foreign  to  my  de- 
*Sn  1  have  introduced  as  often  as  I  found  a  place 
fcr  them.  Of  thb  kind  are  such  particulars  in  art 
i  as  are  notcdmmonly  known.  Thus  I  have 
I  an  occasion,  in  describing  the  Cave  of  Ru- 
,  to  give  an  exact  reprvsentatioo  of  the  fomous 
,  and  of  a  no  less  surprising  phenomenon 
ii  natnrt,  by  giving  the  Surinam  toad  for  one  of 
^  prises.  I  have  also  observed  a  strict  accuracy 
ii  the  description  of  any  thing  philosophical  or 
■echaaical:  '*  Thus  the  account  of  the  Plica-Po- 
hwa  in  the  3d  Book,  and  the  artificial  wings  in 
^  4th,  are  both  taken  from  the  Philosophical 
Thmaetiops." 

&  wookl  have  seemed  pedantic  as  well  as  tedious 
tehave  been  too  minutely  iccun|te  m  some  parti- 
*>M».  One  instance  may  serve  to  show  how  1 
^y  in  general  avoided  h.  The  minarets  of  Cairo 
Afcr  firam  the  general  shape  of  the  minarets,  and 
■lediaealt  to  describe,  as  not  being  of  a  mathe- 
thersfore«  thoagh  they  are  the 


Minarets  I  speak  of  in  the  text,  I  diose  in  the  note 
to  describe  the  more  general  form. 

It  may  be  proper  to  add  a  few  hints  for  such 
readers  as  are  not  ver^  conversant  with  burlesque 
writings.  In  the  versification  they  will  find  now 
and  then  a  mock  dignity  and  solemnity  affected, 
the  emptiness  of  which  may  be  past  over  undisco- 
vered by  an  hasty  reader,  but  will  appear  to  a  very 
slight  examination.  There  is  not  a  more  imperti- 
nent foiilt  m  modem  poetry  than  the  frequency  of 
moral  reflections,  which  are  generally  delivered  in 
metaphor,  a  figure  used  with  to  little  accuracy, 
that  you  seldom  find  an  author  carry  it  throo^ 
six  lines  without  changing  it  more  than  once,  and 
that  in  a  much  more  glaring  way  than  I  have  done 
in  those  Ihies  which  are  written  on  purpose  to  ridi- 
cule these  moral  reflections  and  change  of  metaphor. 
I  mean  the  apostrophe,  in  the  3d  B.  line  290.  This 
is  endeavoured  to  be  explained  in  note  on  1.  201  of 
B.  4.  as  far  as  could  be  done,  without  the  breach  of 
that  irony  which  is  observed  as  strictly  in  the  notes 
««» in  the  text,  and  which  is  the  cause  <^  the  demand 
for  this  prefkce.  To  such  as  are  little  acquainted 
with  irony,  I  must  recomniend  to.  remember  that 
they  are  to  expect  it  frequently,  and  may  often  be 
misled  by  it  if  they  are  off  their  guard.  They  will 
find  this  figuVe  strongest  in  the  following  notes. 
>  B.  2.  line  123.  B.  3.  line  11.  25.  37.  103.  B.  4. 
line  68.  181.  189.201.230. 

By  irony  is  generally  understood  the  saying  one 
thing  and  meaamg  another.  'Then  how  shall  it 
be  known  whether  a  burlesque  writer  means  the 
thing  he  says,  or  the  contrary  ?  This  is  only  to  be 
fiiund  by  attention  and  a  comparison  of  passages. 
Let  us  endeavour  to  see  this  by.an  instance.  Scrib* 
lerus  is  promised  the  grand  elixir*  it  is  freqnently 
insinuated  that  he  is  to  possess  this  secret  of  trans- 
muting metals  and  prolonging  life,  and  the  work 
concludes,  without  explainmg  directly  that  he  is 
disappointed  in  his  expectations.  But  will  it  not 
appear  that  these  expectations  are  ironically  given, 
when  we  find  all  preceding  ones  to  have  been  so  ? 
For  of  all  the  many  prophecies  delivered  to  him, 
the  only  one  fulfilled  is  that  of  his  being  reduced 
to  a  state  of  beggary  in  his  pursuit  of  alchymy. 

The  goose  and  goslingt  will  seem  more  vulgar 

*  This  is  intended  as  a  censure  on  those  who 
pay  an  undistinguishing  veneration  to  great  names, 
and  persuade  tliemselves  to  admire  weak  and  idle 
passages  in  their  favourite  author,  which  they 
would  treat  with  the  utmost  contempt  if  they  found 
them  any  where  else.  The  satire  is  levelled  against 
these  learned  men,  as  they  are  called,  ai»d  not 
against  Plato,  whom  I  would  gladly  vindicate  from 
the  imputation  of  the  romantic,  by  supposing  the 
passage  written  in  compliance  to  the  popular 
religion. 

Some  old  commentators  on  Virgil,  whose  notton 
Ruseus  rgects,  have  imagined  that  the  laurel  which 
grew  over  the  altar  in  the  2.  B.  of  tl|e  JEneid  was 
an  artificial  tree,  whose  body,  branches  and  leaves 
wei^  gold ;  with  fruits  of  precious  stones.  This 
notion  however  shows  that  such  artificial  trees  were 
exhibited  at  their  sacrifices  and  religious  myrteries, 
apd  whatever  made  a  part  of  the  scenery  in  tha 
mysteries  was  always  transplanted  by  the  writers 
into  their  Elysium. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


»5e 


CilMBRIDOE'S  POEMS. 


Id  the  mteined  Uma  to  \hb  learned  reader,  ami 
io  must  the  wig  hi  tbe  6rst  book,  to  all  who  do- 
not  know  that  these  are'  written  with  the  view  of 
imhatii^  two  pasMget  io  Viraril.  Thus  there  are 
also  many  lioet  which  mutt  appear  very  strange  to 
CboM  who  do  not  recollect  such  passages  6f  the 
adci^nti  as  they  allude  to. 

Tbe  goose  and  goslings  are,  in  imitation  of  Virgil, 
mOM 


-  a  strange  portent 


Scriblanis,  B.  VI.  asks  the  name  of  a  town  which 
k  is  evident  he  knew,  a  thing  very  commoo  in 
Homer. 

Tbnt  Scrlbleras, 

■  Ah  !  seek  not  now  to  know 

4  seri«  of  unntterable  woe, 
In  imitation  o(  these  lines  of  Papers  Homer, 

Prepare  then,  said  Telemachns,  to  know 

A  tale  fipom  falsbood  free,  na  free  from  woe. 
wben  there  is  not  mvoh  woe  in  either  of  their  tales. 

To  complete  the  design  of  mock  gravity,  the 
anther  and  editors  are  re|wesented  full  as  great 
enthusiasts  as  the  hero ;  therefore,  as  all  things 
are  suf^oaed  to^  appear  to  tbem^  in  the  same  light 
as  they  do  to  him,  there  are  several  things  which 
iliey  oould  not  explain  without  laymg  aside  their 
assumed  character.  An  instance  of  this  may  serv^ 
to  explain  a  passage  which  cannot  be  nnderstood, 
but  by  those  who  have  seen  the  desserts  at  fiishiona- 
|»le  enieKainments,'  at  which  there  are  generally 
ituxed  with  the  real  fmit,*  several  iniils  made  of 
angar  paste,  and'coloored  to  a  ver|r  near  resem- 
blance ;  in  each  of  these  are  enclosed  two  French 
verses,  importing  some  quaint  conceit  on  lore. 
This  coold  not  be  told  in  the  notes,  because,  as  the 
author  has  supposed  H  to  be  a  n>al  nut,  the  editon 
Should  not  discover  it  to  be  artiOcial. 

Tbe  having  written  so  much  in  assmned  cbaiae- 
iers,  made  it^  in  a  manner,  neeesMry  for  me  to 
write  something  in  my  own,  to  which  1  shall  not 
«omple  to  put  my  naaie,  as  I  flatter  myself  I  have 
sbown  throughout  my  hook,  that  the  follies  of 
mankind  provoke  my  laughter  and  not  my  spleen  ; 
•od  IO  long  as  they  have  this  e£fect  on  me,  I  can- 
not  have  any  great  quarrel  against  them.  It  may 
plainly  be  perceived,  that  I  have  industriously  kept 
clear  of  muoh  strong  satire  which  naturally  pre- 
aeotcd  itself  in  a  work  of  this  nature,  and  particu- 
larly of  penonal  reflections. 

'Quod  vitium  procul  abfore  Cbartis, 

Atque  animo  priu^  ut  si  quid  promlltere  de  me 

Possum  aliudyvere  promitta  Horace. 

RiCHAan  OwtN  OknaaiMt. 
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Aacujfainw 
1^  poet,  faipmposing  hiaAubjeet,  diaooveft^Satnm, 
or  Time,  to  be  an  enemy  to  ^his  Jiero.     Then 
briefly  touching  the  cause  of  hii  enmity^  hastens 


into  the  midst  of  things,  and  piasants  Scrihlems 
with  6»  associates  traversing  the  vast  deserts  of 
Africa,  in  quest  of  tbe  Petrified  Gty.  Saturn, 
perceiving  he  has  now  an  opportunity  of  con- 
summate revenge,  by  depriving  the  bera  of  hit 
life,  and,  what  is  fisr  more  dear  to  him,  his 
fiime ;  prevails  on  iBolus  to  raise,  by  a  whirl- 
wind, a  storm  of  sand  over  his  head,  and  to  bury 
him  and  his  companions  at  once  in  oblivion. 
Scribleros's  speech ;  he  discovers  the  utmost 
magnanimity ;  and  scouring  so  base  a  death,  by 
an  uoparalleled  presence  c^  mind,  erects  a  struc- 
ture of  all  his  rarities,  and  setting  fire  to  it,  pre- 
pares to  throw  himself  amidst  the  flames.  Tbe 
god,  taking  the  sacrifice  of.  so  large  a  collection 
as  a  full  submission,  consents  to  spare  his  life  ; 
but  to  frustrate  his  present  expectations,  dirocts 
the  ckmd  of  dust  to  fiiH  on  the  Petrified  City, 
which  is  thereby  buried.  Scriblems,  unable  jto 
survhre  the  loss  of  his  treasures,  is  preveotcd  from 
prosecuting  bis  design  of  (mrniog  himself  by  a 
toiracle,  wrought  by  the  interpositioo  of  the  god 
Momus.  Mer  a  fruitlesB '  search  of  mx  days 
more,  bis  oompanions  press  l^im  to  return. 
^riblerus*s  speedi  to  them:  be  peiatsts  mbis 
resehition  of  continuing  tbe  searob,  till  he  b  d»- 
suaded  ficom  it  by  Atbertns,  who  relates  to  him  a 
fictitious  dream.  ScriMerus  pronounces  an  eu- 
logy on  prophetic  dreams.  He  rcoouuti,hi8  own 
drnm ;  and  laments  the  scarcity  and  uncer- 
tainty of  all  other  medem  oracles.  Albettos 
advisas  him  to  oooaak  a  Morosoph,  whom  he 


Jl  ■£  much-endnring  man,  whose  cunons  soul 

Bore  him,  with  ceaseless  toil,  from  pole  to  pole. 

Insatiate,  endless  knowledge  to  obtsitn. 

Thro*  woes  by  land,  thro'  dangers  on  the  mm. 

New  woes,  new  dangers  destinHl  to  engage. 

By  wrathful  Saturn's  unrelenting  rage, 

1  sing.    Gslliope,  the  cause  relate. 

Whence  sprung  the  jealous  god's  immortal  haftew 

Long  had  his  scy^e,  with  unre^ed  sway. 
Spread  wide  his  conquests:  all  around  htm  by 
The  boastful  victims  that  proclaimed  him  grants 
And  earth  born  splendour  perish'd  at  his  feet; 
When,  like  t^e  TiUns,  the  Scrit>lerian  line 
Oppos'd,  with  mortal  arms,  his  pow^  divine ; 
Prom  dark  oblivion  snatch'd  the  mould'rmg  spoil, 
Work'd  as  he  worked,  and  baffled  fhrce  with  toiL 
Hence  first  the  god's  severe  resentment  flow'd  '^ 
Till  ripen'd  vengeance  in  his  bosom  ghiwM. 

Scriblerus  nuw  had  left  tbe  fruitful  Nile: 
(At  once  the  nurse  and  parent  of  the  soil  *.) 
Say,  goddess,  say,  what  urgent  cause  demands 
His  dangerous  travel  o'er  the  pathless  sands. 

1  The  wrhth  of  Saturn  iigainst  Scrihleros  and  Ma 
allies,  is  here  declared  to  have  the  same-fonndatSon 
with  his  re^soituient  recorded  in  the  follewiug  ^i- 
gram: 

Pox  on*t,  quoth  Timeto  Hiomas  Heame, 

Whatever  I  forgot,  yoq  learn. 

>  The  ancients  believed  all  that  part  cf  Sfffpt 
which  is  oalled  Delta,  to  have  been,  originallgr^  ^ 
bog;  and  that  tbe  soil  was  made  (as  it  boMsr-^* 
tiibed)  by  the  buudations  of  the  Nile. 
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To  one  itrm^  ni^t,  •  petrifying  blast  ^, 
Ff^iteotottt,  o'er  astnoishM  Afric  past ; 
WboM  fdry,  tpeot  on  one  devoted  town, 
IVtnaliBnn'd  the  whole,  with  Gorgon  force,  to  itone. 
Each  tnfier  substance,  In  that  direfol  hoar, 
£▼*!!  life,  eonfetsM  the  cold  petrific  powV. 
While  3ret  she  plies  the  dance,  the  buxom  maid 
Feeb  the  chill  pangs  her  sliffeoM  limbs  invade : 
Thro*  the  wam  veins  of  boiling  youth  they  spread, 
And  fix  the  bridegroom  in  the  genial  bed. 

Big  with  thi:i  scene,  which  all  his  soul  possessM, 
Kine  days  Scriblems  trod  the  dreary  was»te. 
When  Saturn  thus :  "  Behold,  this  hoar  demands 
The  loDg-fttor*d  vengeance  from  my  tanly  hands. 
How  oft  have  Mars  and  Vulcan  swept  away 
The  pride  of  nations  in  one  wrathful  day  ? 
IniMior  pow*rs !  shall  I,  their  elder,  bear 
With  this  rebellious  race  a  lingVing  war? 
Or,  by  one  vig'rous  and  deoisiro  blow, 
AtoQoe  their  triumphs  and  tlieir  hopes  o'erthrow  >** 

Now,  flxt  in  wrath,  the  sounding  vault  he  gains 
Where  JEolos  bis  airy  sway  maintains. 
When  thus :  *'  Dread  monarch  of  this  drear  abode, 
Hear  my  request,  assist  a  suppliant  god. 
If,  by  my  friendly  aid,  the  mouldering  tow*r 
Tatters,  at  length,  a  victim  to  thy  powV: 
If  e'er  my  influence  to  thy  force  was  join'd, 
O  \  calm  the  pangs  of  my  long-sufTring  mind. 
Toni  from  my  arms,  a  daring  traitor  b^rs 
*llie  labours  of  a  thousand  anxious  years. 
Loaded  with  these,  his  sacrilegious  bands. 
From  eldest  Egypt,  trace  the  Libyan  sands. 
Ha^te,  then,  the  friendly  office  to  perform : 
Call  all  thy  winds,  and  swell  th*  impetuous  storm. 
Roll  the  dry  desert  o*er  yon  impious  host, 
Till,  w&h  their  hopes,  their  memory  be  lost** 

So  flpake  the  god.    Th'  aerial  king  comply  *d, 
And«  with  his  sceptre,  stmcN^tlie  mountain's  side. 
Loud  thunders  the  rent  rock ;  and  from  within. 
Out  rusb,  rewstless,  with  impetuous  din, 
The  hoarse  rude  winds ;  and  sweeping  o'er  the  land, 
la  circling  eddies  whirl  th*  uplifted  sand. 
The  dusty  clouds  iit  curling  volumes  rise. 
And  the  looee  mountain  seems  to  threat  the  skies. 
Tb'  astODish*d  band  behold,  with  ghastly  fear, 
Their  fleeting  grave'sospended  ia  the  air  *. 
Tbos  they  unmanly,  while  the  dauntless  chief 
Brtray*d  no  passion  but  indignant  grief; 
Wbieh  thus  broke  forth ;    *<  How  bless'd  the  man 

whose  name  ^ 
FhMD  glorious  death  assumes  its  brigfatoit  £nne. 

*Ses  Biograph'a  Britannica,  under  the  article 
D^^,  page  1711.  See  also  Shaw's  Travels,  last 
adttion,  artic  Ras.  Sem. 

[Mr.  Cambridge,  by  means  of  Dr.  Pocock,  inter- 
rogated three  African  ambassadors,  who  all  con- 
curred in  the  firm  belief  of  a  petrified  city.]  E* 
—  Pars  plurimn  terne 
TollJtur,  3c  nunquam  resoluto  veitace  peodeL 

Lucan.  1.  9. 
The  whirling  dost,  like  waves  in  eddies  wrought, 
Rising  aloll,  to  the  mid-beav'n  is  caught ; 
There  bangs  a  sullen  cloud ;  nor  foils  again; 
Kor  breaks  like  gentle  \-apours  into  rain,  &c 

Rowe. 
<  See  tbe  speeches  of  Ulysses  and  £neas. 

Odyss.  B.v,    .£neid,  B.  I 


O I  had  kind  fote  ordain'd  me  to  expire. 

Like  great  Bmpedocles  in  Etna's  fire  *  ! 

Had  I  partook  immortal  PHny's  doom  '' ; 

(Had  fom'd  Vesovio's  ashes  been  my  tomb :) 

Or  shar'd  the  fote  of  yon  portentous  town, 

And  stood,  my  own  sad  monument,  a  stone ; 

Wiae  o'er  the  world  my  spreading  fome  had  mnfg 

By  ev'ry  Muse  in  ev'ry  region  sung. 

'  A  shameful  fote  now  hides  my  hapless'bead, 

'  Un-wept,  un-noted,  and  for  ever  dead  *.' 

Yet — for  I  acorn  the  base  ignoble  death. 

Nor  will  I  to  vile  dust  resign  my  breath, 

— Be  something  done,  worthy  each  moment  past^ 

And  O  !  not  unbecoming  of  the  last 

Let  the  brave  phenix  my  example  be,  | 

(That  phenix,  now  alas !   I  ne*er  must  see) 

His  pile  mag:nific  the  great  thought  inspire, 

And  my  choice  treasures  light  tlM  glorious  pyrt* 

Then  will  1  rise  amid  the  circling  flame. 

In  death  a  rival  to  Calapus'  fome  d. 

No  more  shall  Greece  or  Rome  their  heroes  boast. 

But  all  their  pride  in  envy  shall  be  lost" 

He  said.     His  friends  in  pyral  order  laid 
Six  ample  coffins  of  the  royal  dead : 
The  tree  which  bears  imperial  Pbaroah's  name  »<>, 
By  age  uninjur'd  form'd  their  lasting  frame. 
On  tliese,  two  mighty  crocodiles  were  plac'd ; 
O'er  which  an  huge  unmeasor'd  skto  was  cast ; 
This  spoil  the  hippopotamus  bestow'd : 
Scarce  four  stout  y<iuths  support  the  pond*rous  load». 
On  the  broad  skin  the  sstp^a  with  pious  pains 
Dispos'd  the  six  great  monarchs  dear  remains ; 
Sesostrik,  Pheron,  and  his  virtuous  dame'*', 
Cheops,  Psammetichas,  immortal  name  ! 
And  Cleopatra's  all-accomplish*d  fhimc. 
This  done,  two  camels  from  the  troop  he  slays, 
And  the  piPd  fat  ait>und  the  mummie  lays. 
Next,  ravisli'd  from  the  sacred\»ita(H>mb  '*,  , 

He  draws  the  ibis  from  his  conic  tomb. 

•  —  Deus  immortalts  haber? 

Hum  cupit  EmpedocI^,  ardcntem,  frigidus  Rtnaos 
Insiloit—  Horace. 

''  The  death  of  Pliny,  the  natural  historian,  is 
finely  described  by  his  nephew,  Pliny  the  younger, 
in  his  epistle  to  Tacitus.  Jam  navibus  chiis  incide- 
rat,  jam  pumice  &  fracti  ig:ne  lapides. . . .  Guber- 
natori  ut  retro  flecteret,  monenti  fortes,  inquit, 
fortuiia  juvat  .  .  .  Deinde  flammn  flammarumquo 
prsBnunciu^,  ordor  sulphurifi,  alios  in  fugam  vertunt 
excitant  ilium. . . .  Concidit  crassiore  caligine  spi* 
ritu  obatructo.    Lib.  vu  Kpist  1 6^ 

0  Two  lines  firom  the  speech  of  Ulysses  in  Popef 
Odyssey,  B.  v.  I.  401. 

9  Calanus,  the  Indian  philosopher,  wzj  so  much 
beloved  by  Alexander,  that  he  honoured  his  death 
with  a  funeral  pomp,  worthy  his  own  loagnificeoqe : 
he  drew  out  his  army,,  and  ordered  perfumes  to  ba 
thrown  on  the  pile,  where  Calauus  placed  himself 
richly  clothed,  and  did  not  stir,  nor  show  any  sign 
of  pain,  when  the  flames  encompassed  him. 

*o  This  tree  is  by  some  called  Pbaroah's  fig,  by 
others  sycamore,  from  «vms.  The  woud  is  so  re* 
markahly  durable,  that  many  coffins,  which  ara 
undoubtedly  upwards  of  '2000  years  old,  are  to  ba 
seen  at  this  day  without  any  sign  of  rottenness. 

"  See  Herodotus. 

^  One  of  the  catacombs  was  ^nthrely  set  apart  for 
the  sepufcbre  of  the  ibis.   They  were  callod  the  lioly 
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Fotsils  he  p1ao*d  and  gtwdy  shellt  around ; 

The  shield,  his  cradle  once,  the  structure  crown'd^. 

High  OR  the  comers  of  the  ample  base 

E^rptian  sculpture  claims  an  honoured  place. 

Here  bold  Osiris'  awful  form  appears : 

Great  Isn  there  the  hallow'd  sistrum  bears. 

Harpocrates,  the  worship  of  the  wise : 

And  proud  Canopus,  conscious  of  the  prize  ^*, 

The  vanquiflh'd  rival  of  his  pow'r  defies. 

The  structure  now  complete,  the  anxious  chief 

Brings  forth  the  dry  papyrus'  sacred  leaf : 

A  sigh  from  his  unwilling  bosom  broke ; 

Then  thus,  collected  in  himself,  he  spoke : 

'*  Illustrious  souls  of  Munster  and  of  Greece !  i^ 
Tho'  here  at  once  my  hopes  and  sufferings  cease  } 
Kor  fthall  1,  like  my  ancestors  at  home, 
My  country  polish  with  the  laboured  tome  ; 
Nor  by  my  travel  (as  the  Samian  sage 
Enlightened  Greece)  instruct  thejpresent  age; 
Revive  the  long>lost  arts  of  ancient  war, 
The  deathful  scorpion,  and  the  scythe>girt  car; 
Or  share,  with  Numa,  civic  fame,  and  found 
Old  Plato*s  patriot  laws  on  modem  ground: 
These  deep-laid  schemes  tho'  Saturn's  wrath  o'er- 
(Hit  anger  rising  as  my  honours  grow)         [throw , 
Virtue  shall  yet  her  sure  reward  receive. 
And  one  great  deed  my  dying  fame  retrieve." 

Then,  thrice  invoking  each  auspicious  name, 
Thro'  the  light  reed  he  spreads  the  wasting  flame; 
The  melted  gums,  in  fragrant  volumes  rise. 
And  waft  a  various  incense  to  the  skies ; 
The  unctuous  fiiel  feeds  the  greedy  fire. 
And  one  bright  flame  enwraps  the  blazing  pyre. 
Joy  touched  the  victor  god's  relenting  mind, 
Who  thus  address'd  the  monareh  of  the  wind : 
**  To  thee,  indulgent  deity,  I  owe 
This  full  subipission  of  the  stubborn  foe. 
See  what  vast  tribute  one  important  hour 
Brings  to  my  throne,  and  subjects  to  my  pow'r* 
Enough.    This  ample  sacrifice  alone 
The  thefts  and  crimes  of  ages  shall  atone. 
Yet  tho*  I  deign  his  abject  life  to  spare. 
Think  not  the  wretch  my  further  grace  shall  share. 
Nor  shall  his  rebel  soul,  insulting,  boast 
Successful  toils  where  armies  have  been  lost.— 
O'er  the  proud  tofrn,  his  vain  pursuit,  shall  fisU 
Yon  hovering  mass,  and  hide  her  long-sought  wall; 
.   That  no  remembrance,  but  an  empty  name. 
Be  left  to  vindicate  her  doubtful  fame  i«." 

birds,  and  had  in  great  veneration.  Being  supposed 
to  destroy  the  winged  serpents  in  their  way  to 
Egypt,  (meeting  them  in  the  desert,)  which  would 
otherwise  have  infested  the  land.  They  were  em- 
balmed in  earthen  vessels  of  a  conic  figure. 

'^  See  Mem.  of  Scriblerus. 

^*  The  worshippers  of  fire  boasted  that  their  god 
was  able  to  destroy  the  idols  of  all  other  nations. 
A  subtile  priest  obtained  the  prize  for  Canopos  by 
this  stratagem.  He  filled  his  divmity  with  water, 
and  stopped  with  wax  several  small  holes  which  he 
had  bored  in  him.  The  wax  toon  melted,  and 
gave  passage  to  the  winter,  which  extinguished  the 
iamet. 

>»  Scribtenis's  father  was  of  Munster.  See  Me- 
moirs of  Seriblerus,  the  beginning. 

i<  Some  critict  have  thought  our  author  here 
usef  the  game  ait  lor  which  Eustathios  so  greatly 


He  said.    Already  the  tumultuous  band, 
With  prompt  obedience,  hear  their  king^s  command. 
Forbear  the  conflict,  and  to  Eums  yield 
The  long-contested  honours  6f  the  field. 

Sudden  the  loaded  atmosphere  was  clear'd. 
The  glad  horizon  and  bright  day  appeared. 
Freed  from  the  horrours  of  impending  fate. 
Each  raptur'd  friend  salutes  his  rescu'd  mate : 
But  not  such  transports  tooch'd  Scriblerus*  breast. 
His  glorious  purpose  all  his  soul  possoss'd. 
In  vain  to  deprecate  the  rash  design. 
With  tears  his  friends  their  food  entreaties  join. 

"  Alas  l^'  he  cries,  "  what  booU  it  now  to  live  ? 
Since  I  my  perish'd  treasures  must  survive. 
Cut  from  my  hopes,  by  this  devouring  fire. 
While  yet  I  may)  O !  let  me  mount  the  pyre. 
Again  should  wild  tornados  bring  despair. 
When  hov'ring  death  shall  threaten  from  the  air. 
This  pile  cousum'd,  remains  there  ought  to  save 
My  body  from  an  ignominious  grave  ? 
Let  vulgar  souls  for  doubtful  life  contend  ; 
Be  mine  the  boast  of  an  heroic  end." 

This  Momus  heard ;  and,  from  Olympus*  height. 
To  distant  Libya  wing'd  his  rapid  flight 
Sudden  he  joins  the  zash  Scriblerus'  side. 
While  good  Albertus'  form  the  god  belied  ^X 
Instant,  behold !  the  guardian  pow'r  commands 
A  spark  to  issue  from  the  blazing  brands ; 
Which  fell,  directed,  on  the  sage's  head. 
And  sudden  flames  around  his  temples  spread. 
The  subtle  god  the  destin'd  moment  watch'd 
Swift  from  his  4iead  the  hauy  texture  snatch'd. 
And,  unperceiv'd,  amidst  the  crowd's  amaze, 
A  soaring  rocket  in  the  cawl  conveys. 
The  latent  fraud,  portentous,  cuts  the  air. 
And  bears,  thro*  distant  skies,  the  blazing  hair  >*• 

When  thus  the  god,  in  sage  Albertus'  voice : 
"  Behold  thb  wond'rous  omen,  and  rejoice. 


commends  Homer  in  his  prophecy  of  the  PhaeacU 
ans ;  where  he  says, 

— monnd  on  mound. 

Shall  bury  these  proud  tow'rs  beneath  the  ground. 

Odyss.L8. 
The  poet,  says  he,  invents  this  fiction,  to  prevent 
posterity  from  searehing  after  this  island  of  the 
Phasacians,  and  to  preserve  his  story  from  detec- 
tion of  falsification ;  and  after  the  same  manner  as 
he  introduces  Neptune  and  the  rivers  of  Troy, 
bearing  away  the  wall  which  the  Greeks  had  raised 
as  a  fortification  before  the  navy.  But  our  poet 
wanteth  no  such  art,  there  being  many  at  this  day 
ready  to  assert  the  truth  of  the  oatastrophe  of  that 
onfbrtunate  city,  which  Dr.  Shaw  has  in  vain  at- 
tempted to  discredit  in  the  Appeoduc  to  his  Travels* 

i*?  He  was  son  to  Albertus  mentioned  hi  the  Me-> 
moirs,  and  oooiequently  first  coushi  to  Scribleras ; 
see  the  character  of  the  father :  "  Albertus  was  a 
discreet  man,  sober  in  his  opinions,  clear  of  pe- 
dantry, and  knowing  enough  both  in  books  and  in 
the  world,  to  preserve  a  due  regard  for  whatever 
was  useful  or  excellent,  whether  ancient  or  modem  : 
if  he  had  not  always  the  authority,  he  had  at  least 
the  art,  to  divert  0>meliu8  from  many  extrava- 
gancies."   Mem.  Scrib.  chap.  vi. 

I*  In  the  same  manner  Anchises  [En.  B.  li.]  is 
prevented  from  perishing  in  the  flames  of  Troy,  by 
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to  I  ptMt  Scriblerus,  what  the  fates  unfold ; 
M  length  convioc'd,  thy  rash  attempt  with-hold. 
The  gi^i  declare  that  thy  illustrious  head 
Such  effluent  dory  shall  around  thee  shed, 
As,  vide  dispensing  its  eternal  ra3rs. 
Shall  fill  tb'  enlightened  nations  with  amaze." 

The  yielding  chief  observes  the  heav*n-markM 
Accepts  the  omen,  and  obeys  the  god.  [road, 

Six  anxious  days  they  trace  the  dreary  plains 
With  fruitless  search  ;  so  Saturn's  wTath  oirdains. 
His  murmuring  friends  the  scant  provision  mourn. 
And  orge  th»  unwilling  hero  to  return. 
Bat  stem  resentment  fires  his  glowing  breast ; 
While  thus  his  wrath  th*  indignant  sage  expressed. 

••  O  dastard  slaves,  from  glory's  field  to  fly  »^, 
Aod  basely  tremble  ere  the  danger 's  nigh  ! 
Ckn  yon,  fiilUfeasted,  mutter  disconteut. 
Ignobly  fiiint  ere  half  your  stores  are  spent  ? 
Keturn,  unworthy  of  the  gen'rous  toil. 
Back  to  the  sluggish  borders  of  the  NUe. 
Fsithfal  Albertus  shall  alone  partake  [sake : 

Those  dear-bought  honours  which  your  fears  fbr- 
Covtrd^  reflect  on  Cato's  steadier  host  ^, 
UnmovM  and  dauntless  on  this  dreary  coast ; 
Like  them,  in  all  our  travel,  have  we  found 
Asps  in  the  well,  or  serpents  in  the  ground  ! 
Htrefir»th'  invading  basilisk  to  fear  ? 
Or  winged  poisons  darting  through  the  air  } 
Y«t  not  these  perils  shook  their  firmer  souls  ; 
While  your  resolves  a  distant  fear  controls  : 
0smp  with  the  prospect  of  a  future  dearth, 
}iordmn  ye  trust  the  alUsustaining  earth. 

**Nigh  to  these  plains,  a  nation  seek  their  food  >), 
High  in  the  branches  of  the  lofty  wood ; 
From  the  green  boughs  they  crop  the  recent  sprout. 
And  fieed  luxurious  on  the  tender  shoot 

**  Southward  the  bard  Rhizophagi  prepare  ^^, 
With  marshy  roots,  their  coarse  yet  wholesome  fare. 
From  sfimy  Nile  the  rank  unsav'ry  reed, 
A  pounded  mass,  in  artless  loaves  they  kiiead : 
Aod  in  the  sun-beams  bake  the  bulbous  bread. 

*'The  fierce  Bisalta  milk  the  nursing  mare^^. 
Mix  her  hob  blood,  and  swill  the  luscious  fare  : 


a  meleoroos  appearance  which  they  observe  di- 
rectiog  its  passage  towards  Mount  Ida. 
Signantemque  Tias  — — 

Their  fint  djacovery  of  this  omen,  is  from  the  head 
«f  Ascanios. 

Ecce  leris  summo  de  vertice  visus  liili 
Fundere  lumen  apex. 

y^ln  this  speech  the  hero  discovers  a  most 
SBazraggreatnessof  soul,  joined  with  wonderful  art. 
Cesar  in  a  parallel  case,  told  his  fearful  soldiers, 
he  would  march  accompanied  only  with  his  tenth 
legioa :  and  Ale^EaiKler,  with  less  art,  though  more 
rsshaos,  said,  be  would  go  alone,  Solus  ire  perse- 
^"Oabo,  lie  reduces  domes*  Ite,  deserto  rege,  ovantes. 
Ego  hie  A  vobis  desperate  victoriss,  aut  honestss 
■octi,  locum  ioTeniain.    Q.  Curt  ix.  3. 

^  Locan.  I.  ix. 

^  This  natioii,  called  the  Ulophagi,  is  described 
by  Diodorus  Siculos,  1.  iii.  c.  24. 

tt  piodorus  Siculos,  1.  iii.  c.  23. 

^  Bisalts  quo  more  tolent  aceroue  Gelonus 

Omfiigit  in  Bhodopen,  atque  indescrta  Qetamm, 


And  the  foul  cynocephalis  sustains, 

With  her  dratn'd  udder,  the  Medimnian  swains. 

*'  Strange  to  relate  !  near  iam'd  Hydaspes*  flood^ 
Fur  their  support  they  rear  the  poisonous  brood; 
The  viper,  toad,  and  scorpton,  are  tlieir  food  s*. 

'*  Nay,  ev*u  in  these  uncultivated  plains, 
The  swarming  locust  feeds  the  hungry  swains  ^» 
Far-lcngth'ning  fires  extend  along  the  coast. 
And  intercept  the  close-embattied  host. 
Firm  and  compact,  tlie  troops  in  deep  array, 
Urg'd  firom  behind,  pursue  their  deathful  way. 
The  swains  with  salt  their  future  feast  prepare. 
And  one  boon  hour  supplies  the  wasting  year. 

"  And  doubt  we  now  our  journey  tu  extend, 
While  yet  our  beasts  beneath  their  burthens  bend  ? 
Whose  flesh  alone  might  all  our  wants  supply. 
And  give  not  only  life,  but  luxury. 
Faint  with  the  distant  chase,  the  Tartar  drains 
Reviving  cordials  from  his  courser's  veins  ! 
The  hungry  travMler  in  the  dreary  waste  ^ 
From  the  slain  camel  shares  a  rich  repast : 
While  parched  with  thirst,  he  bails  the  plenteous  welt» 
Found  in  the  stomach's  deep  capacious  cell : 
Ev'n  their  tough  skins  an  hard  support  might  yield  ; 
And  soldiers  oh  have  eat  the  stubborn  shield  ^»" 

Thus  fttr  the  sage.     When  viewing  all  around 
Their  wearied  eyes  in  s1eep'«  soft  fetters  bound, 
Stretch*d  on  the  sand,  he  leaves  the  slumbering  crew. 
Himself  indicant  to  bis  tent  withdrew.  , 

Rous*d  with  the  dawn,  the  good  Albertus  bent 
His  careful  footsteps  to  the  sage^  tent 
Earnest  he  seem*d,  with  meditated  art, 
Some  deep  important  counsel  Co  impart 
When  thus:  <<  This  night  when  sleep  had  closed 
I  saw  a  band  of  glorious  forms  arise  :     [mine  eyes^ 
The  great  Albertus,  author  of  my  line. 
And  all  that  boast  affinity  to  thine : 

£t  lac  concretum  cum  sanguine  potat  eqnino. 

Virg.  Georg.  lib.  iii.  lin.  461. 

—  When  for  drink  and  food. 
They  n^ix  their  cruddled  milk  with  horse's  blood. 

Dryden. 
*<  'ITie  ppnce  of  Cambay's  daily  food 
Is  asp,  and  basilisk,  and  toad ; 
Which  makes  him  have  so  strong  a  breath. 
Each  night  he  stinks  a  queen  to  death. 

Hudibrat. 
^  Diodorus  relates  many  particulars  of  these 
Acridophagi,  1.  Iii.  c.  29.  Dr.  Shaw,  speaking  of 
these  locusts  in  his  Travels,  page  257,  says,  "  Those 
which  I  saw  were  much  bigger  than  our  grasshop- 
pers. It  was  surprising  to  observe,  that  no  soon- 
er were  any  of  them  hatched,  than  they  collected 
themselves  into  a  body  of  about  two  hundred  yards 
square ;  which,  marching  forward,  climbed  over 
trees  aiid  houses,  and  eat  up  every  plant  in  their 
way.  Tha  inhabitants,  placing  in  a  row  great 
quantities  of  heath,  stubble,  &c.  set  them  on  fire 
upon  the  approach  of  the  locusts.  But  all  this  was 
to  no  purpose,  for  the  fires  were  quickly  put  out 
by  infinite  swarms  succeeding  one  another :  whilst 
the  front  seemed  regardless  of  danger,  and  the 
rear  pressed  on  so  close,  that  a  retreat  was  im- 
possible." 

^  Postremo  ad  id  rentum  inopias  est,  ut  lora  de- 
tractasif  ue  scutis  pelles^  mandere  conarentur.  liv. 
lib.  xxiii. 
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The  princely  SctUgm^  ilkitlrioat  bmm^  ! 
ScriboDtts  ^,  and  profband  Bombaitua  ^^  eame ; ' 
When  tbuf  tby  tire  t  O  !  foreoKMt  to  attend 
The  glorious  laboura  of  thy  danof^  friend. 
Be  thine  the  task  the'  unweloome  news  to  bear  : 
Friendship  can  smooth  the  froet  of  mde  deqiair. 
Yet  ever  mast  my  son  despair  to  see 
Yon  city,  buried  by  the  god's  decree  : 
Mountains  of  sand  her  loftiest  turrets  hide. 
And  swell  the  loaded  plain  on  er'ry  nde ; 
As  vum  tby  search  for  Heraclea*s  grave  ^, 
Or  Sodom  suiA  beneath  tb'  Asphaltie  wava.'** 

He  said.     L  Usten'd  further  yet  to  bear. 
When  warlike  sounds  alarm*d  my  ftartled  ear. 
I  saw  impetuous  Scaligc^  advance : 
The  rest  around  him  formM  the  Pyrrhio  dance  : 
They  clash  their  javelins,  ring  their  clanging  shields. 
Till,  sleep  uDwilliBg  to  the  tumult  yields. 
Thus  he,  dissembling.    The  fond  chief  replies, 
(While  filial  raptures  in  his  soul  arise,)         [gene, 

'*  Well  i^y*st  thou  grieve  the  glorious  vision 
Tho*  much,  alas !  th'  indulgent  shades  have  sbowa. 
O  let  me  stiil.  on  this  revolvmg  day, 
A  grateful  tribute  to  their  mem'ry  pay  : 
And  to  the  genius  of  the  homy  gate  ^, 
Wboee  friendly  pow'r  reveals  our  certain  ftite. 

*'  Oft,  by  abstruse  mysterious  types,  are  told 
Those  shadowed  truths  instructive  dreams  unfold. 

*  When  Media's  sleeping  monarch  sa^  the  makl 
A  woQd*roB9  deluge  o'er  his  empire  spread ; 
How  plain  that  emblem  pointed-  him  the  plaoa 
From  whence  shouki  issue  his  severe  disgrace  I 

^Jidiufi  CsBsar  Scaliger  was  a  most  famous 
Critic,  poet,  physician,  and  philosopher,  who  was 
much  admir^  in  the  sixteenth  century  :  he  was 
born  in  Italy,  brought  up  in  Germany,  and  after- 
wards lived  in  France  (111  bis  death.  He  descended 
from  the  princes  De  la  Scala,  who  were  lords  of 
Verona,  and  of  divers  other  places  in  luly. 

A  Cornelius  Scrtbonius,  called  also  Qrapheus,  but 
bis  name  in  the  language  of  his  country,  was 
Sthryvev,  was  bom  at  Alost.  in  Flanders,  in  1482. 
He  made  an  abridgnient  of  the  History  of  Olaus 
Magnus,  of  the  northera  nations.    He  wa^  xeoMrka- 
ble  for  his  knowledge  in  antiquities. 
®  Paracelsus  Bombastus. 
so  The  late  discovery  o^  Heraclea  here  laid  down 
as  impossible,  and  the  inestimable  treasures   daily 
brought  ^m  thence,  must  doubtless  animate  tlie 
curious,  and  teach  them  this  useful  and  important 
lesson :  That  oothiog  is  to  be  despaired  of  by  a 
true  virtuoso. 
^1  Sunt  geminas  somni  portsc:  quarumaltera  fertur 
Cornea :  qui  veris  focili^  datur  exitus  umbris. 

Virg.  lib.  vi. 
Tw<^gates  tbe  silent  honse  of  Sle^  adorn  : 
Of  poliab'd  iv'ry  this,  ,tliat  of  timnsparent  bom; 
True  visMHas  thro'  transparent  kom  arise  j 
Tkro'  polish'd  iv>ry  pass  deladiof  lyes.    , 

Dryden. 
fiuotonitts  lapresents  Aognstos  as  a  great  observer 
both  of  bis  own  and  other  people^s  dreams  |  and, 
that  be  mpft  freqneptiy  directed  his  actions  pursu- 
ant to  their  admoottM}DS.  That  during  the  I'pring,^ 
kiid^sms  were  fbarftil^  eiUravagant,  and  vain;  the 
rest  of  the  year,  le«  frequent,  but  the  visions  be 
then  saw,  more  to  be  depended  on.  Suet  in  viti 
Augosti. 


**  Olympia's  piegnaat  womb  whan  Philip  seaHd^ 
The  mystic  dream  young  Ammon*s  soul  reveai'd. 
Stamp'd  on  the  wax  the  victor  lion  sbow'd 
The  warlike  genidfof  the  embryo  god. 

*'  Thus  has  a  6gur'd  omen,  dark,  and  deep^ 
To  me  been  painted  by  the  pow'rs  of  sleep. 
The  iav'rite  bird  of  Pallas  1  beheld 
Search,  with  unwearied  wing,  the  new-reap'd  fields 
Fatigued,  at  length,  a  lurking  mouae  he  spies. 
And  eager,  to  the  long-sought  quarry  flies  ; 
Thither,  by  chance,  the  reajper  bent  his  way, 
And,with  a  wheat  sheaf,  whelm*d  the  trembling  peer* 
Th'  Athenian  bird  hi^  frustrate  labour  moum'dy 
Flew  from  my  sight,  but  soon  again  retum'd. 
When,  wond'rous  to  reUte,  he  thus  began, 
(An  owl  in  figure,  but  in  voice  a  man  ^) 
*  I  come,  no  vulgar  vision  of  the  night. 
The  gods  direct  my  emblematk:  flight. 
In  my  sage  form  thy  rev'rend  self  appears  : 
Thy  vain  pursuit  the  vanisb'd  mouse  declares.' 
This  said,  the  feather'd  omen  seeks  the  skies  ; 
And,  instant,  downy  sleep  forsook  my  eyes. 
I  deem'd  the  phantom  by  the  god  ^  design'd. 
To  shake  tbe  steady  purpose  ci  my  mind. 
Now  have  tby  words 


I  mv  vain  suspicion  eas'd, 
and  ev'ry  doubt  appeas'd. 


Conflrm-d  my  soul,  t 

But  whither  next  the  Heav'n  taught  course  to  sleer^. 
Nor  omens  point,  nor  friendly  shades  declarOk 
And  now,  a^as  !  in  these  aobaltow'd  days  ^, 
No  learned  priest  the  sacrifice  displays  : 

^  "  Philip  of  Macedon,  somethne  after  he  wn 
married,,  dreamed  that  he  sealed  up  his  wife's  bdlj 
with  a  seal,  whose  impresrion,  as  he  fancied,  wtf  ^ 
the  figure  of  a  lion.  Some  interpreted  this  as  » 
warning  to  Philip  to  took  narrowly  to  bis  wife ;  bat 
Aristander  of  Telmessus,  consklerfng  how  unusual* 
it  was  to  seal  up  any  thing  that  was  empty,  aKvr- 
ed  him,  that  the  queen  was  with  child  of  a  boyi  wbb 
would  one  day  prove  as  stout  and  courageoul  as  m, 
lion."    Pluurcb's  Life  of  Alexander. 

^SeeOdyss.  B.  xix.  1.641. 
In  fonp  an  eagle,  hot  in  Teice  m  ann, 

*«  Saturn. 

^  The  German  critics  have  totally  misunderstobd 
this  passage,  in  imagining  that  ScriUerus  should  be 
here  at  a  loss  for  a  subject  worthy  his  curiosity. 
It  is  his  religion  only  that  makes  hhn  thus  doubt, 
fal,  being  nnwilling  to  engage  in  any  IVesh  eater- 
prise  without  some  sign  from  Heaven  to  approve,  or 
oracle  to  direct  the  undertaking.  This  will  be  ma- 
nifest on  the  perusal  of  tbe  poem,  whereby  it  will 
appear,  that  he  has  been  already  given  to  expect 
an  Oracle  in  thb  very  country. 

To  Kgypt*s  sacred  coast  repair. 

There  shaH  a  surer  orade  declare 

Thy  destinM  course  B.  4. 

"What  else  should  prevent  fill  pvtseent^  tbe  ori- 
ginal intention  of  a  voyage  to  Jamak^  to  see  an 
earthquake  ?  8ee  ^  b^inning  of  bis  Wanatim^ 
B.  li.  And  also  Mem.  of  Scrib. 

^  Thus  Lucan  himself  complains,  lib.  v.  Pbarsal. 
— »•— —  Non  uUo  8«3cul|i  doQo 
Nostra  carent  mi^oredeiifli  quam  I>elphicaaed«fu 
Quod  sihiit. 

Of  all  the  waiitB  with  whidi  this  age  is  curst. 
Tbe  Ddphk  Vienna  surely  it  tbe  worst. 

Howe's] 
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Impteti  tte  TSoliK  iritb  propketic  eyet, 

Or  reads  tht  vagrmit  leMom  of  the  skiet. 

Nor  Mcred  oracles  efibrd  their  aid  | 

Damb  is  the  Pythtan  and  Camean  maid. 

0  !  bad  1^  iiF'd  in  that  auapiciout  age, 

Wbw  roaa'd  the  Trojao  chief  and  Ofedao  nge, 

Some  friendly  Helenas  «e  then  had  fuoody 

Or  A&ios,  akiiPd  each  omen  to  expound. 

Perhaps  to  Heirs  dark  mantkjns  we  had  gone, 

Aad  fiuB'd  Tiresiai  had  our  fortunea  shown. 

Nov  nought  remains  our  dubious  course  to  guide, 

ftoee  the  Virgihan  lots  in  vain  were  try'd  ". 

Then  say,  myfriend,  what  counsel  canst  thou  find^ 

To  fix  the  purpoee  of  my  wa?Viog  mind  }** 

AlbeitosUMD:  «*Atas!  too  just  thy  grief  1 
0  oiight  my  heart  toggest  the  wished  relief  !** 

**  The  sage  Mabometans  have  ever  paid  ^ 
DiOiogaished  honours  to  the  fool  and  mad  t 
Aod  wisely  they.     For  oft,  when  reason  wiogi 
Her  flight,  supenot  to  te-restrial  things, 
The  thoughts  beyond  the  starry  mansioos  rove, 
VkA  with  the  coovene  of  the  gods  above  ^; 
And  thence  to  mortals'  le^  exalted  sense, 
lostnictlre  truths  oracular,  dispenae  ^. 

^  This  is  a  ipeefes  of  modem  dlrination,  perform- 
ed by  opening  the  works  of  Virgil,  and  remarking 
the  lines  i^tich  shall  be  covered  with  your  thumb, 
the  instant  the  leaves  are  opeoM ;  which,  if  they 
CSQ  be  interpreted,  in  any  respect  to  relate  to  you, 
are  aooonnted  prophetic.  King  Charles  the  First  is 
said  to  have  Uyed  this  method  of  learning  his  fate, 
aod  to  have  foand  the  oracle  but  too  certain.  We 
have  sobjoined  the  lines,  (and  the  English  as  it  is 
priflled  in  I>ry<3eo*s  Miscellanies,  Vol.  6,)  notwith- 
ftaodiog,  we  do  not  give  credit  to  the  account,  for 
that  we  believe  if  the  Sortes  Virgiliana  would  have 
fifeo,  to  any  one,  a  prospect  of  their  future  fate, 
ov  hero,  Martions  Scriblems,  would  not  have  bad 
fessott  to  complain,  as  he  doth,  of  having  consulted 
Pernio  vain. 

KiMo  CHARL^S^t. 
At  hello  aodacia  popoli  vexatus  St  armit 
f&ubos  extorria,  complexu  avulsus  liili, 
Anslhim  imploret,  vkleatqne  indigna  soonmi 
Fonera  |  nee,  cam  se  sub  leges  pacis  iniqoaB 
Tlradider^  regno  aut  optata  lace  fmatur; 
Sed  cadat  ante  diem;  medtAque  inhumatos  areni. 
Virg.  lib.  4.  1. 615. 
Bat  vex*d  with  rebels,  and  a  stubborn  race. 
His  country  banish'd,  and  bis  sons*  embrace, 
Satte  foreign  prince  for  firaitlesi  suecoort  try, 
And  sea  bis  (Hends-  hnglorioasly  die. 
Nor,  when  be  shall  to  faithieas  terms  submit. 
His  throne  enjoy,  nor  comfortable  light ; 
Bat,  fanmatare,  a  shameful  death  receive. 
And  on  the  ground  th'  unburyM  body  leave. 
^  "  The  Blahometans  have  a  certain  veneration 
Cor  fools  and  mad  people,  as  thinkinff  them  actu- 
al by  a  divine  spirit,  and  look  on  them  as  a  sort 
of  saints.    Tbey  call  them  here  (speaking  of  Cairo) 
Shieki.    Some  of  these  go  uboat  their  cities  entirely 
naked ;  and  in  Cairo  they  have  a  lar^  mosque, 
with  buildings   adjoining,   and  great  revenues  to 
aaaintam  toch  persons."    Description  of  the  Bast 
Vci.  i.  p.  193. 

••  —  Fraitarqae  deornn 

Odloquio  — —  Virg. 

^  Furor  iat«  <piem  divtmia  vocatis,  at  qa9  sn- 


At  Cairo  scgoams  a  phTenetio  Hft^ 
Inspir'd  with  all  this  theooaantic  rage. 
I  marked  where'er  the  Morosoph  *>  appe«r*dy 
(By  crowds  sarrounded,  and  by  all  rpverM.) 
How  young  and  old,  virgins  tmd  matrons  liuB*d 
The  footsteps  of  the  blest  gymno^ipblst  «^. 
The  eager  bride  ^  touchM  each  propitious  part 
That  best  prolific  virtue  might  impart. 
Whilst  on  the  aacred  raptures  of  his  tongoe 
The  list'ning  multitudes  astunishM,  hung. 
Then  baste^we  back  to  Cairo,  1  advise. 
And  let  the  fool  give  counsel  to  the  wise.** 

An  hope-bom  smile  the  chiefs  assent  expreasVl, 
And  drove  despair,  sad  inmate,  from  his  breast. 

Fir'd  with  the  with'd  return,  the  wearied  band 
With  shouts  of  joy  receive  the  glad  command : 
Already  slighting  the  diminished  toil 
Of  scorching  Sinus,  and  the  faithieas  soiL 


TMI 

S^CRIBLBRIAD. 

BOOS  TBS  fXCONO. 


The  second  book  leads  the  imagination,  at  once, 
from  the  barren  desert  to  the  most  fruitful  spot 
in  the  world,  the  ancient  Arsinoe,  now  Faiume^ 
Here  Schblerus  meets  a  company  of  pilgrims, 
formerly  his  father^s  friends,  who  desire  him  to 
r<>late  his  whole  adventures  to  them.  He  begins 
his  narratjon.     Gives  an  account  of  his  waiting 

piens  non  videat,  ea  videat  insanos,  h  h  qui  buraa- 
nos  sensus  amisent,  olivines  assecotossit  CieerD 
de  Divinaliooe,  lib.  ii.  o.  34w 

<^  This  word,  so  admirably  expressive  of  that 
species  of  wisdom  described  in  the  forceoiog  linear 
was  coined  by  Rabelais.  See  his  Works,  book  lii. 
chap.  46. 

**  The  gymnosopbists  were  Indian  philosophers, 
who  went  naked ;  irom  whence  their  name. 

^  According  to  Thevenot,  be  touch  of  these 
santos  was  sovereign  in  ease  of  barrenness  in  women. 
But  we  have  chosen  to  transcribe  the  acooont  firom 
the  Description  of  the  East.  **  I  saw  in  Rosetto 
two  of  those  daked  saints,  who  are  commonly  natn* 
ral  fools,  and  are  had  in  great  veneration  in  Egypt: 
one  was  a  lusty,  elderly  man ;  the  other  a  youth 
about  eighteen  3rean  oW.  As  the  latter  went  along 
the  street,  1  observed  the  people  kisaed  his  hand, 
I  was  also  told,  that  on  Fridays,  when  the  women 
go  to  the  burial-places,  they  fireqneatly  sit  at  the 
entrance  of  them;  and  that  they  not  only  kisi 
their  hands,  but  show  them  the  same  respect  that 
was  paid  to  a  certain  heathen  idol,  and  seem  to 
expect  the  same  kind  of  advantage  from  it  1  my- 
self saw  one  of  these  saints  sitting  at  a  nsosque  door 
in  the  high  road,  without  the  gates  of  Cairo,  with  a 
woman  on  each  side  of  him,  at  the  same  time  the 
caravan  was  going  to  Mecca,  and  a  maKitnde  of 
people  passing  by,  who  aie  so  accustomed  to  si'ch 
sighu,  that  the^'  tack  no  notice  of  it."    Vo^  i. 
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three  years  in  vftfai  at  Naples  to  see  the  eruptioD 
of  Vesuvius.  Purposes  going  to  Jamaica  in 
hopes  of  seeing  an  earthquake.  Sails  with  his 
friends,  is  driven  by  contrary  winds  below  the 
Caipe  of  Good  Hope.  Arrives  at  a  most  delights 
ful  country ;  which  is  described:  but  suddenly 
flies  from  it,  moved  by  a  fatal  misinterpretation 
of  an  Oracle.  Scriblerus,  continuing  his  narra- 
tion, describes  a  wonderful  coast,  tl^e  surprising 
appearance  of  which  strikes  a  damp  on  his  com- 
panions. Dcidemon  and  Tbanma^es  are  chosen 
by  lot  to  reconnoitre  the  country.  At  thsir  re- 
turn, they  give  a  very  imperfSsct  account  of  their 
adventures,  being  stopified  by  eaccessive  fear. 
8criblerufe  sets  out  alone  on  a  £srther  discovery. 


Ano  now,  ten  da3rs  ip  tedioas  travel  past. 
At  length  they  quit  th*  inhospitabie  waste. 
As  Zembla's  sons,  benighted  half  the  year. 
Exult  when  first  the  cheering  rays  appear. 
From  the  deep  gloom  when  long-lost  scenes  arise. 
And  earth  and  gayer  Htev'n  salute  th^r  eyes : 
Such  joys  diiTus*d  Arsinoe's  fertile  plain  ^ , 
Such  rapture  seizM  the  late  dejected  train. 

Prom  the  tall  hills,  with  transport  they  command 
The  vast  extent  of  thsit  wide-water*d  land : 
Where  the  same  course  sev*n  copk>us  rivers  take. 
And,  Mceris,  fill  thy  deep  capacious  lake. 

They  leave  the  spacious  lab'rintb's  rnin'd  state. 
And,  cneerful,  enter  proud  Fainme's  gate : 
When,  lo !  to  meet  them  came  a  solemn  band. 
The  pilgrim's  staff  each  bearing  in  his  hand ; 
Their  hats  with  scallops  grac'd;    the   Flemish 

green  *, 
In  numerous  crosses,  on  their  robes  was  seen. 

Who  thus :  "  Hail,  great  Scriblerus,  nor  disdain 
A  friendly  welcome  to  this  reverend  train. 
By  advent  fates  and  ceaseless  tempests  tost 
^rom  sad  Judea's  desolated  coast. 
To  Alexandria's  port  our  course  we  steer*d. 
And  there  the  hallow*d  footsteps  we  rever'd 
O^prinoes,  prelates,  taints,  and  martyrs  dead. 
Who  greatly  triumph'd^  or  who  bravely  bled. 
There  first  with  joy  we  heard  thy  spreading  fame ; 
And  thence  to  welcome  thy  return  we  came. 
But,  generous  sage,  sincere  and  free  declare  \ 
Are  you,  of  manly  growth,  Scriblerus'  heir  ? 
For  sure  his  features  in  your  look  appear. 
And  in  the  son  the  fother  we  revere."      [tongue  *, 

**  Oft  have  I  heard  firom  my  chaste  mother's 
That  from  the  great  Cornelius*  loins  I  qirungy 

1  The  conntay  round  the  ancient  Arsinoe  (where 
now  stands  Faiome,)  is  described  by  Strabo  to  have 
been  the  most  beautiful  spot  in  all  Egypt. 

s  The  pilgrims  wore  scallops  in  their  hats,  and 
distmguisl)ed  their  several  nations  by  the  odours  of 
the  crosses  which  they  wore  on  tbeir  habits. 
^  But  gen'roos  youth,  sincere  and  free  declare, 
Are  you  of  manly  growth,  his  royal  hdr } 

For  sure  Ulysses  in  your  look  appears. 

To  prove  a  genuhfie  birth  (the  prince  replies) 
On  female  truth  assenting  faith  relies ; 
Thus  mamiest  of  right,  I  build  my  claim, 
Snre-fbnnded  on  a  fur  matamal  fame. 

Pope^  Odyss.  Book  L 
'  *  lliis  speech  discovers  several  admirable  qua- 
lities in  onr  hero.    His  scnipnkNis  regard  for  truth. 


The  sage  replies:  but  0 !  what  tnorttd  knows 
Th'  undoubted  sire  to  whom  his  birth  he  owes  } 
O !  might  I  now,  tho*  born  of  meaner  race. 
With  him  the  nuusy  paths  of  wisdom  trace, 
With  him  unfold  the  meUphjrsic  store. 
And  science,  thro*  each  dsrk  recess,  expkire^ 
But  fiite  pronouno'd  th'  irrevocable  doom. 
And  death  has  sunk  hhn  in  the  silent  tomb. 
Behold  me  now,  deserted  and  forlorn. 
The  sport  of  fortune  and  her  abject  scorn : 
Weary'd  with  woes,  and  old  in  travel  grown,— 
Still  fiatt'ring  hope  reserv'd  yen  wond'roos  town* 
Thither  we  journey 'd;  but  the  gods  ord^ 
Our  search  successless  and  our  labour  vam." 

Then  they :  '*  With  sympathetic  grief  we  moaa 
Thy  &te,  alas !  so  sad,  so  like  our  own. 
Yet  say,  Scriblerus,  since  thy  daring  soul, 
Superior  still  to  fortune's  vain  control. 
Has  many  a  glorious  enterprise  achiev'd. 
New  arts  invented  and  lost  arts  retriev'd; 
Say,  shall  thy  firiends  thy  various  labours  hear. 
And  thy  sage  conduct  gUd  their  longing  ear  }** 

Scriblerus  then  t  **  Ah  !  seek  not  now  to  knots 
A  series  of  unutterable  woe. 
For,  lo !  to  Thetis'  bed  the  god  of  day. 
Thro'  western  skies,  precipitates  bis  way. 
Give  we  to  feast  and  sleep  the  peaceful  night— 
To  distant  Cairo,  with  the  morning  light. 
Our  course  we  speed :  but  if  so  great  desire 
To  hear  our  fates  your  friendly  breasts  inspire, 
As  on  the  peaceful  bosom  of  the  Nile, 
We  sail,  the  tedious  passage  to  beguile. 
Your  fund  request,  tbo'  hard,  shall  be  obey'd. 
And  every  debt  to  sacred  friendship  paid." 

Soon  as  the  sun  th'  enlightened  vault  ascends, 
Th'  impatient  chief  embarks  his  ready  friends. 

Now  all  in  silence  eyed  the  godlike  man. 
Who  thus  with  tears  th'  event&l  tale  b^o. 

**  From  native  Albion,  a  selected  band. 
We  spread  the  sail  and  reach  th'  Ausonian  strsod : 
The  sacred  flame,  which  Pliny's  breast  inspir'd, 
Urg'd  our  resolves,  and  every  bosom  fir'd : 

in  not  positively  affirming  a  thing  for  certain, 
wherein  there  was  a  possibility  of  his  being  mis- 
taken.  His  dutiful  affection  and  filial  piety  in 
giving  credit  to  his  mother  in  an  affiiir  of  which  be 
could  not  be  so  well  informed  as  from  her  own 
mouth.  Lastly,  his  judgment  in  chusing  for  so 
example  the  answer  of  the  good  Telemacbus  m  the 
Odyss.  B.  1.  to  the  same  question. 

The  whole  passage  is  thus  translated  by  Hobbes : 
But  s^y,  are  you  indeed,  that  are  so  grown. 

His  son  ?  your  heads  and  eyes  are  tike  (I  mark), 
For  we  were  well  to  one  another  known,    , 

But  'twas  before  he  did  to  Troy  embark 
With  other  princes  of  the  Argive  youth, 

But  never  saw  him  smce.    That  ^'m  his  son 
(Said  he)  my  mother  says.    But  who  in  truth 

Knoweth  who  'twas  that  got  him  ?  I  think  none. 

It  may  not  b^  alien  to  the  office  of  a  true  critic 
to  observe,  that  when  Aristophanes  was  called  upon 
to  prove  his  right  to  the  freedom  of  Athens,  he 
quoted  these  lines :  M^nff  ^  n/a  ^*,  &c  ffis 
judges  were  pleased  with  the  application,  and  ad- 
mitted him  a  citisen. 
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Bat  our  Ml  iltrt,  tk*  expected  booo  delay. 
And  three  slow  yetrt  ite&l  unimprovM  away. 
TIm>*  beavinf  fire  VesuvioHi  womb  disteods. 
No  banting  dehi|re  o*er  the  plain  descends. 
— O  !  curst  impatience  !  O  severe  disgrace ; 
Scarce  had  we  left,  unwilling  left,  the  place, 
When  forth  the  flames,  with  wild  explosion,  broke. 
The  laboring  moontain  to  its  basis  shook  : 
A  nvriten  deluge  cover'd  all  the  ground, 
Aod  ashes  ilird  the  hemisphere  around, 

"  IJomovM,  tho*  baffled,  we  renew  our  toil, 
And  seek,  Jamaica  ',  thy  unstable  soil, 
Where  mountains  rock,  wbere  yawning  carems  roar, 
Aod  bellowing  gulphs  sulphureous  torrents  pour  ^; 
Majestic  scene !  whose  awAil  glories  fire 
Our  drooping  souls,  and  kindle  new  desire. 
WUh  prosperous  gides,  we  reach  Madeira^s  height. 
And  lead  denekms  wines,  a  welcome  freight. 
Tbenee,  o'er  the  bosom  of  the  boundless  sea. 
Twice  teQ  days  blest  ponue  th*  unruffled  way ; 
When  lo  !  deep  clouds,  with  sable  horrours  rise, 
And,  lQfw*ring,  nwnace  ftom  tba  western  skies ; 
Impetooaa  winds  old  ocean's  face  deform, 
The  vessel  drives  before  the  swelling  storm ; 
Six  long  tempestuous  weeks,  by  Corns  '^  tost, 
And  borne  (hr  distant  firom  the  wished  for  coast. 
Now  as  beneath  the  sultry  line  we  run. 
We  beiu-  unshaded  the  meridian  Son. 
Now  fiw  beyond  the  tropic  as  we  stray, 
Moom  the  weak  influence  of  th'  obliquer  ray. 
Twice  had  t^e  changeful  Moon  full  orb*d  her  light 
Display^  ;  twice  yielded  to  the  shades  of  night ; 
When  lo  !  at  once  the  boisterous  womIs  subside, 
At  once  abates  the  restless  rolling  tide. 
Soft  Zephyr  rising  o'er  the  wat'ry  plain, 
Fna  with  his  gentle  wing  the  level  main  ; 
When  now  Anrora,  with  auspicious  light. 
Reveals  a  beauteous  harbour  to  the  sight. 

*'  Bewitching  scenes  *  encompass  us  around. 
And  the  whole  region  seems  enchanted  ground. 
Gold  bods  and  branches  on  the  radiant  trees. 
And  mehSkig  music  floats  on  ev'ry  breeze. 
From  Aowers,  unfading  thro'  the  varied  year. 
Incense  and  ambergris  perfume  the  air; 
Eternal  verdure  clothes  the  cloud-topt  hills. 
In  tuneful  measure  foil  the  tinkling  rills ; 
Rubies  and  em*ralds  ^  load  the  teeming  groves, 
Wbere  vocal  phentxes  record  their  loves. 

^  "  It  has  been  my  good  fortune  to  have  seen  all 
the  grand  phenomena  of  nature,  except  an  earth- 
quake, wbidi  I  waited  for  in  Naples  three  years  in 
vain ;  and  now  I  impatieatly  expect  a  passage  to 
Jamaica,  for  that  benefit*'    Memoirs  of  ScriUerus. 

^  In  Don  Antonio  Ulloa's  acooont  of  a  voyage  late- 
ly made  by  some  Spaniards  who  went  to  measure  a 
degree  of  the  Earth  (in  which  is  a  very  curious 
deseripdoB  of  earthquakes)  we  are  told,  that  for 
some  days  before  anygr^  eruption,  noises  are 
heard  fetemUing  the  kming  of  cattle,  and  the 
discharge  of  artillery. 

'TbcN.  W.  Wind. 

•  See  Spectator,  Na  63  ;  and  alto  58,  59,  60,  in 
whidi  papers  acrostics,  anagrams,  lipogi  ammatists, 
€tc  ki,  are  described  aod  treated  of  at  large  by 

*  The  description  of  this  ctmatrj  bears  so  near  a 
resemblance  to  that  giren  by  Socrates  in  the  Phse- 

V9L.  XVIIL 


The  boars  their  sides  in  crystal  fountains  lave» 
The  painted  panther  swims  the  briny  wave. 
In  myrtle  groves  the  wanton  dolphins  play  ; 
While  sea-calves  o'er  th'  enamelled  meadows  str^yi 
Around  our  ships  the  warbling  mermaids  glide. 
And  with  their  music  sooth  the  swelling  tide. 

"  Th*  enchanting  scene  my  nivi8h*d  crew  possest. 
And  calentures  had  seiz'd  on  every  breast : 
This  I  perceiv'd,  and  sudden  gave  command 
To  drive  the  vessel  on  the  ooey  strand. 
Ere  yet  they  touch'd  the  shore,  the  impatient  crew 
O'er  the  high  decks  with  heedless  rapture  flew  ; 
And  waud'ring  onward,  with  amazement,  fbuud 
A  well-spread  table  on  the  verdant  ground. 
On  beds  of  fragrant  roses  we  recline. 
And  quaff  full  bowls  of  unexhausted  wine. 
Indulge  with  varioua  meats  unsated  taste. 
And,  thoughtless,  revel  in  the  rich  repast 
When  issuing  from  the  woods  on  either  hand. 
In  martial  guise  adrancVl  a  num*rous  band  i^. 
In  martial  guise  they  march'd  :  ill-judging  fear 
Misdeem*d  the  pomp  inhospitable  war. 
Unmindful  of  Ascanius'  harmless  train  >*, 
And  bloodless  battles  on  Sicilia's  plain. 
Hence  my  rash  hand,  by  fatal  fury  led. 
Drew  show'rs  of  woes  on  each  devoted  bead. 


do  of  Plato,  tikat  we  doubt  not  but  the  learned 
reader  will  find  a  great  pleasure  in  the  comparifton : 

n,  JMt)  l»S*f  ttai  m  M^^.  Mit^  ht  rk  S^  mtu!\ttf 
na)  ns  xiS^f  1x^9  mk  rh  avV  Xiytv  rhv  nXiMTsl* 
Moi  rrif  ha^amxf  nmi  rtk  ;^/maU  »mXKm.  *»  g  rk 
li^£ii  k^titti  Tiwu  rSuS\%  rk  iymtrmfxt^A^  f'^^f**,  fif^i^ 
rt  g  ia^^iiait,  m}  0fMfmy^,  »a)  wkvla  rk  rtmvlm. 
Phaed.  §  59. 

^^  We  learn  from  the  author's  description  of 
these  islanders,  that  they  wero  very  fond  of  pageant- 
try  and  show.  They  entirely  addicted  themselves 
to  the  study  and  profession  of  poetry  in  all  its 
branches.  Though  we  may  observe  that  every  in- 
dividual ranged  himself  in  bis  particular  class,  and 
never  acted  out  of  his  own  sphere.  That  on  all 
solemn  occasions  the  several  orders  distinguished 
themselves  by  their  habits,  and  the  symbols  which 
they  bore :  tod  their  disposition  and  attitudes  in 
the  procession  emblematically  represented  that 
species  of  poetry  which  they  particularly  professed, 
and  from  which  they  derived  their  name.  As,  a 
writer  of  acrostics  was  called  an  Acrostic,  of  ana- 
grama  an  Anagram,  and  the  like.  Somewhat  in 
this  manner  were  all  the  ancient  poets  represented 
for  tbe  entertainment  of  Leo  the  tenth,  as  we  find 
them  described  by  Strada  in  his  Prolusions. 

'*  Scriblerus  here  taxes  himself  with  his  heedless- 
ness in  not  recollecling  that  famoas  description  of 
Ascanius's  mock  army  in  the  5tb  B.  of  Virgil. 
This  forgetfiilness  is  the  more  surprising,  because 
be  could  not  but  know  how  food  all  nations  have 
been  of  this  kind  of  pageantry,  by  which  some  at 
this  day  represent  their  manufactures,  and  others 
even  the  mysteries  of  their  religion. 

Hunc  morem  cursus,  atq;  haec  certamina  primus 
Ascanius,  longam  muris  cum  cingeret  Albam, 
Retullit,  &  priscos  docnit  celebrare  Latinos : 
Albani  docueri  suns,  tum  maaima  pono 
Aooepit   Roma  ■■  iEn.  5. 
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"  FinD  and  compact  in  three  hn  columns  wore, 
0*er  the  smooth  plain,  the  bold  Acrostics  **  move; 
High  o'er  the  rest  the  towVing  leaders  rise 
With  limbs  gigantic  and  superior  size. 
They  lead  the  van,  unmov'd  in  the  career. 
And  Bout-rime^  bring  up  the  lagging  rear. 

"  Not  thus  the  looser  Chronograms  prepare^ 
Careless  their  troops,  undisciplia'd  to  war ; 
Wiih  ranks  irregular,  cunfosM  they  stand, 
'rhe  chieftains  mingling  with  the  rulgar  banH. 

*'  But  with  still  more  disorder'd  march,  advance 
(Nor  march  it  seem'd,  but  wild  fiintastic  dance) 
The  unoouth  Anagrams,  distorted  train,. 
Shifting,  in  double  mazes,  o*er  the  plain. 

*'  From  dj^rent  nalioiis  next  the  Centos  >'  crowd; 
With  borrowed,  patefat,  and  motley  ensigns  proud. 
Not  for  the  fame  of  warlike  deeds  they  toil. 
But  their  sole  end  the  plunder  and  the  spoil. 

**  Next,  an  uncertain  and  ambiguous  train  >^ 
Now  forward  march,  then  countermarch  again. 
The  van  now  first- in  order,  duly  leads. 
And  now  the  rear  the  cfabngeful  squadron  heads. 


13 


'  chuse  for  thy  command 
^ome  peaceful  province  in  Acrostic  land  ; 
There  thou  may*8t  wings  display^and  altars  raise. 
Dryden's  Mac  Flecna 
19  A  cento  primarily  signifies  a  cloak  made  of 
Quitches.    In  poetry  it  denotes  a  work  wholly  com- 
posed of  Tersesy  or  passages  promiscuously  taken 
from  other  authors :  (only  disposed  in  a  new  form 
or  order)  so  as  to  compose  a  new  work  and  a  new 
meaning.    Ausonins  has  laid  down  the  rules  to  be 
observed  in  composing  centos.    The  pieces,  he  says, 
may  be  taken  either  horn  the  same  poet,  or  from 
several ;  and  the  verses  may  be  either  taken  entire, 
or  divided  in  two ;  one  half  to  be  connected  with 
another  half  taken  elsewhere :    but  two  verses  are 
Ttcver  to  be  taken  together.    Agreeable  to  these 
rules,  he  has  made  a  pleasant  nuptial  cento  from 
Virgil.    Opuscnlum  (says  he)  de  inconnexis  unum 
<le  alieno  nostrum.  ' 

The  empress  Eudoxia  wrote  the  Life  of  Jesus 
Christ  in  centos,  taken.in  this  manner  from  Homer. 
Proba  Falconia  did  the  like  from  Virgil.  The  same 
did  Alex.  Ross  and  Stephen  de  PleMrre,  fixxn  whom 
we  cite  the  following  adoration  of  the  magi. 

Turn  reges  — ■■  -- 

n  JE,9S  Extemi  venhint-f- 

qus  cuiq ;  est  copia  Iseti  5  £.  100. 
1 1  M.  333  Muneri  portantes-f- 

molles  sua  turn  sabcL  1  O.  57. 
3  M.  464  Dona  dehinc  auro  gravia-}* 

myrrhaque  mad^es,  12  M.  100. 
9  i&  659  Agnovere  deum  regem^- 

regumque  parentem  6  JE.  548. 
1  G.  418  Mutavere  vias-f- 

perfectis  ordine  votis  10  JE.  548 
^*  Reciprocal  verses  (called  also  retrogade  and 
recurrents)  give  the  same  words  whether  read  back- 
wards or  forwards, 

Signa  te  signa  temere  me  tangls  et  angis. 
The  amphisbena  is  a  serpent  said  to  have  two 
heads,  one  at  each  end,  and  to  go  indifferently 
with  either  end  foremost. 
The  amphisbana  double  arm'd  appears. 
At  either  eod  a  tbreat^ing  head  she  rears. 

Row's  Lucan,  B.  9. 


Thus  onward,  Amphisbttoa  tpringt  to  meet 

Her  foe ;  nor  turns  her  m  the  quick  retreat  [caaie 

**  To  join  these  squadrons,  o*er  the  chaa^iaiga 
A  numerous  race  of  no  ignoble  name ; 
The  mighty  Crambo  leads  th*  intrepid  van : 
The  rest  a  forward  loud  industrious  dan. 
Riddle,  and  Rebus,  Riddle's  dearest  son ; 
And  fiilse  Conundrum,  and  insidious  Pun ; 
Fustian,  who  scarcely  deigns  to  tread  the  gfounl ; 
And  Rondeau,  wheeling  in  repeated  round. 
Here  the  Rhopalics  ^  in  a  medg6  are  drawn, 
There  the  proud  Macaronians  ^  scour  the  lawn, 
tiere  fugitive  and  vagrant  o*er  the  green, 
The  wanton  Lipogrammatist  is  seen. 
There  Quibble  and  Antithesis  appear. 
With  DoggreUrhymes  and  Echos  m  the  rear. 

'*  On  their  foir  standards,  by  the  wind  disphiyM, 
Eggs,  altars,  wings,  pipes,  axes  "  were  pourtray'4. 

"  Alarmed  and  all-suspended  with  tKe  sight. 
Nor  yet  deterftiin'd  to  retire  or  fight, 
A  wond'rous  pmen  from  directing  fate, 
Fbc'd  our  resolves,  and  urgM  our  quick  retceat 

"  As  on  the  ground,  reclinM,  Tbanmaites  lay, 
Fill'd  wi^i  the  feasting  of  the  genial  day ; 
(Uncertain  if  some  gcdhead  sway*d  his  mind. 
Or  mov'd  by  chance)  be  broke  the  walnut's  rind : 
Fear  and  amaaement  seized  his  shuddering  sool) 
When  for  the  nut,  he  found  a  scribbled  scrolU 
He  trac'd  the  characters  with  secret  dreed; 
Then  thus  aloud  the  mystic  verse  read. 
'  In  love  the  victors  fhmi  the  vanquished  fly. 
They  fly  that  wound,  and  they  pursue  that  die*  i». 

"  Silent  awhile  and  thoughtful  we  remain, 
At  length  the  verse  unaninuMis  explain ; 
That  where  no  triumphs  qyi  the  conquest  wait, 
Ev'n  virtue's  self  and  Imnour  bids  retceat. 
So  Jove  declares,  so  wills  eternal  fate. 

1^  Rhopaiic  verses  begin  with  a  monosyUable, 
and  continue  in  words,  growing  gradually  loqger  to 
the  last,  which  must  be  the  longest  of  all. 

Re^i  regcm  r^roen  regionem  religionen. 
They  had  their  name  from  fnea^M,  a  club,  which 
like  them  begins  with  a  slender  tip,  and  grovs  big- 
ger and  bigger  to  the  head.  Hence  oar  author 
draws  them  up  with  great  propriety,  in  themilitaiy 
form  of  a  wedge. 

1^  The  macaronJan  is  a  kind  of  burlesque  poetry, 
consisting  of  a  jumble  of  words  of  different  laogaa- 
ges,  with  words  of  the  vulgar  tongue  latinised,  sod 
latin  words  modernized,  lliis  verse  has  employed 
the  pens  of  many  French  and  Italian  writers.  We 
have  seen  three  or  four  long  poems  of  this  kind  by 
our  own  countrymen. 

Et  dabo  fff  fhnyU,  si  monstras  foveas  pretty  dimple, 
Gownos,  silkcotos,  kiitellos,  &  peticotoB, 
Buskos  &  socoos,  stomacheros,  cambrica  smodras. 

Ignoramus. 
With   these  we  may  venture  to  rank  some  Ute 
published  lines  written  by  the  ingenious  Dr.  Svift 
to  a  schoolmaster  of  his  acquaintance. 
Die  heris  agro  at  an  da  quarto  finale. 
Puta  riogat  ure  nos  an  da  stringat  ure  tale. 

1'  The  forgoing  oomments  have  so  crowded  the 
notes,  that  we  shall  refer  the  reader  to  the  Specta- 
tor, No.  58,  where  he  will  find  this  line  very  folly 
explained  by  Mr.  Addison. 

^9  Two  lines  from  Waller. 
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With  eafsr  seal,  we  hoist  the  spreading  sails, 
And^  frem  the  deck,  invoke  the  tardy  fcales, 
When  DOW  the  shore  the  f&ncy'd  armies  reach. 
And  form  their  mimic  legions  on  the  beach. 
losuHiDg  shouts  the  deafened  sense  invade, 
Sarcasmt  and  scoffing  taunts  our  fiears  upbraid. 

"  I  catch  my  bow,  (the  same  which  Aster  bore 
*6ainit  the  rash  monarch  on  Th^ssalia's  shore  *^), 
The  string  with  meditated  -vengeance  drew, 
And  pierc'd  a  leader  of  th'  acrostic  crew. 
The  giant  scoffer  foils  consign'd  to  death  », 
And  tlMSy  prophetic,  sung  bis  parting  breath  : 
'  C  oward  and  slave,  ne'er  sbalt  thou  reap  the  fruit 

0  f  thy  long  labours  and  severe  pursuit 

W  ith  sorrow  shalt  tbou  leave  thy  suff'ring  crew, 
A   venging  justice  shall  their  steps  pursue, 
R   nde  draughts  of  iron  shajl  they  drink  at  need, 
D  rink,  and  deplore  thy  rash  inhuman  deed.' 

"  These  threats  denouooing,  in  the  dust  he  rolls: 
Cold  thrilling  fSear  invades  our  troubled  souk. 
Prostrste,  we  supplicate  all-ruling  Jove, 
Th*  impeoding  curse,  relenting,  to  remove. 
With  sad  reluctance  leave  th'  enchanting  plain ; 
And  anxjoos  plow  the  hoarse-resounding  main. 

"  Nuie  tedious  days  a  doubtful  course  we  steer ; 
The  teath,  bold  rocks  and  towering  cVtfb  appear. 
The  least,  as  Atlas  UU,  o'erlookM  the  strand : 
Nor  sbstpeless  they,  but  shap'd  by  Nature's  hand. 
Some  like  smooth  cooes  aspiring  to  the  skies, 
Others  aloft  in  spiral  volumes  rise. 
These  seem  vast  cannon  planted  on  the  shore, 
Well-tom'd  and  bollow*d  with  cylindric  bore. 
Here  columns  or  tall  obelisks  appear ; 
There  a  vast  globe  or  polish*d  hemisphere. 
TowVing  OQ  high  proud  battlements  are  seen: 
And  salwnt  ba^ions  bear  a  warlike  mien,      [bear  ? 

<*What  breast,  unmov*d,  the  dreadful  sight  conld 
Wliat  ey^  behold  it  onappalPd  with  fear ! 

1  strove  their  drooping  courage  to  awake. 
And  thus,  with  animating  accents,  spake  :       • 

**  *See,  dear  companions,  what  the  gods  have  g'lv'n, 
And  praise  th'  indulgence  of  propitious  Heav'o. 
How  great  the  scene,  where'er  we  turn  our  eyes  ! 
The  prospects  various  all,  yet  all  surprise.- 

^  Daring'the  siege  of  Methone,  Philip  of  Mace- 
don  lost  bis  ri^t  eye  by  an  arrow.  Aster  of  Ampbi- 
poUs  baring  offsred  his  service  as  an  extraordinary 
marksman,  who  could  take  a  bird  down  flying. 
Well,  said  Philip,  when  I  wage  war  with  starlings 
1  will  employ  you.  The  man  was  so  nettled  with 
this  answer,  that  be  threw  himself  into  the  town, 
and  shot  an  arrow  at  him,  with  this  inscription  on 
it,  «*  At  Philip's  right  eye."  No  wonder  so  great 
a  curiosity  as  the  bow  of  such  an  excellent  archer 
should  be  perserved  in  the  Scriblerian  family. 

<0  The  death  and  prophecy  of  the  Acrost\c  bear 
a  wonderful  resemblance  to  iEneas's  encounter  with 
the  harpies,  and  case  of  Celaeoo,  in  the  3d  Book 
of  Virgil: 

Noo  ante  datam  cingetis  racembns  urbem, 
Qnam  vos  dira  fames  nostrseque  injuria  csedis 
Ambesas  subigat  malis  absomere  mensas. 

.Know  that  ere  the  promis'd  walls  you  build. 
My  curses  shall  severely  be  fulfiU'd. 
Fierce  fiunoie  is  your  lot  for  this  misdeed, 
ileduc'd  to  grind  the  plates  on  which  you  feed. 

JDryd. 


Ply  i^ell  yooroars  to  gain  «th' auspicious  land^ 
And  raise  a  grateful  altar  on  the  strand. 
Then  let  some  chief,  by  lot  decreed,  explore 
The  latent  glories  of  this  wond'rous  shore.' 

'*  Thus  1,  dissembling ;  but  pale  fear  possest 
Each  livid  cheek,  and  chillM  each  manly  breast. 
Fresh  in>their  mind  th'  Acrostic  Vtbreats  they  dread. 
And  curse,  denounc'd  on  their  devoted  bead. 
Still  I  persist,  and  urge  the  hard  command : 
With  slow  reluctant  steps,  they  press  the  sand. 
In  equal  parts  1  straig^it  divide  the  crew : 
Then  in  the  urn  the  lots  inscribed  I  threw^ 
And  shook  the  hallow'd  vase,  till  chance-decreed 
The  sage  Deidemoo  for  the  hardy  deed : 
And  join'd  the  brave  Thnumastes  to  his  side, 
By  social  love  and  like  pursuits  ally'd. 

**  Sheath 'd  in  bright  arms,  o'^  the  suspected  plain. 
Pensive  they  march,  and  pensive  we  remain. 
In  vain  tli'  enliv'niog  banquet's  charms  we  try. 
In  vain  the  mirtb-iospiring  goblet  .ply. 
Dread  and  despair  each  rising  joy  coutroul, 
And  horrour,  brooding  o*er  the  sparkling  bowL 
Nor  le«s  in  vain  we  seek  the  balm  of  sleep, 
For  still  the  wretched  painful  vigils  keep. 
Then  £r8t,  my  friends,  I  own,  this  manly  breast 
Damp  wav'ring  doubt,  fear^s  harbinger,  confcsL 
When,  all-prupitious  to  my  raptur'd  eyes, 
I  saw  Priapus'  awful  form  arise  ^^ ; 
And  thus  the  god  :  *  Dispel  this  causeless  dread  ; 
For  know,  an  hospitable  land  ye  tread. 
What  tho*  the  chiefs  report  a  dreadful  tale, 
Fearless  do  thou  the  glorious  task  assail. 
Nor  war,  nor  hostile  perils  shalt  tbou  prove : 
But  the  soil  blandishments  of  proffer 'd  love. 
Myself  the  powerful  passion  will  impart 
To  the  fond  queen,  and  melt  her  yielding  heart : 
Thy  manly  limbs  with  heighten'd  charms  I'll  grace. 
And  breathe  resistless  beauties  o'er  thy  face : 
As  artful  sages  give  the  modem  stone 
Time's  honoured  stains,  and  glories  not  its  own  ^  ; 
The  canker'd  coin  with  verdegris  incrust. 
Or  grace  the  polish *d  bronze  with  reverend  rust. 
With  confidence  proceed,  my  ready  pow'r 
Shall  never  fail  thee  in  th'  important  hour.' 

"  He  said,  and  vanish'd  at  th'  appmacli  of  morn  : 
When,  lo !  the  chiefs  with  downcast  look  return. 
Aghast,  with  speechless  tongue  and  bristling  hair, 
Deidemon  stood  ;  an^emblem  of  despair. 
Scarce  could  Thaumastes  o'er  his  fears  prevail : 
Who  tbu^  at  length,  brought  out  the  broken  tale. 

<i  The  Scribleri  have  always  testified  the  utmost 
reverence  for  this  god,  as  appears  from  their  having 
been  industrious  to  preserve  every  line  that  has 
been  written  to  his  honour.  They  have  made  a 
considerable  collection  of  small  poems,  which  they 
have  named  (rom  their  tutelary  deity,  and  have 
been  no  less  assiduous  in  exhibiting  his  statues  and 
pictures.  This  naturally  accounts  for  the  great 
zeal  with  which  the  god  promises  his  patronage  to 
our  hero. 

«  Lstos  oculis  afflarat  honore 

Quale  manus  addunt  ebori  decus,  aut  obi  flavo 
Argentum,  pariusve  lapis  circumdatur  auro. 

Virg.  L.  I. 
Aud  breath'd  a  youthful  vigour  on  his  face : 
Like  polish'd  iv'ry,  beauteous  to  behold, 
Or  Parian  marble,  when  enchas'd  in  gold. 

Drydcm 
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**  <WeweDt,ScriUenis--<sQch  wastbyoomitMBd^) 
Thro*  yon  lose  rocks  to  view  ibb  woDdVoui  land- 
Long  had  we  roam'd — sudden  a  noise  we  heard 
Of  mighty  wtngs — and  saw  a  moost^roos  bird. 
I  grasped  my  jav'lhi,  startled  at  th*  alarm, 
But  sage  Deidtoton  stupt  my  desperate  arm. 
Oh,  well  refttnitn'd !  for,  by  its  nearer  ^tgfat. 
An  human  fiioe**,  coospicnoiis  to  the  sight. 
And  human  fonbs  appeared. — ^Wltb  wild  amaze. 
Astonished  at  the  dire  portent,  we  gaze. 
And  meditate  return — when,  from  the  flood, 
(For  near  a  spacious  nrer's  hank  we  stood) 
A  bark  emergent  rose;  with  oars  wdl-tlntM  ^, 
Cut  the  smooth  wave,  and  o'er  tte  wmd&od  skim'd* 

^  See  the  spetch  of  Enrylodras,  and  the  follow- 
ing adventures.    Odjrss.  R  10. 

^  Bishop  Wilkins  was  strongly  bent  on  bringing 
the  art  of  flying  to  perfection.  He  mentions  it  hi 
most  of  his  works.  After  h«iving  enumerated  the 
several  methods  proposed,  he  says,  **  Tis  the  more 
obvious  and  common  opinion,  tint  this  may  be 
effected  by  wings  fostened  immediately  to  the  body, 
this  coming  nearest  to  the  imitation  of  nature. 
Tis  related  of  a  certain  English  monk,  called  Elme- 
rus,  abont  the  Confessor's  time,  that  he  did  by  such 
wings  fly  from  a  tower  above  a  furlong ;  and  so 
another  from  St.  Mark's  steeple  in  Venjoe  j  another 
at  Norinberg ;  and  Busbeqnius  speaks  of  a  Turk  in 
Constantinople,  who  attempted  something  this  way.*' 
Daedalus^  Ch.  7. 

In  another  work  (That  the'  Moon  may  be  a 
World)  he  reasoM  on  the  probability  of  reaching: 
the  Moon  by  the  help  of  this  art  He  compotes  it 
to  be  180  days  journey;  endeavours  to  solve  the 
diflftcnlties  which  may  arise  from  want  of  diet  and 
kxiginv.    See  his  arguments  at  large,  Prop.  15. 

«'  fhe  art  of  flying  hath  been  in  all  ages  at- 
tempted, particularly  in  the  titnes  of  Friar  Bacon, 
who  affirms  it  to  be  possible,  and  that  he  knew  a 
person  who  had  actually  tried  it  with  good  success. 
And  even  now  there  are  not  wanting  some  in  Eng- 
land, who,  by  esiperitaent,  have  proved  themseTves 
able  to  do  it.  The  Sienr  Besnier,  a  smith  of  Sabfe, 
hath  invented  an  engine  for  flying,"  PhHosoph. 
Transact  vol.  i.  page  499,  500,  with  4  cut  of  the 
engine,  plate  5. 

3^  Cornel.  Drebell  made  a  vtessd  for  James  f .  to 
be  rowed  under  water  with  twelve  rowers:  It  was 
tried  on  the  Thames;  Bishop  Wilkins,  after  solv- 
ing all  the  difficulties  that  might  be  objected  to  this 
submarine  navigation,  ennmerates  the  advantages 
of  it 

**  1 .  'Tis  private;  a  man  may  go  to  any  coast  Jn 
the  world  invisible,  without  being  discovered  or  pre- 
vented in  his  journey. 

**  2.  Tis  safe ;  from  the  unccrtahaty  of  tides, 
and  the  violence  of  tempests,  which  do  never  move 
the  sea  above  five  or  six  paces  deep;  fVom  pirates 
and  robt>ers,  which  do  so  infest  other  voyages;  ftont 
ice  and  great  frosts,  which  do  so  much  endanger 
the  passages  towards  the  poles. 

**  3.  It  may  be  of  very  great  advantage  against  a 
navy  of  ctaemies,  who  by  this  means  may  be  on- 
dbrmined  In  the  waters  and  blown  up. 

"  4.  It  may  be  of  special  use  for  the  rdief  of 
any  place  that  is  besieged  by  water,  to  convey  into 
it  invisible  supplies;  and  so  likewise  fbr  the  stir- 
prizal  of  any  place  that  is  accessible  by  water* 


Then  s«nk  again,  but  still  her  course  pnno'd, 
Clear  was  the  stream,  and  all  beneath  we  view'd. 

*'  *  Swift  we  retire,  with  oft-returted  eye, 
Lest  magic  chamis  o*ertake  as  as  we  fl  j. 
Long  unpunued  we  ran,  at  length  retreat 
Where  an  arched  rock  affords  a  welcooie  seat 
Cheerful  we  enter,  but  within  behold 
A  serpent  shape  with  many  a  jointed  fold  ^i 
Each  friendly  pow'r  invoking  to  rov  aid. 
The  sleeping  form»  intrepfd,  1  invade. 
Direct  my  ftilehfon  on  the  monster's  hide. 
And  in  the  aidft  his  bloodless  frame  divide  <^. 
But  890D,  repentant,  my  rash  deed  depkxe^ 
For  lo !  two  foes  vindictive  oa  the  ftoor  ; 
Both  rear  the  homed  head,  and  both  assail 
With  the  sharp  terrours  of  the  pob'aoiis  tail. 
Ag^  our  trenchant  blades  aloft  we  heave, 
Dauntless  agaki  the  sever'd  bodies  deave. 
And  tnumph  in  the  deed.     Alas!  how  Misd^ 
How  foody  bow  prone  to  err,  the  huoMn  siiod! 
How  vain  our  joy  !  fbr,  (soch  the  will  of  fats) 
Our  conquests  still  new  eneiBiea  create. 
Again  th*  unequal  eomhat  we  renew. 
Again,  sorpris'd,  increase  the  re^le  crew. 
And  now  a  ■amenms  fky  o'erspwad  the  groood, 
By  siaaghtet  rais'd,  and  fbitile  from  the  voaad  *. 
**  *0\  for  that  waraing  voice  which  Cadnoshesrd^, 
When  from  the  glebe  his  growing  foes  appcar'd  I 

**  5.  It  may  be  of  unspaakaUe  ba»eflt  for  sob- 
marine  experiments  and  discoveries.  Sevsraloo- 
lonies  amy  thus  inhabit  having  tbdr  chidrea  teeA 
up  without  the  knowledge  of  land,  who  eouM  ait 
chuse  but  be  amased  with  strange  eoaeeits  ofnn 
the  discovery  of  this  upper  world."  WUkint's  Ma- 
theauitical  Magic,  Book  il.  QHip4  5i. 

^  The  account  ef  this  menslev  bearsa  vesy  near 
resemblance  to  the  deseriptioQ  of  tb*  hydia,  whidi 
has  so  mudi  emplojred  the  pans  of  the  aneiotoi 
and  also  to  the  polypus,  #•  eelebratad  by  ths 
modems* 

^U  must  bt  acknowledged  that  upon  cattiafr 
not  the  least  effusion  of  blood  or  ichor  can  be  psfw 
ceived,  even  by  the  best  microscope* 

Natural  History  of  the  Polype. 

M  Vulneribus  ftecunda  suis. 

Ovid's  Dtac  offte  fly^ 

Banc  ego  ramosam,  natis  e  caedecolobris, 

Cfescentemque  malo  domui. 

Art  thou  proportion'd  to  the  hydra's  length, 

Who   from    his   bounds,    receiv'd  augmttted 
strength? 

He  rais'd  an  hundred  hissing  heads  in  air. 

When  one  I  loot,  up  sprung  a  deadly  pair. 

By  his  wounds  fertile^  and  with  slaughter  ftroog.^ 

Gay. 

— Hydra  sccto  corpore  firmior 

Vinci  dolentem  crevit  in  Herculem.  Hbr. 

»  The  poet  in  this  and  the  three  following  linOr 
alludes  to  two  passages  in  Ovid's  Met  lA  B*  ^ 
Cadmus  sows  the  dragon's  teeth,  which  immedliste- 
ly  produce  a  crop  of  armed  men^  one  of  whom 
warns  Cadmus  (who  was  preparing  to  attack  them) 
to  desist,  and  they  fought  it  out  among  tbemselres 
tiW  they  destroyed  each  other.  Jasoa^  adventure 
in  the  7th  Book  exactly  resembles  this,  wccpdnf 
that  the  new-raised  regiment  was  tfetemifoed  toijj 
tack  him>  upon  which  he  threw  a  stone,  enchtoted 
by  Rfedea,  among  them,  which  created  dtssentioof  > 
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Or  tkesCitMi^  diaiteB  of  Colcbii'  powerful  maid  ^, 
Id  Ukff  iafUtss  the  vatiaot  Jaaoo's  aid  i 

**  'A  while  retreaitiog  we  maintain  the  fight,    , 
thn  quit  tfa'  eochanted  cave  with  sudden  flight : 
Md  chcerM,  th'  anspicioas  land-marks  to  review. 
This/  the  known  ^h,  oar  glad  retam  pursue.' 

*'  He  ended,  trembling:  straight  I  grasped  my 
sword**, 
AndbMletfaemlbnow.    At  the  dreadful  woid. 
Fear  and  concision  ev*r3r  breast  invade ; 
An  join  the  desperate  purpose  to  dissuade ; 
fiot  chief  Thanmastes. — *  Hence ;  ignoble  slave,* 
Steri^  1  replf,   *  whoae  fears  infect  the  brave. 
Yoo,  heroes  once,  inglorioas,  here  remain, 
A«M  by  his  words,  a  dastard,  abject  tmin. 
Alone  I  triumph,  if  my  arms  succeed. 
Or  periA  single  in  the  hardy  deed.' 
lod^pstnt  thns,  coa6ding  in  the  god, 
O'er  the  drear  plain,  with  haughty  steps  I  strode." 


TBI 

SCRIBLERIAD. 

BOOK  THI  TBian. 


AicuMKirr. 
A  priestess  of  Romour  relates  to  Scriblonis  the 
hotory  of  the  queen  of  the  country.  He  is  struck 
*iUi  the  beauties  of  an  elegant  temple,  which 
be  describes,  as  also  the  queen's  magnificent 
eatry  and  her  personal  endowments.  He  makes 
himself  known  to  her.  She  professes  her  regard 
for  his  fiunily  and  for  his  own  merits,  to  which 
ihe  is  no  stranger :  afier  which  she  invites  him 
to  a  partnership  of  her  bed  and  throne.  Scrib- 
leras  consults  with  Albertus,  and  is  advised  by 
him  to  accede  to  her  proposal  of  marriage: 
&tara  endeavours  to  deter  him  from  it  by  fear- 
fid  dreams  and  omens :  notwithstanding  which 
the  marriage  is  celebrated,  but  the  consumma- 
tion preveuted  by  the  flight  of  two  owls,  which, 
•dded  to  the  foregoing  portents,  int'unidate  the 
hero  to  that  degree,  that  he  resolves  to  fly  from 
his  beloved  queen.  Her  reproaches  and  entreaties 
prevail  on  him  to  return,  but  not  till  her  un- 
hsppy  impatience  has  impelled  her  to  give  her- 
^a  deq^rate  wound,  upon  which  Saturn  cuts 
her  £dnl  hair  and  she  dies. 


HmT  I  iCny'd,  where  midst  the  cavem'd  cells 
OffBGal  ciiffi,  fimtaattc  Echo  dweUs. 
J^^y  throogb  terpaiA  wind'mgs  I  pursu'd  », 
"Wch  deep  wichm  the  hollow'd  rocks  were  hew'd. 

» 

MaCTdacivil  ihr,  and  delif«i«d  the  boo  finn 

^Hidea. 

«  Sea  the  behaviour  of  UlysaeiL  Odyssi  &  10. 
JTbm  h  aa  exact  represenUtkm  of  the  present 
«€f  the  LatoBie  near  Syiacnse,  the  cave  wkeie 
gwyswi  the  tyrant  of  Sicily  is  said  to  hata  Jcept 
a.  ift^  ^ „y^jjj  ^  havaswatliutvdt- 


The  walls,  inclining  with  an  inward  slojpe. 
End  in  a  narrow  groove  and  join  at  top. 
From  side  to  side  reverbenue,  they  bear 
The  quick  vibrations  of  the  trembling  atr ; 
Hence  weakest  sonods  the  vauHed  cavern  shake. 
And  whispers  deaf  n'mg  on  the  senses  break. 
TbecaveofRaiaonr.    Cer  a  spacious  vent  >, 
With  head  recUn'd,  her  listening  priesteas  bent 
(The  Pythian  that  imbibed  th*  inspiring  steam; 
Thus  gave  Tropbonius  the  prophetic  dieam.) 
Swift  firom  ber  seat,  at  ray  approach,  biie  sprung. 
And  thus  she  spake  with  more  than  mortal  tongue* 
'* '  Thrice  welcome,  wanderer,  to  this  happy  land. 
The  work  and  glory  of  its  80v*reign*«  baud. 
Our  queen,  with  kind  compassioa,  all  receives  3, 
But  the  first  bonoucs  to  the  stranger  gives : 
Herself  a  stranger  oaoe,  tho'  here  she  reigns; 
A  distant  exile  firom  ber  native  phiins. 
Northward  as  fiir  beyond  the  torrid  zone. 
Her  husband  held  an  indisputed  throne. 
Till  restless  fection  *,  big  with  murd'rous  strife. 
Deprived  th'  unguarded  monarch  of  his  life. 
Dread  and  despair  the  drooping  queen  afirigbt : 
Grief  wastes  the  day,  and,  ghastly  dreams  the  nigbt. 
Before  her  eyes  her  husband  stood  oonfest ; 
Rehr'd  bis  pale  face,  and  bar'd  his  bleeding  breast. 

"  It  is  at  this  instant,  as  entire  as  when  it  war 
first  made,  and  still  retains  that  surprising  power 
of  reverberating  sounds.  It  is  a  large  cfivem  cut 
horizontally  into  a  rock  752  feet  high,  27  broad, 
and  219  in  dq)th.  The  entrance  is  of  the  shapeof 
an  ass's  ear,  and  the  inside  somewhat  of  the  form 
of  the  letter  S.  On  the  top  of  the  cave  there  U  a 
groove,  which  runs  from  one  end  to  tiie  other,  and 
has  a  oommunicataon  with  a  small  room  at  the  top 
of  the  bntrance,  now  inacce»ible  by  reason  of  the 
height  and  stoepoess  of  the  rock.  This  is  imagiued 
to  have  been  a  guard-room  where  the  tyrant  used 
to  place  a  centinel,  a^o,  by  hearing  every  the 
least  whiq>er  of  the  prisoners  within,  made  his  m- 
port  accordingly  to  his  masters.  We  fired  a  pistol 
in  it,  which  made  a  noise  like  thunder ;  .when  one 
of  us  went  to  the  end,  and  there  fetched  his  breath, 
he  was  heard  v^ry  distinctly  by  those  without; 
and  when  a  letter  was  unfolded  as  gently  as  pos- 
sible, it  seemed  as  if  somebody  had  flappeid  a  sheet 
of  paper  close  to  your  ear." 

^  It  is  evident  firom  the  testimony  of  many  anci- 
ent  authors,  that  at  Delphi  and  all  other  oracles, 
divioe  inspiration  was  conveyed  through  certain 
ventSy  over  which  the  prophetess  leaned  her  head 
and  sometimes  sat.  Fontenelle  has  adopted  the 
strange  conceit  of  Van  Dale,  who  supposes  that  the 
persons  who  went  into  Trophonius's  cave  were  dosed 
with  the  fume  and  smoke  of  certain  drugs,  which 
caused  extravagant  dreams.  Bat  this  idle  imagi- 
nation is  wisely  refnteif  bjran  anonymous  author 
in  his  answer  to  Fontenelle's  Hist,  of  Oracles :  wlio, 
whether  we  consider  his  learning  or  his  faith,  justly 
deserves  a  place  in  the  Scriblcnan  archives. 

«Virg.  JEn.  B.  1. 

*  Most  critics  are  of  opinion,  that  the  following 
lines  allude  to  the  factions  of  the  virtuosi  which 
arose  in  England  when  the  Newtonian  philosophy, 
introducing  a  cautious  di(fideace,  tamely  circum- 
cribed  the  enterprising  flights  of  genius,  and  abso- 
lutely banished  the  nobler  inventions  of  the  pre- 
ceding age. 
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At  fength  tdvisM  her  flight,  bot  fint  revealM 
Where  all  his^  choicest  tfeasures  lay  oonceaPdk 
A  chosen  band  the  sacred  stores  convey 
O'er  the  rode  waves ;  a  woman  leads  the  way. 
This  isle  she  chose,  her  growing  empire's  seat ; 
Here  she  enjoys  an  ondisturbM  retreat : 
Here,  where  no  pitchy  keels  pollute  the  sea  ^ 
Nor  restless  commerce  ploughs  the  wat'ry  way.* 
The  priestess  thus  my  longing  bosom  fir'd — 
1  left  the  tale  onfinish'd  and  retired. 

**  Soon  {.descry'd  where,  near  a  cypress  wood, 
A  dame,  npheki  by  stately  colomns,  stood  : 
Where  brass  and  variegated  marbles  join  * 
Their  mingled  beams  to  grace  the  splendid  shrine. 
Here  glitfring  ores  thehr  native  charms  nnlbld ; 
There  yellow  mnodic  shinet  like  bumish'd  gold  \ 
Sulphurs jsod  marcasites  their  baams  display  ^ 
And  lucid  crystab  rival  Titan's  ray. 
Rang'd  as  a  cornice,  variods  fossils  stand. 
The  mimic  sport  of  Nature's  wanton  hand. 
Mitre  and  turban-forms  the  work  adorn, 
Triton's  hhge  trump,and  Ammon*8  boasted  horn  9. 
Here  fibrous  plants  with  many  a  branching  vein  *^, 
And  there  the  curious  texture  of  the  bram  ^K 
But  bow,  O  !  how  shall  fancy's  pow'r  recall 
The  forms  that  breatb'd  along  the  pictuPd  wall  1 
Where»  in  mosaic  wrought,  the  shells  surpass 
The  peneird  canvass  or  the  sealptur'd  bress. 
Dearest  to  Nature  first  ar^  seen  a  race 
Who  bear  the  marks  of  her  peculiar  grace. 
Here  griffons,  harpies,  dragons  mix  in  flight. 
Here  wild  Cbhnera  rears  her  triple  height, 
In  glowing  colours  mighty  Geryon  stands, 
And  bold  Briareos  wields  his  hundred  hands. 

"  While  thus  mysoul  these  empty  shades  possest. 
What  sikkien  pangs  invade  my  heedless  br^st ! 
When,  in  blest  shells  of  liveliest  hue  puurtray'd, 
I  saw  fair  Lindamira's  form'display'd  *«: 
I  started  at  the  sight :  adown  my  cheek 
The  swelling  tears,  in  rapid  torrents  break  : 
Then  thus :  *  What  region  in  the  world  but  knows  ^ 
My  hapless  passion  and  illnstrious  woes  ^ 
l4> !  as  in  lifb,  the  dear  sad  object  stands, 
And  makes  my  sufTrings  known  in  distant  lands^ — 

^  We  must  be  so  Ingenuous  as  to  confess,  that 
Ottr  author  has  borrowed  this  panegyric  from  a 
celebrated  Spanish  poet 

c  This  taste  has  lately  been  introduced  in  Eng- 
land. They  ornament  chimney-pieces,  &c.  with 
many  different  sorts  of  marble,  and  cover  the  joints 
with  thin  plates  of  polished  brass. 

'7  Mundic  is^  brown  glittering  substance,  found 
in  great  qu^tities  in  the  tin-mines. 

8  Mareasite  of  copper  is  about  the  bigness  of  an 
apple,  brown  without,  yellow  and  crystalline  within, 
brilliant  and  shining. 

9  A  shell  called  the  bnccinum.  The  comu  Am- 
monis,  is  a  fossil  shaped  like  a  ram's  bom.. 

'0  A  large  submarine  weed,  whose  fibrea  resemble 
a  curious  net-work. 

^*  The  brainstone,  so  called,  from  the  resem- 
blance \ts  8ur£ice  bears  to  the  human  brain. 

i'^See  Memoirs  of  Scriblerus. 
Se  quoque  principibus  permixtum  agnovitAcbivit. 

Virg.  B.  1. 
^  Qom  regio  in  terns  nostri  oon  plena  laboris  ? 

Virg.  B.  1. 


When  sudden,  eot'rmg  at  the  lofty  gatfev 
The  queen  herself  approach'dln  solemn  sUtt& ' 
Her  head  th'  inextricable  plica  **  grac'd : 
Mliose  ioMs  descending,  veii'd  her  beauteous  waist^ 
Then  length'ning  downwards,  fbrm'd  a  regal  tniD» 
And  swept,  with  awful  majesty,  Uie  plam. 
On  her  feir  front  a  goodly  bom  she  bore : 
But  nor  the  crown  or  gay  tiara  wore. 
Frequent  and  thick,  o'er  all  her  limbs  were  iteca  " 
Th'  elongated  papills  of  the  skini 
Graceful  excrescence  of  resplendent  bora, 
Like  the  shagg'd  velvet,  or  the  new-reap'd  oorn. 
Never  bnt  once  beheld  I,  till  tiiat  hour. 
Such  finishM  charms.     I  gaze  and  1  adore. 
She  mounts  the  throne,  and  hearing  ev'ry  cswe, 
Directs  her  judgment  by  great  Nature's  laws. 
Where  nice  distinction  doubtlid'  cla'mis  divides  ^, 
Duly  she  weighs,  impartial  she  decides. 
To  her  the  vegetable  ki«gdom  owes 
A  sure  protection  from  invading  foes» 
Who  oft  the  sprouting  coral  strive  to  gain, 
And  earth -bom  mandrake,  from  its  rightful  reign. 

'*  Now  solemn  herfllds  led  me  to  the  throne, 
And  bade  my  nation  and  my  name  make  knovo. 
Thus,  to  the  monarch,  I  my  speech  addrest : 
'  O I  foremost  still  to  succour  the  distrest, 
Ftova  northern  isles,  firom  a  far  distant  strand, 
By  adverse  wmds,  I  tread  this  pleasing  land. 
Behold  Scriblerus,  no  ignoble  name  »"^;        [fame.) 
(Earth  sounds  my  wisdom,  and  high  Heav'o  my 

"  A  matting  together  of  hair,  commonly  csM 
the  plica  Polonica,  because  it  is  epidemical  in  Po- 
land, and  rarely  found  elsewhere.  The  hair,  lo 
platted  together,  grows  to  a  surprising  length, 
which  is  not  to  be  prevented,  by  reason  that  it  if 
mortal  to  cut  it,  a  great  eflfusion  of  blood  alwayi 
ensuing.  See  it  described  Philosoph.  Transact 
Vol.  6.  Part  3.  Chap.  3. 

»*  There  was  a  very  extraordinary  ^person  in 
London,  in  the  year  n43,  who,  during  his  residence 
there,  was  v»ited  by  most  of  the  nobirity  and  gen- 
try, virtuosi  and  philosophers  of  that  roetropoUt. 
His  skin  (excepting  only  his  face  and  the  palms  of 
his  hands)  was  entirely  grown  over  with  an  bomy 
excrescenee,called  by  the  naturalists  the  elon^Uon 
of  the  papiHs.  Each  particular  excrescence  vii 
about  the  size  of  a  small  barley  straw ,  they  lay 
close  together,  and  made  an  even  sorfiice,  eucdy 
like  the  surface  of  plush  of  velvet  They  were  of 
different  lengths  in  different  parts  of  his  body. 
Stroking  your  hand  down  hfs  leg  or  arm,  they  rat*^ 
tied  like  the  return  of  a  hard  brush,  but  louder,  tf 
they  were  of  a  much  harder  consisteDoe  than  the 
stifRsst  hair. 

^  The  princtpal  contests  which  have  divided  the 
virtuosi  of  all  age9,.and  whicb  daily  arise,  are  fhxn 
the  difficulty  of  deciding  m  what  class  subjects  ef 
middle  qualities  shall  be  ranged.  Urns  some  alBiin 
aspunge  to  be  an  animal;  others  a  vegetable; 
while  others  contend  that  it  is  imtnimate. 

"  So  for  is  our  hero  from  vara-f  k>ry,  #hich  sooie 
critics  have  ignorantly  accused  him  of,  that  be  is 
here  so  hamUie  he  does  not  even  venture  to  spesk 
his  own  words,  but  delivers  himself  in  those  of  hif 
great  example,  Ulysses.  Odyss.  B.  9. 
Behold  Ulysses;  DO  ignoble  name ; 
EarthfOondsmy  wisdom,  and  high  ifcAv^  my  ihiBtf' 
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Nov  •  Md  fbfithre,  and  tempest-tost, 
I}nw*n  with  ooofiisioo,  from  each  neighbour  coast, 
Of  gnattherefufeoftby  friendly  shores: 
^pply  with  bonoteous  hand  our  wasted  stores: 
Else  rashly  we  attempt  th'  onmeasur'd  way, 
And  death  awaits  us  00  the  barren  sea.' 

*'  Elate  with  pleasure,  staj^ger'd  with  surprise, 
So  wills  the  mindfiil  smd,  the  queen  replies  >>, 
*  Are  you  the  great  Scriblerus,  dear  to  fame  >^ 
Who,  from  high  Pliny  traced,  your  lineage  claim  ? 
Tba  tame  whom  learned  Barthius*  daughter  bore 
To  fiua'd  Gonielius  00  the  British  shore  } 
I  lovVl  old  Caspar;  greatly  lov*d  thy  sire  : 
Nor  less  thy  viithes,  courteous  guest,  admire. 
Accept  that  name  ;  and,  if  thou  not  disdain. 
Friend  to  my  soul  and  partner  of  my  reign.' 

**  Then  L  *Ah  !  cease,  too  geo*rous,  to  o'erpow'r 
Thine  humblcBt  slare  with  all  thy  bounty's  store. 
Such  godlike  blessings  from  so  fair  a  hand, 
Eternal  praise  and  gratitude  demand. 
While  on  earth's  sur^e  fruits  and  flowrets  blow  «<> 
And  fbaub  vegetate  in  beds  below, 
In  coral  polypes  haunt,  in  snow  the  bear. 
Whales  ^xMt  in  seas,  and  eels  in  vinegar. 
While  bright  volcaoos  spou^  eternal  flame, 
So  long  shall  last  the  gk>ries  of  thy  name.' 

**  I  said,— (he  gracious  monarch  instant  sends 
The  wish*d  rtfection  to  my  dubious  friends  : 
Bat  from  their  longing  arms  their  chief  deUins,  * 
And  strives  ib  bind  with  love's  resistless  chains. 
At  her  desire  the  series  I  relate 
Of  my  long  wand 'ring  and  disast'rous  fiite. 
Deep  sank  my  soflTrings  in  her  yielding  heart, 
Traiwpiere'd  with  love's  inevitable  dart, 
And  fix'd  as  some  impal'd  and  helples<i  fly  3>, 
Who  bleeds  a  victim  to  the  optician's  eye. 
Before  his  glass  spins  in  repeated  round, 
And  strives  to  flutter  firom  the  deadly  wound : 
Firm  and  unmov'd  the  speculative  sage 
Eyes  the  vain  elforts  of  its  insect  rage. 

"  See  Book  2.  Uue  288. 

'>  Tone  ille  JEneas  quem  Durdanto  Aochiss 

Alma  Venus  peperit  Phrygii  Simoenlis  ad  undas? 

Are  you  the  great  £neas,  known  to  fame. 

Who  from  celestial  seed  your  lineage  claim  ? 

The  same  JEneas  whom  fair  Venus  bore 

To  fam'd  Anchises  on  th'  laean  shore  ? 

Dryd. 
For  the  genealogy  of  Scriblerus  here  mentioned, 
see  Memoirs  of  Scriblerus,  the  beginning. 

»  In  freU  dum  fluvii,  «cc.  Virg.  B.  I. 

While  rolling  rivea  into  seas  shall  run. 
And  round  the  j^oe  of  Heav*ii  the  radiant  Sun, 
While  trees  the  mountain  tops  with  shade  supply. 
Your  honour,  name,  and  praise  shall  never  die. 

pryd. 
^  Uritur  in  Mix  Dido  totaque  vagatur 
^rbe  furens  qualis  conjectA  oerva  sagitta,  &c. 

• hasret  lateri  letbalis  aruodo. 

Virg.  iEn.L.  4. 
So  when  the  watchful  shepherd  from  the  blind. 
Wounds  with  a  random  shaft  the  careless  hind  ; 
Distracted  with  her  pain  she  flies  tlie  woodg, 
Bounds  o'er  the  lawn  and  seeks  the  silent  floods. 
With  fruitless  care ;  for  still  the  fatal  dart 
Sticks  in  hwr  side,  and  rankles  in  her  betirt. 


•*  Soon  as  the  mom  dispens'd  her  earliest  ray. 
Straight  to  the  shore  I  urg'd  my  speedy  way. 
Dissolv'd  in  tears  my  anxious  friends  1  found. 
The  untouch'd  cates  neglected  on  the  ground. 
As  when  some  ass^  (hir'd  haply  tn  repair 
The  riot- wasted  rake  or  love>sick  hit) 
From  her  fond  young,  the  tedious  morning  strays, 
Driv'n  thro'  some  pop'lous  city's  crowded  ways  j 
Her  absence,  pent  in  dismal  cots,  they  mourn  i 
But  wild  with  rapture,  at  her  blest  return. 
They  leap,  they  bound,  their  braying  fills  the  plain, 
And  the  glad  hills  repeat  the  harmonious  strain. 
So  round  me  prest,  now  rescued  from  despair, 
Th*  exulting  crew,  my  fortunes  I  declare. 
The  welcome  store:}  they  to  the  bark  convey , 
Then  cheerful  follow  where  I  lead  the  way. 

**  Soon  as  we  reach'd  the  dome,  the  queen  invites 
To  the  spread  feast  and  hospitable  rites. 
Again  she  asks  to  hear  the  moving  tale. 
Again  big  tears  her  melting  heart  reveal. 

•*  Now  all  to  rest  retire :  but  sleep  denies, 
His  balmy  blessings  to  my  anxious  eyes. 
Long  ere  the  Sun  had  left  his  eastern  goal. 
Thus  to  Albertus  I  disclose  ray  soul.         [queen  ^, 

**  *  Seest  thou,  with  eyes  like  mine,  this  matchless 
Her  rare  endowments,  her  majestic  mien  ^ 
With  ev'ry  virtue,  ev'ry  grace  is  join'd. 
And  as  her  form,  prodigious  is  her  mind. 
What  gen'rous  proffers  has  her  bounty  made, 
Of  half  her  throne  and  half  her  blissful  bed  ! 
Yes,  r  confess,  since  IJndamira's  love. 
No  other  charms,  like  these  my  breast  could  move : 
The  same  their  merits,  my  desire  the  same : 
I  feel  rekindling  all  my  former  flame. 
Were  I  not  bound  by  ev'ry  sacred  vow. 
Never  again  at  Hymen's  shrine  to  bow. 
Perhaps  her  peerless  beauties  might  cootroul 
The  weak  resolves  of  my  unstable  soul. — '   [shook, 

"  While  my  rack'd  breast  these  struggling  tumults 
Thus  on  my  speech  the  kind  Albertus  broke  :  ' 

*  Say,  will  you  still  a  joyless  wanderer  rove, 
And  never  taste  the  soft  delights  of  love  > 
Nor  in  your  offtpriog^*  gladth'  astonish'd  Kartli, 
The  happy  parent  of  a  wond'rous  birth  > 
And  sure  no  less  shall  grace  your  nuptial  bed. 
For  can  aught  vulgar  fix>m  the  queen  proceed  ? 
Wisely,  I  grant,  you  shunn'd  the  weak  alarms 
Of  common  beauty  and  quotidian  charms  ^; 
^ut  O !  imprudent,  should  you  now  disclaim  *. 
A  pleasing  passion  and  auspicious  flame. 

^'  As  from  fresh  pastures  and  the  dewy  field 
(When  loaded  cribs  their  evening  banquet  yield) 
The  lowing  herds  return ;  around  them  throng. 
With  leaiis  and  bouuds,  their  late  imprison'd 

young, 
Rush  to  their  mothers  with  unruly  joy. 
And  echoing  hills  return  the  tender  cry : 
So  round  me  press'd,  exulting  at  my  sight,  &c. 

L'lysses's  account  of  his  return  to  his  friends 
from  Circe's  court     Odyss.  B.  10. 

23  See  Dido's  first  speech,  and  her  sister's  answer, 
Virg.  £0,  B.  4. 

24  Nec  dulces  natos, Veneris  neque  prxmia  noris? 

Virg.   B.  4. 
^  Txdet  quotidiaoarum  hanim  formarum. 

Terence  Euuuoh. 
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With  mutual  warmth,  lier  profrer*d  love  reovire, 
And  taste  the  joys  her  heavenly  beauties  five.*' 
-  While  thus  his  pleasing  counsel  he  addreft, 
Alas  !'  too  grateful  to  my  love-sick  breast  { 
Sqdden  aloud  the  good  Albertus  sneea'd^: 
]  yield^  and  follow,  with  the  omen  pleased.  , 

"  The  monarch  now  her  learned  treasures  shows, 
And  pleas'd  each  mystic  science  to  disclose. 
Illustrates  by  what  powers  huge  vessels  glide, 
ConceaPd  beneath  the  surface  of  the  tide. 
How,  by  her  arts,  her  subjects  learn  to  rise 
On  vilken  wings,  and  cut  the  liquid  skies. 
Or,  to  the  winds,  in  cars  of  lightest  cane. 
Spread  the  broad  sail,  and  swiftly  skim  the  plain  ^. 
Much  I  applaud,  for  hooch  I  all  admire. 
Thus  mutual  pleasures  fan  our  growing  Are. 

**  As  when  in  vinegar  ^,  at  distance  plao'd, 
To  join  twoself-movM  astroites  haste; 
Our  heaving  hearts,  with  food  impatience,  move» 
And  pant  for  contact,  with  attractive  love. 

**  Nor  can  our  eager  passion  brook  delay, 
We,  for  our  spousals,  name  th'  ensuing  day. 

**  How  shall  my  tongue  the  sad  reverse  of  fate. 
And  terrourt  of  the  dreadful  night  relate  ? 
Oft  rose  fair  Lindamira*s  frowning  shade :  . 
My  purpose  oft  with  boding  voice  forbade. 

36  She  spoke.    Tdemaohus  then  sneez'd  aloud ; 

ConstramM  his  nostril  eehoM  thro'  the  crowd. 

The  smiKng  queen  the  happy  omen  blest: 

So  may  these  impious'fall,  by  fate  opprest. 

Odyss.  B,  17. 

Xenophon  having  ended  a  speech  to  his  soldiers 
with  these  words  viz.  "  We  have  many  reasons  to 
hope  for  preservation."  They  were  scarce  ottered 
when  a  certain  soldier  sneezed ;  the  whole  army 
took  the  omen,  and  at  once  paid  adoration  to  the 
gods.  Then  Xenophon,  resummg  his  discourse, 
proceeded  "  Since  ,  my  fellow  soldiers,  at  the  men- 
tion of  our  preservation,  Jupiter  has  sent  this 
omen.**  &c« 

^ Sericana,  when  Chineses  drive 

With  sails  and  wind,  their  cany  waggons  light 

Milton^  B.  3. 

Bishop  Wilkins  was  much  pleased  with  the  con- 
trivance of  a  saiKog  carriage.  *<  What  can  be  more 
delightful,  says  he,  or  b^ter  husbandry,  than  to 
make  use  of  the  wind  (which  eosts  nothing,  luid 
eats  nothing)  inrtead  of  horses?  That  such  cha« 
riots  are  commonly  used  in  th^  champaign  plains  of 
China,  is  frequently  affirmed  by  divers  credible 
authors.  Boterus  mentions,  that  they  have  been 
tried  also  in  Spain,  though  with  what  success  he 
doth  not  specify.  But  above  all  other  experiments 
to  this  purpose,  that  Sailing  chariot  at  Shevelling  in 
Holland,  is  more  eminently  remarkable;  it  was 
made  by  the  direction  of  Stephinus,  and  is  celebrated 
by  many  authors.  Walchius  affirms  it  to  be  (^  so 
great  a  swiftness  for  its  motion,  and  yet,of  so  great 
a  capacity  for  its  burden,  tiiat  it  did  far  eacceed  the 
speed  of  Imy  ship,  though  we  should  suppose  it  to 
be  carried  in  the  open  sea  with  never  so  prosperous 
a  wind.  That  eminent  inquisitive  man  Peireskins, 
having  travelled  to  Shevelling  for  the  sight  and  ex- 
perience of  this  chariot,  aftrms  that  it  went  42 
miles  in  two  hours.**    Math.  Magic.  B.  2.  ch.  2. 

^  The  small  astroites  er  star^stones,  when  im- 
^       nseitRed  in  vmegar,  will  move  till  they  touch  each 
ther. 


So  Julia  menaced  rovrndiMr  Pompefn  bed, 

Ere  Csssar  cooquer*d,  and  Fbarsalia  Med. 

With  her,  my  swarthy  rival  f»  blasts  my  sfght» 

And  casts  a  blacker  borrour  on  the  night. 

Th*  assembled  lawyen  next  (tremendous  baad) 

Rose  to  my  view,  and  aU  my  sool  unman^d. 

But  chief;  O  *  chief!  the  c^ueeo  hersrif  opprest. 

And,  with  dire  om*Bpus  actwn^  chiH*d  my  breaat. 

Stern  she  approach*d,  and,  with  comtemptoous  look, 

Hie  horn  opprobrious  from  her  forehead  took 

And  fix*d  on  mine :  when,  todden  o*er  my  bead, 

Pdrtentous  growth  f  luxuriant  aotki*  spread. 

Wide  and  more  wide  the  teeming  branches  shoot. 

And  oaasdets  suokers  issue  fW>m  the  root. 

Such  ghastly  visioos  waste  the  dismal  night  i 

I  rose,  dfjected,  with  the  morning  light 

The  Sun  I  sought:  behind  a  mwky  cloud, 

Shorn  of  his  beams,  be  dimly  fkown*d  m  blood. 

And  now,  already  at  my  gate  was  seea 

An  early  herald  from  th*  impatient  queen. 

Dissemblmg,  I  suppress  the  rising  tear, 

And  strive  th*  unsprotp'rotis  moments  to  dder« 

In  vain :  already  at  the  ahar  stands 

Th*  officious  priest  to  join  our  haplem  haads. 

Oh  sad  efiecta  of  too  ac^lectfol  Iwste  ! 

No  hjrmeneal  rights  ^  our  nnptials  graced. 

No  hallow*d  priest  the  fbstal  victim  slew. 

And  the  cars*d  gall  hehiad  the  altiur  thraww 

Nor  did  the  staves  the  flaoiiitgtoraliei  bear. 

Nor  bom  the  axle  of  the  brkhd  oar ;    * 

With  flow*rs  or  wooHy  fillets  deck4he  door. 

Or  figs,  the  type  of  foture  plenty,  poor  ; 

Nor  wild  asparagus  at  once  imply'd 

The  courtship  and  possessioB  of  the  bride  | 

No  sportive  songsters  hailM  the  genal  time. 

Chanting  the  fescennine  lioentioos  rhyme. 

Nor  did  the  bride  the  solenm  barl^  bear. 

Nor  with  the  spear  divide  her  flowing  hair, 

Or  yellow  veil  of  mystic  purport  wear. 

No  matron*s  voice  her  eager  stapa  forbad 

The  sacred  threshold  of  the  porch  to  tread. 

No  decent  zone  secur'd  her  looser  waist. 

But  ev'ry  rite  was  lost  in  shameless  haste  I 

Hymen  his  sacred  infioence  wl&draws. 

And  sees,  with  anger,  his  neglected  laws. 

^  The  black  prince  of  Monomotapa.  Memoiriof 
Scriblerus. 

*  ^  Thus  Lucan,  Book  2,  represents  Cato  receiviiif 
Marcia  without  any  marria^  oenmionies. 
Festa  conmato  i^n  pendent  limine  terta. 

L.  d54,etinfhi: 
No  garlands  gay  the  cheeiM  poHal  orownM, 
Nor  woolly  fillets  wove  the  posts  aronftd ; 
No  genial  bed  with  rich  embroidery  giwc^ 
On  iv*ry  steps  in  lofty  slate  ivaa  placM  ; 
No  hymeneal  torch  preceding  shone. 
No  matron  put  the  tow'ry  fronHet  on. 
Nor  bade  her  fhet  the  sacred  threshold  rtmn.  « 
No  yellow  veil  was  loosely  thrown,-  to  hide 
The  rising  blushes  of  the  tremblmg  bride : 
No  gUtt'ring  none  her  flowing  garments  honnd. 
No  sparkling  gems  her  neok  «noompissM  romid  | 
No  lilken  scaif,  nor  decent  wmdtng  lawtf 
Was  o*er  her  naked  armsmnd  Shoulders  drawn;     ' 
No Sabbe  mhth  provokes  the  btidegroonafs  ears. 
Nor  iprighUy  wit  the  glad  asseub^  dheers. 

Rowe't  Lucan,  B.  8. 1.  544. 
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fioQB  «  vWn  the  ntnd  Cmm  I  eaoM, 
8adde%  •itRifVfih'dU  rank  the  haUow'd  Aune. 
Obofit  hovlNif ,  Mddra  the  long  iale*i  a«rk  gloon, 
Aid  iveats  of  Uaod  distil  ffooi  cv'rj  tomb. 

•«  T»  wait  a  aMre  propitioai  hoar,  I  move  ; 
iHt  fbe  ote-rakt  my  fesn  with  emft  lov«u 
Th'  obedient  pnesU  disp«tch  with  trembling  haste, 
Tboce  move,  with  pomf»  t^^ncc  the  nuptial  feast 
Tbe  bride,  tmosported,  smiles  with  open  soul, 
Oty  from  the  font,  end  wanton  from  the  bowl ; 
To  ber  lov*d  grot,  wiih  fond  desire,  invites, 
Tbere  to  coasiimniatii  Hymen**  bUsifol  ntea. 

**  Deep  in  the  dark  recesses  of  the  wood 
A  (sve  obfcur'd  with  gloomy  lenreb  sloo4 
Iry,  vithio,  the  Terdant  veof  6'ersprend 
With  pendant  foliage,  a  Imniriant  shade  I 
Tbe  nuD*d  walle  the  monafch*s  hand  ndon|S  [uma. 
With  menldMog  stoaea^  rongfa  moa%  aad  broken 
0*er  these,  with  studied  negli(|enee,  the  spraida 
Straose  roots,  gay  garlands,  and  fantaalie  weeda. 
Roagh  auhewn  atapa  lead  to  the  dark  reHcat, 
And  a  Tast  mat  praaenta  an  anqi>le  seat 

"  This  grot  she  destin'd  lor  the  nuptial  night, 
Sacred  to  lofe  and  oonsoioiis  of  delight 
Unstable  slate  of  wretched  human  kindl 
Faitklesf  as  aeaa,  asd  fickle  as  the  wind : 
Tbe  gentlest  bleet  nsay  nip  oar  blooaiing  joy  { 
Tbe  iligNast  wava  oar  baseless  bliss  destroy* 
Our  iieetiag  pleaeofe  no  duration  knows. 
But  ebbs,  era  well  we  can  perceive  it  flowa^ 

"  Nov,  happiest  pair,  we  reach  the  auspicious  boar*r, ) 
B^  with  the  traoiporU  of  the  genial  hoar ; 
Wbcn  to !  two  owla,  who,  with  tbe  like  deaign, 
Bctir'd,  in  stlenoo,  to  the  secret  shnne; 
Ruib  forth,  with  loud  compbuningi,  from  the  cave, 
Aad,  with  sad  sigha,  their  loves  a^iish*d  leave  ^K 
Stton,  to  thaait  Biy  rising  joys  intent, 
Tbe  boding  augury,  terrific,  sent; 
He,  with  foul  <lraatin0,  my  tremblhig  bosom  chill'd 
Aod  all  my  soul  with  deadly  honrour  fill'd. 
Hence,  at  the  last  portent,  with  wild  affright, 
From  the  food  queen  I  wing  my  speedy  flight 
And,  urg'd  with  shame,  not  knowing  how  to  bear 
Hsr  jtist  reproach  for  my  dishonest  fear, 
8tiai|fat  to  the  ready  crew  1  give  the  word. 
And  summon  all  with  swiftest  speed  on  board. 

**  Aurora  now  had  left  Titbonus'  bed  ^ : 
When  to  the  shore  by  fatal  fury  led, 
Tbe  mooarch  hastes  ;  tbe  parting  t>ark  she  viewM, 
Aad  thus,  with  scofis,  my  coward  itgbt  pursoM. 

**  *  Uamaaly  traitor,  whom  nor  honour  awes  ^, 
Nor  ncred  gratitude's  eternal  laws ; 

'1  Aad  there  cuunaimiatate  then-  unBnish'd  loves. 
Dryden's  Turtles. 

« In  the  lifis  of  Virail,  prefixed  to  Mr.  Dryden't 
tnadatki,  we  have  the  following  remark :  "  We 
*any  observe,  oo  this  ocoasion,  it  is  an  art  peculiar 
to  Virgil,  to  Ultimate  the  event  by  some  preceding 
aoeideot  He  hardly  ever  deacribea  the  rising  of 
Oa  Sun  hut  with  some  circumstance  which  Ibre-sig- 
Bifiei  the  fortune  of  the  day.  P6r  instance,  when 
Aoeas  leaves  Africa  and  queen  Dido,  he  thus  de- 
scribes the  fotal  morning : 

Tithcfli  croceam  Unqoens  Aurora  cubile. 
A»d  foe  tbe  remark  we  stand  indebted  to  tiieci 
ItncaofMlio. 

>*  See  DUo^  speeehM,  Yirg.  B.  4. 


Vaupi  aot  thyealf  from  great  SoribbBrns  ipnipg  ; 

Thy  coward  soul  belies  thy  boastful  tongue. 

Thee  not  the  leamad  Baithius'  daugbVer  bof^ 

Bred  'i^idst  the  rooks  of  aooUa^s  barren  sboia  ^, 

Tbe  lifeless  afttpring  of  ber  blaated  trees, 

NursVl,  hs  brought  fofth,  amidatthy  kiodfed  goeie^ 

Ah,  whither  do  my  various  peaikms  mve  ? 

Still  must  I  ceosare  whom  1  still  must  lave  ? 

How  could'st  thou,  cruel,  from  thy  OQonrt  rm. 

The  sacred  rites  of  Hymen  but  began  ? 

Scom'd  and  neglected  <icave  the  miptial  bed. 

And  all  the  mighty  debt  of  love  unpaid  ? 

Oh  !  had  you  but  bestowed  one  food  embmc% 

Ere  yet  you  fled  Arom  this  oace  valued  hc^i 

Perhaps  I  bad  not  then  despaired  to  aee 

Some  young  ScriUenis,  beav'niy  fhtr,  like  thee. 

If  fate*  raluotaat  to  complete  my  joy. 

Denied  tbe  bkasiag  of  a  sprightly  boy. 

Some  embrin  mmblauce  of  thy  form  diviim  ^, 

At  least  bad  floated  in  the  gl^sy  shrine. 

Fond  flatf  nag  hepe  possesaioo  had  supply^. 

Nor  bad  you  left  me  so  fbrtom  a  bride. 

Fir'd  at  that  sacred  name,  again  contest 

The  jarring  passionahi-my  bleeding  breast 

The  friendless  vagrant,  not  content  to  save, 

Rare  arts  1  taught,  and  choicest  presents  gave ; 

Not  ev'n  ouiself  wHh-held;  but  fondly  led 

The  coward  boaster  to  my  bridal  bed-— 

Now  signs  arc  seen  'T— now  Saturn  .omens  sends— 

And  visions  bode,  and  augury  portends— 


^  Nee  tibi  diva  parene  • 


r  Sod  duns  geauit  to  cautibus  horrens 
Cauoasui^  HyroftMlW|oe  admorunt  ubera  tigres. . 

Vii^.  L.  4. 
^  These  ^peese  are  frequent  in  the  western  isles 
of  Scotland,  and  commonly  kaown  by  the  name  (^ 
barnacles,  which  word  our  great  philosopher  derixes 
from  bftafia  a  child,  and  aac  aa  oak,  Saxoa.    The 
lefrend  of  them  informs  us  that  they  grow,  out  of 
rotten  trees  by  tbe  bilt  mt  fruit  by  its  stalL 
As  bcirnactes  turn  Solan  geeae 
In  th'  islands  of  the  Orcades. 

Hudibraa. 
^  Saltum  in  qua  mihi  do  te  suseepta  fnisset 
Ante  fugam  soboles :  si  quis  mihi  parvulns  aula 
Laderet  iBneas,  qui  te  taatura  ore  refbrrat, 
Non  equidera  omninocapta  aut  deserta  viderer. 

^'  Virg.  L.  4. 

Had  you  deMrr'd,  at  least,  your  hasty  flight, 
And  left  behmd  some  pledge  of  our  delight^ 
Some  babe  to  bless  the  mother's  moumfol  sight ; 
Some  young  /Eneas  to  supply  your  place, 
AVbosc  features  might  express  his  fklliei*lB  fkoe: 
I  should  aot  then  compiam  to  live  bereft 
Of  all  my  htisband,  or  be  wholly  left 

Dryd, 
^  The  breaks  in  this  speech  bear  a  near  resem- 
blance to  the  interrupted  sense  which  iathe  striking 
merit  of  that  admired  speech  of  Dida 

■  Ejectum  littore  egenum 

Excepi,  et  regiii  demens  in  parte  locavi  ■. 

Heu  fiiriis  inoensa  foror  nunc  augur  Apollo 

Nunc  Lyciie  sortea.  -^-^— —  nunc,  &c. 

Virg.  B.  4. 

Tm  surprising  that  Mr.  Dryden  should  so  IHtle 

feel  the  force  of  these  breaks,  as  to  fbist  io  a  con* 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


9S6 


CAMBRIDOFS  POEMS 


Snclioares,  ibrfooth,  disturb  the  ptaoefol  Ibwl^ 
Aad^  «ti9ireai  poor  loren  flies  the  owl  «. 
If  ere  foturity  by  signs  was  known. 
To  me  some  omen  had  thy  baseness  shown ; 
Victinu  had  wanted  ^  ev*ry  nobler  part, 
jUid,  to  denote  thee  truly,  chief  the  heart.' 

*'  Her  rueful  inoaningB  my  compaasiott  mora, 
And  to  my  breast  recall  affrighted  love. 
I  feel  bis  dictates  o'er  my  fears  prevail, 
And  call  to  change  our  course  and  shift  the  sail. 
But  oh  }  I  scarce  had  giv^the  tardy  woid. 
Ere  her  rash  hand  her  bleeding  bosom  gor'd« 
Sbock'd  at  the  dreadful  sight,  ply  e?>ry  oar, 
Eager,  1  cry,  and  instant  make  the  shore— 
BousM  by  my  well-known  voice,  again  reviva 
Her  drooping  spirits,  and  she  strives  tQ  live. 
When  lo  I  vindictive  Saturn  reaoh'd  the  strand, 
Aifed  setz'd  the  plica  with  relestlem  hand. 
Then  wsVd  akift  his  glittering  scythe  in  air, 
And  CTopt,  for  ever  cropt,  the  fetal  hair  ^. 
A  deathfel  slumber  clos'd  her  baantcons  eyes : 
And  her  freed  soul  regam'd  her  native  skies.*' 


TBB 

3C&IBLBRIAD. 

BOOK  TBB  rOVKTH. 


AtOVMBirr. 

iTbe  Queen  eppearing  to  SoriMeras,  as  he  lies  in  a 
•WOOD,  in^Mms  him  that  all  his  misfortunes  are 
owing  to  the  murder  of  the  Acrostic,  for  whose 
death  he  must  make  atonement,  and  celebrate 
games  to  his  memory.  The  hero  returns  to  the 
violated  island,  and  submisaively  sues  for  peace. 
Then  follow  the  games.  Scriblerus  establishes  a 
lasting  friendship  with  the  islanders,  end  retires 
loaded  with  prenents.  He  pursues  his  oourse  up 
the  Red  Sea,  and  tievels  over  the  deseit  to  Cairo. 
He  bnedy  touches  bis  journey  trom  th^ipe  in 

neotive  sentence,  where  Virgil  has  visa>ly  intended 
the  transitioo  should  be  most  abrupt 

I  rave,  I  mve,  a  god's  command  be  pleads. 
And  makes  Heav'n  acoessary  to  his  deeds. 
Now  Lycian  lots,  and  now,  Jtc 
'     M  Nothing  is  more  natural  than  for  e  person^ 
thoroughly  eoaq[»erated  to  fly  out  in  sallies  of  sar- 
castic wit.    Of  this  kind  is  that  celebrated  speech 
of  Mo. 

Scilicet  is  superis  labor  est :  ea  cuia  quietoi 
SoUicitat     m 

I  sequcre.ltaliam  ventis,  pete  regna  per  undas. 
Spero  equidem  mediis,  d^c 
^CittAa.    What  say  the  augurs? 
MissmoBa.    They  woukl  npt  have  you  to  stir 
fofth  to  day : 
Phickmg  the  enti^ls  of  an  offering  forth, 
They  could  not  flod  a  heart  within  the  beast 

CiKAa.    Thegodsdothisin  shame  of  oowardioej 
Cflssar  should  be  a  beast  without  a  heart, 
If  he  should  stay  at  home  to  day  for  fear< 

Julius  Oesar,  Act  2. 
40  See  the  death  of  Dido,  Vug.  B.  4.  the  end. 
To  cut  the  plica  Polomce  is  ooc$aio  death.    See 
p.26t.K.  U. 


quest  of  the  petrified  dty,  and  ootdudes  with  hie 
affliction  for  the  loss  of  his  treasures.  Thepilgrima 
condolny  with  him  thereon,  are  interrupted  bf 
an  omen  which  they  interpret  in  his  fevour  s  tbe« 
praying  for  his  success,  and  presenting  him  witk 
the  most  valuable  of  their  treasures^  they  deport. 


*'  Mr  shudd'rmg  frame,  umierv'd  with  borroor,  suok 
Extended  on  the  deck  a  lifeless  trunk. 
My  soul  oucumber'd  with  corpoieal  ties, 
At  large  thro*  fency's  boundless  emphe  flies. 
Full  in  my  sight  the  queeo'k  lov'd  form  appears. 
Awakes  reflexion,  and  renews  my  tean. 
But  soon  her  voice  my  ristng  griefe  forbad, 
And  thus  began  the  visionary  shade. 

<*  *  I  ceme  not  fondly  to  upbraid,  but  show 
The  frital  origin  of  all  thy  woe. 
And  to  direct  its  core.    Fhnn  one  rash  deed, 
Th*  Aorastk's  murder,  all  thy  woes  proceed. 
Then  seek  with  speed  the  violated  coast; 
With  sacrifloe  appease  his  ii^ur^  ghost 
Games  and  lustiutbni  must  avert  thy  doom. 
And  rites  exequial  grace  his  honour'dtomh. 
Yet,  ere  from  henoe  the  parting  sail  you  tpitm^ 
Be  one  sad  oAoe  to  my  mem'ry^  pead. 

«  <  In  yon  lone  grove's  remotest  comer  etaada 
A  structure,  rais'd  by  these  ill  feted  hands. 
Huge  intermingling  fibrous  roots,  dispos'd 
With  curious  art,  a  pyramid  compos'd. 
Bones  Wd  the  walls,  in  rustic  order  plac'd  : 
The  gloomy  loof  the  smoke  of  tapers  gmcM : 
Skulls  grinn'd  around,  and  ashes  lay  beneath : 
The  buw'r  of  Contemplation  and  of  Death. 
Here  as  1  sat  and  moan'd  my  widow'd  love 
With  tears,  my  hapless  hands  asbestos  >  wove. 
And  formed  a  shroud.    To  this  my  cetae  intrust. 
And  save  my  ashes  from  the  vulgar  dust: 

^  Asbetfns  is  a  mineral  substance  of  a  whitish 
silver  colour,  and  a  wooUy  texture,  coosistii^  of 
small  threads  or  longitudinal  fibres,  endued  wMi 
the  wonderful  property  of  resisting  fire,  and  remaia- 
ing  unoonsumed  in  the  mAst  intense  heat  The  in^ 
dustry  of  mankind  has  found  a  method  of  working 
this  mineral,  and  employhig  it  in  divers  manofec- 
tures,  chiefly  doth  and  paper. 

l*his  kind  of  linen  cloth  was  highly  esteemed  by 
the  ancients,  and  then  better  known,  and  more 
common  than  among  us. 

Pliny  L  18.  cap.  1.  says,  he  himself  had  seen 
napkins  thereof,  which  being  taken  foul  from  Hie 
table,  after  a  feast,  were  thrown  into  the  fire,  and 
by  that  means  were  better  scoured  than  if  they  luul 
been  washed  ia  water :  but  Its  principal  use,  ae^ 
cording  to  Pliny,  was  for  the  making  of  shrouds* 
for  royal  funerals,  to  wnp  up  the  corpse,  so  aa  the 
ashes  might  be  preserved  distinct  from  that  of  the 
wood  whereof  the  funeral  pile  was  composed :  and 
the  princes  or  Tartary,  aocoiding  to  the  accounta 
in  the  Philosophical  Tan8actknis,.stiil  use  it  at  thk 
day  in  bomtog  their  d^» 

A  handkerchief  or  pattern  of  this  linen  was  pre- 
sent^ to  the  Royal  Society,  a  foot  king,  and  half 
a  foot  broad.  This  gave  two  proofs  of  its  irsislinn 
fire;  though  in  both  «?qienmaQls  it  lost  above  three 
drams  in  its  weight 
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Wbjle  qokk-coafoming  flames  at  once  devour 
My  poor  fcaMins,  and  death-devoted  bower. 
With  Barbie  then  the  pyrmmid  replace  $ 
And  let  my  bones  iniim*d  the  tununtt  grace.' 
With  sishs  »b«  ended  ^    Thrice  in  vain  I  strove 
To  clasp  the  fleeting  object  of  my  love. 
She  flies  my  grasp  unfelt,  as  shadows  pass. 
Or  hands  protruded  from  lhe,concave  glass  \ 

*'  Obedient  to  the  visionary  fsir. 
Her  obsequies  employ  oar  pious  care. 
The  pile  consum'd,  with  marble  we  replace. 
And  with  her  bones  inuni'd  the  snounit  grace. 
Then  naked  run,  in  frantic  courses,  round  [crown*d. 
Th'   anointed    tomb «  with   flow'rs   and   chaplets 
Such  mystic  rites  to  great  Pelidcs*^  shade. 
Oh  Xauthus*  banks,  £mathia's  hero  paid. 

**  With  prosperous  winds  we  sail.    The  joyful  crew 
Timnsported  hail  the  wbhM-lbr  shores  in  view. 
Scraight  we  select  a  venerable  band ; 
The  peaceful  olive  waves  in  every  hand. 
Onwmxd  they  march,  and  to  the  chiefii  explain 
Our  deep  Qoutriiion  for  th*  Acrostic  slain : 
And  sue  for  peace.    The  bards  accept  our  love 
With  mutual  zeal,  and  to  the  temple  move 
To  ratify  their  vows.    An  awfiil  shrine  1 
Sacred  to  Pbcebus  ^;  where  at  once  combme 
IVhate'er  of  splendour,  beauty,  grace,  or  art, 
Tht  most  exalted  fancy  can  impart. . 
Kor  yields  this  pile  to  that  celestial  fane. 
The  work  of  Voksan  in  th'  etherial  plain  ^. 

*'  Within  the  dome,  in  lofty  niches  stood 
Six  statues  carv'd  of  cedar's  od'rous  wood  ''• 
The  sacred  iMod  great  Triphk>dorus  ^  leads  ^ 
High  o*er  the  baffled  alphabet  he  treads. 

s  Ter  conatos  ibi  oollo  dare  brachia  circam> 
Ter  fmstrm  comprensa  menus  efiiigit  imago. 
Par  levibus  ventis  volucrique  simillima  sonmOi 

Virg.  iEn.  B.  ft. . 
And  thrice  ahoot  her  neck  my  arms  I  flung  ; 
And  thrice  deceived  on  vain  embracer  hung  ^ 
Light  as  an  empty  dream  at  break  of  day, 
Or  as  a  blast  of  wind,  she  rush'd  away. 

Dryden. 
s  This  phenomenon  (which  is  the  greatest  of  all 
deceptions  in  optics)  is  well  known  to  thoae  who 
have  seen  the  concave  mirror.  If  a  man  moves  his 
hand  towards  the  focus  of  the  glass,  the  reflected 
image  will  appear  to  come  out  and  touch  it,  and 
the  shadow  of  the  fingers  intermix  and  play  with 
the  real  fingers. 

« *'  Alexander  when  he  visited  Troy,  honoured 
the  heroes  who  were  buried  there;  especially 
Achilles,  whose  tomb  he  anointed,  and,  with  his 
friends,  as  the  Ancient  custom  was,  ran  naked 
about  his  sepulchre,  and  crowned  it  with  garlands." 
Plutait^s  Life  of  Alex. 

•  See  Oimciad,  B.  4.  NotA.on  Phoebus. 

•  Described  by  Ovid,  B.  2. 

Hegia  solis  erat  suUimibus  alta  columnis 
diu^a  micante  auro,  flammasque  imitante  py- 
ropo,  &c. 
1  See  the  description  of  Latinu$*s  palace  and  the 
six  statues.     Virg.  An.  B.  7. 

•  "  Triphiodonis  the  lipogrammatist  composed 
an  odywi^  or  epic  poem,  on  the  adventures  of 
Ulyases,  consisting  of  94  books,  having  entiiely 
banished  the  letter  A  from  hb  first  book,  which  was 
ealled  Alpha  (as  kicus  a  non  lucendo)  becan«c 
there  was  not  an  Alpha  in  it.    His  second  book  was 


Next  him  th*  intrepid  Chosrilus  '  appears  > 
His  boastful  hand  the  royal  bounty  bears. 
Elate  with  ancient  praise,  old  Bavins  sits : 
There  Leoninus  ^^  first  of  ooodem  wits. 
On  the  proud  elephant,  in  triumph,  thron'd, 
Quemo  >>,  with  Rome's  imperial  laurel  crown'd. 
Shakes  his  anointed  head,  in  act  to  speak. 
While  tears  of  joy  run  trickling  down  his  cheek* 
The  next,  a  lofty  poetess  was  seen ; 
Beauteous  her  fisce,  majestic  was  her  mien. 
Severe  reward  of  pride  f  that  tovely  form 
No  more  thy  transmigrated  soul  shall  warm  ; 
Changed  to  a  bird,  for  ever  duom'd  to  fly 
With  party-colour'd  plumes,  a  chattering  pye  *'. 

*'  Soon  as  I  tread  the  temple's  sacred  floor, 
7*he  laurel  shakes,  the  hollow  caverns  roar : 
Bedew'd  with  sweat  ^\  each  awful  image  stood 
And  big  round  drops  fell  from  the  hallow'd  wood** 
The  vulgar  tremble,  and  would  quit  tha  fane. 
But  the  skill'd  seer  pronounc'd  their  terrours  vain. 
'  No  threatened  ills  these  boding  signs  portend  : 
The  great  Scriblerus  comes,  your  deadest  friend. 
A  copious  subject  for  your  labouHd  song. 
To  tire  each  hand,  and  weary  ev'ry  tongue : 
Th'  extensive  theme  his  glorious  deeds  afibrd. 
Shall  sweat  six  welUbreath'd  poets  to  record.' 
He  said :  and  bade  them  ply  the  genial  feast. 
Thence,  sated,  all  retire  to  needful  rest. 

'*  Soon  as  Aurora's  beams  disperse  the  gloom» 
The  pious  crowd  surround  th'  Acrostic's  tomb : 
With  solemn  pomp  begin  the  rites  dirine. 
Pouring  the  tepid  milk  and  sparkling  wine. 
And  consecrated  flour — ^when,  round  the  grave. 
Strange  to  relate,  the  ground  was  seen  to  heave. 
A  batten'd  mole  arises  midst  the  heaps  ^^ 
Of  crumbled  earth,  and  to  the  viands  creeps : 

inscribed  Beta,  for  the  same  reason.  In  short,  the 
poet  excluded  the  whole  twenty-four  letters  in  their 
turns,  and  showed  them  one  after  another,  that  fab 
could  do  his  business  without  them."  Spectator, 
No.  59. 

9  Ocatos  Alexandro  Regi  magno  fuit  ille 

Rettulit  acceptos,  regale  numisma,  Philippos. 

10  Author  of  the  Leonine  or  rhyming  verse. 
Trajicit  L  verbis  virtutem  illude  superbus. 

Virg.  lib.  9.  1.  634. 
is  a  proof  that  Virgil  admired  this  sort  of  verse, 
notwithstanding  the  following  false  assertion  of  Mr. 
Dryden  in  the  preface  to  his  translation. 

'*  Virgil  had  them  in  sqch  abhorrence,  that  he 
would  rather  make  a  false  syntax  than  such  a 
verse  as  this  of  Ovid." 

Vir  precor  uxori,  frater  succurre  sorori. 

11  See  the  note  on  B.  2.  line  1 1th  of  the  Dunciad. 
13  A  line  taken  finom  Dryden's  Virgil,  B.  7.  in 

the  transformation  of  Pious. 

13  '*  Among  other  prodigies  that  preceded  the 
march  of  Alexander's  army  towards  Persia,'  the 
image  of  Orpheus  at  libethra,  made  of  cypress 
wood,  was  seen  to  sweat  in  great  abundance,  to  the 
discouragement  of  many ;  but  Aristander  told  bim, 
that  far  from  presaging  any  ill  to  him,  it  signified 
he  should  perform  things  so  important  and  glorious, 
as  should  make  the  poets  and  musicians  of  future 
age^  labour  and  sweat  to  describe  and  celebrate 
them."    Plutarch. 

1^  See  Virg.  I.  5.  Where  the  serpent  oomes  finon 

the  tomb  of  Anchiset.  C^  r^r>.rAr> 
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Afoand  be  ttrayt,  tlit  rich  Ubtttion  nps. 
And  tastes  the  lacrad  flour  with  hannleM  1^ 
Thus  fed  trith  holy  food,  the  woud'nnis  guest 
Within  the  hollow  tomb  retires  to  rest  ^. 

**ThteI:  'Suspect  no  more,  thrice  honoured  traio, 
GUI' tows  rejected,  or  histnition  Tahi. 
See  the  foniliar  of  th*  industrious  dead, 
PropiftkNis  omen,  on  our  off*rings  fbd  ! 
Or  shall  we  deem  him  genius  of  the  ptaee  ><, 
By  PbcBhos  sent  our  festal  pomp  to  grace  ? 

" '  Yon  sloping  hill's  umbrageous  side  commands 
The  spacious  ocean  and  the  letnsl  sands : 
The  living  maible  there  shall  jricid  a  seat, 
WUIeaoleDUi  games  i''  the  hajlowod  riles  oompleat 
Tbith^  the  prizes  bring  ordain'd  to  grace 
The  rapid  victor  hi  th'  atrial  race.* 

^  Before  the  rest  an  ox  majestic  stalks : 
Sol  monstrous  legs  support  him  as  he  walks. 
On  his  bold  ftont  he  rolls  three  glaring  eyes, 
And  twice  tan  vulgar  oocen  was  his  price  i^. 
DeidemoB  next  conducted  to  the  shore 
A  fomale  captive  valued  but  at  four  '9. 
To  her,  Bfochaoo,  all  thy  arts  were  known, 
To  strain  the  bandage,  or  replace  the  bone. 

**  My  Jiweirmg  heaituaaWe  to  restrain, 
I  rose,  and  thus  addrest  the  list'oing  train. 
*  Behold  3fon  matchless  beast  ordam'd  to  grace  ^, 
The  rapid  victor  in  th*  a^lrial  race. 
Nose  fhxn  ourself  that  prise  sbouM  bear  away  ; 
But  not  for  triumph  is  this  mounrful  day. 
Far  other  thoughts  my  sorrowhig  hours  employ. 
And  sad  oontrition  hdids  the  place  of  joy. 

>^  Two  Imes  from  Drydei^  Virgil. 
>^  Incertns  geaiumM  loci  fomnlumne  parentis 
Esseputot?  Vifg.  B.5. 

Scriblerus*s  C0D(}ectuTe  will  be  found  to  be  highly 
judicious,  when  we  consider  that  indostary  is  the 
cbaracteriitic  of  these  islanders  in  common  with 
this  animaU  This  is  allowed  them  by  Mr.  Pope  in 
the  following  line: 

Pains,  study,  learning,  are  their  just  pretence. 
1''  See  Uhid,  B.  23.  Odyts.  B.  6.  An.  B.  5.  Sta- 
tius  Thebaid,  B.  6. 

^  Though  the  image  of  an  ok  was  stampt  on 
some  of  the  eariiest  coins,  it  is  the  opinion  of  the 
most  accurate  critics,  that,  in  Homer's  time,  or  at 
least  m  the  times  he  wrote  of,  the  course  of  ex- 
change  was  carried  o»  by  real  oami,  brass,  iron,  or 
slaves ;   but  the  specific  valoe  of  things  denomi- 
nated always  by  oien  ;  whkh  being  lesa  variable  m 
worth  than  accidental  lumps  of  nawrougbt  metal,  or 
slaves,  which  might  diffnr  in  sex*  a^e,  or  capacity, 
were  supposed  to  keep  the  nearest  to  a  standard. 
This  opinkm  is  ooofirmad  by  seme  Unas  at  the  end 
ofthf  Ttiibookofthelllad. 
19  This  Une  is  taken  from  Pope's  Iliad,  B.  23. 
A  massy  tripod  for  the  vidor  lies. 
Of  twice  SB  Qsen  its  leputed  price : 
And  next,  the  loser's  spirits  to  restore, 
A  female  captive  ^ued  but  at  fonr. 
«>  See  the  speech  ef  Adiilles,  lUad.  23. 
Behold  the  pricea,  valiant  Otedn  !  decreed 
To  the  bsave  ffultrs  cf  the  mdng  ileed  ; 
Pricea  which  nooe  beside  our  adtf  coidd  gam. 
Should  our  immortal  couisars  take  the  plain ; 
Bat  this  no  time  our  vigour  to  diqilay. 
Nor  suit  with  them  the  gamaa  ef  thai  sad  day. 

Pope. 


Let  brteker  yonths  theh*  active  nerves  prepare. 
Pit  their  light  silken  whigs,  and  skim  the  buxom  sir.' 
Mov'd  by  my  words,  two  youths  of  equal  fire 
Spring  from  the  croud,  and  to  the  prize  aspire. 
The  one  a  German  of  distingubh'd  fame  : 
His  rival  from  prq^ectlng  Britain  came. 
They  spread  their  wings,  and  with  a  rising  boond, 
Swift  at  the  word  together  quit  the  ground. 
The  Briton's  rapid  flight  outstrips' the  wind  : 
llie  lab'ring  Qerfnan  urges  cloit  behind. 
As  some  light  bark,  pnrsu*d  by  ships  of  force. 
Stretches  each  sail  to  sweN  her  swifter  course. 
The  nimble  Briton  firom  bis  rival  flies. 
And  soars  en  bolder  pinions  to  the  skies. 
Sudden  the  string,  which  bound  his  plumage,  broke ; 
His  baked  arms  in  jri^iDjr  ur  he  shook : 
His  naked  arms  no  more  support  his  weight. 
But  fail  him  sinking  filom  hie  any  height. 
Yet  as  he  falls,  so  chance  or  fate  decreed. 
His  rival  near  him  org*d  his  winged  speed. 
Not  imobserv'd,  (despair  suggests  a  ^loogbt) 
Fast  by  the  foot  the  heedless  youth  he  caught. 
And  drew  th'  insulting  victor  to  the  ground : 
While  rocks  and  woods  with  loud  applause  resound. 
**Tben  I:  <  Behold  yon  matchless  youth compell'd 
By  fortune,  not  superior  skill,  to  yield 
His  juster  glories  in  Che  well  Bown  field. 
But  not  unhonourM  shall  he  hah  away. 
Or  giftless  mourn  this  unauspicious  day. 
Yon  damsel,  for  the  present,  eints  not  iH : 
For  much,  alas !  he  wants  her  ablest  skill ; 
And  to  his  tent,  ere  morning,  shall  be  brought 
A  statue  of  resplendent  metals  wrought ; 
Where  Icarus  his  silver  wings  expands. 
And  boasts  the  labour  of  his  father's  hands  si.> 
Now  for  those  cbiefii  who  cut  their  calmer  way 
Beneath  the  boistVous  surface  of  the  sea  ^, 
Vwotn  the  tall  bark  the  rich  rawards  are  bonie: 
And  first  was  seen  great  Amnion's  twisted  boro. 
By  nature^  hand  exprest  in  naassive  stone: 
Twice  she  stout  porters  with  the  burthen  groan. 
Rich  Surinam  ^  prodneM  the  oecond  prize  ; 
A  toad  proUfic,  of  enoimoos  size. 

21  Some  eritaci  have  asserted,  that  this  itatiie 

could  not  he  ths  work  of  Dedalus;   andforprodf 

of  thoir  assertion,  bring  the  lines  of  Virgil,  which 

wtshall  subjoin,  though  we  think  them  of  no  weight 

against  the  known  vnracity  cf  oar  author. 

— —  Tuqnoq;  magnam  [rei. 

Partem  opere  in  tanto;  sineret  dolor,  Icare,  habe* 

Bis  ponatns  trat  casus  effingere  in auro; 

Bis  patrin  oacidere  mamis. 

Virg;  Lib.  &  1.3a 
Here  hapless  leans  had  found  bis  pait; 
Had  net  the  father's  grief  rastraro^  his  ait 
He  twice  essayd  to  cast  his  son  in  gold;  [moiiML 
Twice  fixtt  bis  handi  he  dropped  the  fermfag 

Drjdok 

*>  S6e  note  on  aahmarinn  navig.  B.  2.  [pi  260.  j 

<3The  Surinam  bead  produces  its  young  out  of 

its  back  in  their  perfect  shape,  after  baring  been 

hatched  fioai  eggs  contained  in  certain  cells  srilbia 

the  skin. 

Mr.  Bmdiey,  mhb  Woricsaf  Nature,  p^  126^ssyi, 
he  has  obaerved  this  creature  m  three  diftreot 
states.  In  the  first,  the  poras  of  the  back  wtvcsU 
clooad,  excep«ing  thee  or  fbnr,  whk±  bMan  to  be 
foreed  open  by  the  ^^s  1<M%«A  n  <^  ^'^  ^^^ 
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n'tgb  on  htt  pregnant  bnsk  ber  young  tre  born, 
(  Her  pregDODi  bock  with  frequent  labour  toro) 
Thro'  her  bnrft  skin  they  force  tbeir  painful  way, 
And  issue  a  portentous  birth,  to  day. 
To  grace  the  third,  a  flowing  rube  was  brought : 
Of  spider's  web  the  curious  texture  wrong;ht  *<. 
**  First,  great  Agrippe  to  the  prize  pretends : 
From  leam^j  Cornelius*  lineage  he  descends. 
His  skilful  band  the  speedy  Mermaid  guides 
Safe  (toBk  tempestuous  winds  and  thwarting  tidesb 
Next,  kiog-inur'd  beneath  the  waves,  to  dwell  ^^, 
The  two  descendants  of  the  great  DrebelL 

In  the  second  state,  all  the  pores  in  the  skin  of  the 
beck  were  so  much  opened  that  be  could  plainly 
discern  the  points  of  the  eggs  within  them.  And 
In  the  third,  (which  he  gives  a  picture  of)  ]rouDg 
ooea  were  perfectly  ibnniBd  in  all  the  cells  of  the 
back. 

*«  In  tlM  year  1710,  M.  Bon  discovered  the  art 
of  making  silk  of  the  webs  of  spiders,  for  an  account 
of  which  we  refer  the  reader  to  a  dissertation  on 
the  sul^ect  published  by  him.  Mr.  Reaumur  has 
obyeded  difficulties  to  tliis  manufacture,  which  are 
printed  in  the  memoirs  of  the  academy.  He  sug- 
gests that  the  natural  forgcity  of  these  animals  rea- 
den  them  unfit  to  he  bred  and  kept  together.  But 
thb  difficulty  will  vanish,  when  we  find  npon  cal- 
cnlatioo  that  so  small  a  number  as  663,553  only 
are  required  to  make  a  whole  pound  of  the  silk. 

^  Mr.  Boyle  tells  us  h^  received  an  account  of 
the  sncoess  of  this  experiment  from  an  excelletit 
masheoMitician,  who  was  informed  of  it  by  one  who 
WM  in  the  vessel  at  the  time  of  triak  He  then 
proceeds  to  the  method  of  purifying  the  air. 
*'  Having  had  the  curiosity  sind  opportunity  to 
mnke  partiettlar  inqntries  among  the  relations  of 
Drebalf,  and  especially  of  an  ingenious  physician 
that  married  his  daughter,  concerning  the  grounds 
upon  which  he  conceived  it  feasible  to  make  men 
uvaccosioaied  to  conkinne  so  long  under  water 
withawt  sfrfibcation,  or  (as  the  lately-mentioned 
persoo  that  wmA  in  the  vetisel  affirms)  without  in- 
cewvenience;  I  was  answered,  that  Drebell  con- 
ceived that  it  was  not  the  whole  body  of  the  air, 
bot  »  certain  quiniessenee  (as  chymists  speak)  or 
spirilBons  part  of  it,  that  makes  it  fit  fur  re^pira* 
tJoB,  wfaicli  being  spent,  the  remaining  grosser  body, 
or  earcaae,  (if  I  nufty  so  call  it)  of  the  air,  is  unable 
to  cberish  the  vital  fiame  residing  in  the  heart.  So 
that  fcr  angirt  1  oonld  gather,  besides  the  mecha- 
nical contxivesMie  of  the  vessel,  he  had  a  cbymioal 
liquor,  which  he  acoofmted  the  chief  secret  of  the 
sobmajiBC  navigation.  For  when  from  time  to 
tiase  be  peiKived  that  the  tiaet  and  purer  part  of 
the  air  was  consumed  or  over-clogged  by  the  respi- 
ration  nod  steams  of  those  that  went  in  his  s^, 
be  wottld,  by  unstopping  a  vessel  full  of  this  liquor, 
^wedily  restore  to  the  troubled  air  such  a  propor* 
tsoDof  vital  parts  as  wouki  make  it  again  for  a  good 
while  fit  lor  respiration,  whether  by  dissipating  or 
preei|Mfeating  the  grosser  exhalations,  or  by  some 
other  inteUigibie  way,  I  must  not  new  stay  to  ex- 
nmjmt  ;  cosAenting  myself  to  add,  that  having  had 
the  opportunity  to  do  some  service  to  those  of  his 
lelatiaoa  that  wtrw  most  intimate  with  him,  and  bav- 
iof  aide  it  my  boMoesf  to  leam  what  this  strMge 
bqoQV  might  ba^  Ibey  oonslantiy  affim^  that  Dfe- 
Ml  woold  Dtfrcr  diMkie  the  liquor  UDto  any,  nor 


One  guides  the  Crocodile's  stapeodoiit  siae  | 
Six  banks  of  oars,  in  six  degrees,  arise  ^: 
The  othej^  in  the  lighter  Hydra  flies. 

"  Far  m  the  sea  a  grove  of  coral  stood. 
The  waves  o'ersbadowiog  with  a  brandling  wood. 
To  this,  their  destined  goal,  they  urge  their  fiigbt. 
And,  at  the  stated  signal,  sink  from  sight ; 
Their  oars  now  move  with  wide-expanded  sweep. 
And  now  return  contracted  thro*  the  deep. 
The  Hydra  leads  :  Drebell,  elate  of  soul. 
His  rival  eyes,  regardless  of  the  goal : 
With  fond  assurauce  deems  the  prize  his  own  | 
And  oft  in  thought  he  weighs  tbie  ponderous  stone* 

'*  O  justest  picture  of  the  human  mind  ^, 
Rash  tho*  unknowing,  confident  tho'  blind. 
Plung'd  in  the  depths  of  errour,  we  decree  1 
Boldly  we  judge  of  what  we  dimly  see  ; 
And,  too  impatient  for  Truth *s  sober  pace. 
We  follow  light-winged  Hope's  delusive  chaoe. 
Some  air-drawn  phantom  leads  our  eyes  astray. 
Blind  to  the  nearer  rooks  wbich  choke  onrdang^ouf- 
way. 

"  1*hus  wrapt  in  thought,the  chief  incautious  di«fe> 
His  vessel's  side  against  th'  entanglmg  grove. 
The  branching  coral  snapt  th'  extended  oara. 
And  the  rash  youth  bis  vanish'd  hopes  deploi«SL 
And  now  tlie  wretch  beholds,  with  je^ous  eyea. 
The  Mermaid  next  advancing  for  the  prize. 
Fraternal  love  a  treach'rous  thought  inspires, 
He  loads  his  engines  with  the  Grecian  fires  ^ : 


so  much  as  tell  the  matter  whereof  he  had  mad* 
it  to  above  one  person,  who  himself  assured  na 
what  it  was."    Boyle's  Works,  Vol.  I.  p.  69. 

^  We  hope  from  henceforward,  the  citation  of 
this  verse  will  be  allowed  a  sufficient  answer  to  all 
seamen  and  mechanics,  who  deny  that  the  ancientv 
used  many  oars  one  abu\*e  another,  and  pretend  to 
dispute  on  a  subject  of  this  natnre  with  those,  who 
have  studied  coins,  bas-reliefr,  and  the  ancient 
poets,  with  the  taste  and  spirit  oiP  true  vertuosi. 

*'  Tiiese  eight  lines,  and  the  apostrophe  ocea* 
sioned  by  the  hero's  disappomtment  in  the  third 
book,  are  distingiiisbably  in  the  taste  of  the  most 
admired  rrflections  of  some  of  our  favourite  authors. 
They  are,  indeed,  of  a  more  modem  cast  (as  well 
in  sentiment  and  expression,  as  in  the  use  of  meta> 
phor)  than  any  thing  we  meet  with  in  this  wh(^ 
work;  therefore  we  hope  they  will  give  great  satis- 
faction to  those,  who  blame  it  for  adhering  too  closely 
to  an  imitation  of  the  ancients. 

^  So  called  because  it  was  invented  by  the  Grieka 
about  the  year  660,  as  is  observed  by  Petavius,  o» 
the  authority  of  Nicetas,  Theophanes  Cedrenns,  &c. 

It  is  composed  of  sulphur,  naptha,  pitch,  gum, 
and  bitumen ;  and  is  only  extinguishaMe  by  vine- 
gar, mixeil  with  sand  and  wine ;  or  with  raw  hides. 
'I'he  inventor,  accerdmg  to  Petavius,  was  an  ai^i- 
neer  of  Heliopolis  in  S^ria,  named  Callinicus,  who 
first  applied  it  in  the  sea-fight  commanded  by  Om- 
stantine  Poconates  against  the  Saracens,  near  Cyzi- 
cus  in  the  Hellespont,  and  with  such  effect,  that  he 
burnt  the  whole  fleet  therewith,  wherein  were  thirty 
thousand  men. 

But  others  will  have  it  of  a  much  elder  datc^  and 
hold  Mavcus  Gracchus  the  inventor ;  which  opinion 
is  supported  by  several  passages,  both  in  the  <9reek 
and  Roman  writen^  which  show  it  to  have  been  an- 
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And,  as  the  rita]  barge  triumpbant  past, 
Againtt  ber  sides  the  fierce  bitomen  cast. 
Wide  rage  the  fires.    The  crew  with  hasty  care. 
The  raw  bull-hides  and  vin^ar  prepare 
To  damp  the  flames,  aod  quit  the  needful  oar  : 
Swift  flies  the  weU-row*d  Crbcodile  before. 
Sweeps  circling  round  the  grove  and  makes  the  shore. 
Now,  her  defrauded  honours  to  regain. 
The  Mermaid  plies  her  oars,  but  plies  in  vain. 
Too  well  the  firaudful  brother's  arts  prevail ; 
Applauding  shouts  her  conquering  rival  haiL 
At  length  the  young  DrebellMes  returns, 
Tho*  l»lf  her  oars  the  crippled  Hydra  mourns. 
As  when  the  hungry  crab  ^  in  India's  main, 
*  Whose  body  two  unequal  legs  sustain, 
Intent  some  oyster's  op'ning  shell  to  |poil. 
Mores  to  the  gaping  prey  with  aukward  toil ; 
His  larger  claw,  with  treach'rous  pebbles  loeid. 
Drives  hite  obliquely  sidelmg  from  the  road ; 
The  Hydra  tiius,  impell'd  by  partial  force, 
Steer'd  thro*  the  waves  her  lame  and  tardy  course. 
'*  Once  more,  I  thus  bespoke  th'  attentive  train  ; 
'  Advance  the  skilful  marksmen  on  the  plain,  * 
Who  with  the  air's  oomprest  elastic  force. 
From  wind-guns  speed  the  ballet's  rapid  coarse. 
High  on  the  summit  of  yon  lofty  hill. 
The  milk-white  courser  by  the  sculptor's  ildll  ^, 


ciently  used  by  both  those  nafions  in  the  wars.    See 
Scaliger  against  Cardan. 

Constantioe's  successors  used  it  on  divers  occa- 
sions with  equal  advantage  as  himself;  and  what  is 
remarkable  enough  is,  that  they  were  so  happy  as 
to  keep  the  secret  of  the  compontion  to  themselves ; 
80  that  no  other  nation  knew  it  in  the  year  960. 

^  This  species  of  crabs  is  veiy  frequent  in  the 
West  Indies,  and  there  called  the  ndler,  because  in 
its  progress  the  smaller  claw  has  a  motion  not  un- 
like that  of  a  fidler's  arm,  and  the  larger  claw  is 
supposed  to  resemble  the  fiddle.  He  is  remarkable 
for  procuring  his  food  by  the  fbllowing  stratagem  : 
when  he  finds  an  oyster  ot  muscle  with  its  shell 
open,  he  places  a  little  stone,  which  he  carries  in 
bis  larger  claw,  ra  such  a  manner  as  to  prevent  the 
aMl  from  clonng,  then  insertiiig  the  small  claw,  he 
therewith  picks  out  the  meat. 

Virgil,  on  the  like  occasion,  has  introduced  a 
simile  of  a  wounded  serpent,  which,  if  it  be  not 
eqhal  to  this  of  our  author,  we  may  venture  to  say 
it  is  not  the  fault  of  the  poet,  but  of  the  times;  and 
we  shall  not  scruple  to  prrsent  it  to  the  reader,  as 
we  believe  it  to  be  as  good  a  simile  as  ever  'was 
nrrote  before  the  discovery  of  the  West  Indies. 
Qualis  ssspe  vie  deprensus  in  aggere  serpens, 
£rea  quern  obliqnum  rota  transiit,  aut  gravis  ictu 
Seminecem  liquit  saxo  lacerumque  viator  : 
Nequioquam  longos  fugiens  dat  corpore  toftns, 
Pnit  ferox,  ardensque  oculis,  9t  sibila  colla 
Arduus  attollens ; .  |wrs  vnhiere  clauda  retentat 
I^exantem  nodes,  seq;  m  sua  membra  plican- 

|tem. 
Tali  remigio  navis  se  tarda  movebat 

Virg.  JEo.  L.  5. 

90  Soch  representations  on  the  sides  of  hills  are 

^  not  uncommon.    Alexander  designed  to  have  his 

image  represented  on  a  mountahi,  with  a  city  in 

one  band,  and  a  river  in  the  other.    Bat  the  most 

frequent  have  been  those  <^  horses. 


Vast  as  the  Trr^an  horse,  oonspieaotts  stands^ 

And  speaks  the  labour  of  no  vulgar  hands. 

Who  smite  the  steed  shall  share  one  general  prize. 

This  radiant  store  of  matchless  butterflies. 

But  he  whose  happier  ball  with  nicer  aim 

Shall  strike  the  flank,  the  victor's  glory  claim  ; 

For,  on  the  flank,  Laocoon's  furious  dart 

Picrc'd  the  vast  structure  of  Bpcus*  art  3*. 

Be  his  reward  this  valued  volume,  fraught 

With  all  the  stores  of  Wor'ster's  pregnant  thought^.' 

"  I  said:  and  in  the  hallowM  helmet  threw 
The  lots  inscrib'd  ;  the  first  Deidemon  drew. 
His  well-aimed  engine  he  directs  with  care. 
And  instant  frees  the  close-imprison'd  air. 
Tb'  unerring  ball  purso'd  its  rapid  course. 
And  smote,  with  furious  stroke,  the  sacred  hone. 
By  strong  repulsion,  thence  retum'd,  again 
RolPd  back  and  lay,  conspicuous,  on  the  plain  ^. 
The  rest,  by  turns,  succeed  their  art  to  try. 
And  wing  the  pond'rous  metal  thro'  the  sky : 
With  like  amaze  the  prodigy  repeat. 
And  find  the  fotal  bullet  at  their  feet. 

We  have  a  remarkable  description  of  one  by 
a  teamed  antiquary,  in  '<  a  letter  to  Dr.  Mead,  con- 
cerning some  antiquities  in  Berkshnne,  particularly 
showing,  that  the  white  horse;  which  gives  nsBM  to 
tlie  vale,  is  a  monument,  &c.  &c 

"  Our  horse  h  fboned  on  the  side  of  a  steep 
hill.  His  dimensions  are  extended  over  an  sicre  cSf 
ground,  or  thereabouts* 

**  The  hone  at  first  view,  is  enough  to  raise  the 
admiratioa  of  every  curious  spectator,  behig  de- 
signed in  so  master-like  a  manner,  that  it  tony 
defy  the  painter's  skill  to  give  a  more  exact  de- 
scription of  that  animal. 

**  The  neighbouring  inhabitants  have  a  cuitDm 
Vf  scouring  the  horse,  as  they  call  it ;  at  which 
time  a  solemn  festhral  is  celdnrated,  aind  maalike 
games  with  prizes  exhibited. 

**  If  ever  the  genius  of  king  Alfred  exerted  itaelf, 
(and  it  never 'fisiled  him  in  his  greatest  exigences)  it 
did  remarkably  upon  the  account  of  this  trophy. 

**  Though  he  had  not  the  oppoitanity  of  nibing. 
like  other  cooqnerors,  a  stapendoos  moaomeot  of 
brass  or  marble,  yet  he  has  shown  an  admirable 
contrivance,  hi  erecting  one  magnificent  enongh, 
though  simple  in  its  design ;  executed  too  with 
little  labour  and  no  expense,  that  may  hereafter 
vie  with  the  pyramids  for  duration,  and  peHiaps 
exist  when  these  shall  be  no  more.'*  Page  94. 
^  Thi  trqian  horse  was  built  by  Ejpeus. 
— et  ipse  ille  doli  fkbricatdr  Epeti«« 

Virg.  B.  2. 
38  The  Maiqnis  of  WorceWtr's  century  of  inven- 
tions. 

^  There  is  a  wonderfbl  simihtude  betweoi  this 
prodigy,  and  thai  which  Uefbl  Adrastus,  a»  recorded 
by  Statius. 
Campam  emensa  brevi,  fetalis  ah  arbore  tacta, 
Horrendnm  visu,  per  quas  modo  fugerat,  auru, 
Venit  arundo  retro  |  versumque  a  fine  tennrem 
Pertulit,  at  notSD  juxta  ruit  ora  pharetrs. 
Millta  duces  errore  semnt    Hi*  nubila  et  altof 
Oocurrisse  notos.    Adverso  roboris  ictu 
Tela  repulsa  aKi,  penitus  ktet  exitus  ingens, 
Monstratumque  nefiu :  uni  remeabile  belluai ; 
Et  tristes  domino  ipondebat  anmdo  recursosL 

Thabaid,  L.  &  the  end. 
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*■  Mof *d  by  the  impalte  oC  loJbe  power  divioe^ 
1  nov  loolve  the  solemn  gmmes  to  join. 
Wbes  lot  m  stranger  omen  greets  oar  eyes, 
And  ilit  the  gazer  s  soul  with  new  surprise  ; 
Asthio'  the  air  I  drove  the  whizzing  lead, 
Ab  sDbieni  flaose  around  the  meUl  spread  ^: 
Socfa  and  so  bright  yon  argent  circles  glow  3^, 
Which  ceaseless  round  the  orb  of  Saturn  flow  j 
High  o'er  the  rock,  metereous,  it  flies. 
Boras  QoezUnguisb'd  to  the  lofty  skies. 

**  Then  thus  the  bards  explain  the  great  portent: 
<  To  thee,  Scriblerus,  is  this  omen  sent ; 
By  this  unerring  sign  the  Qods  decree 
F^soeful  return  to  all  thy  friends:  to  thee,  * 
Socceuive  scenes  of  wonder  to  explore 
b  rcsliBS  Car  distant  from  thy  native  shore.' 

Fis*d  and  suspended  for  a  while  I  stand  : 
At  kngth  approaching  the  prophetic  band ; 
Peiplex'd,  I  spake :  within  my  dubious  soul, 
Hope  and  distrust,  by  turns,  tumultuous  roU. 

"« Blest  be  the  seerwhosehalloWd  tongue  imparU 
TTwe  sounds  of  comfort  to  our  dubious  hearts  i 
Yet  tfao'  each  omen  point  a  prosp'rous  end, 
Still  o'er  our  heads  th'  Acrostic's  threats  impend : 
0 !  teach  us  by  what  sacritice  or  pray*r 
r  sTert  the  cone,  or  bravely  bow  to  bear : 
And,  if  «o  far  thy  science  reach,  relate 
What  distant  realms  ray  future  toil  await' 
The  seer  replies :   'Suflace  it  that  yott  know 
(For  Saturn's  wrath  forbids  the  rest  to  show)^^ 
A  pfosp'rotts  end  to  all  your  woes  decreed; 
Hko,  spigfat  of  boding  prophecies,  proceed. 
Socb  threats,  nor  fear  to  meet,  nor  wish  to  shmi. 
Perhaps  the  menace  of  an  empty  pun  ». 
Well  hai  thy  care  appeased  th'  Acrostic's  soul  j 
Kb  doubt  remains  thy  poipose  to  controul ; 
With  sp^  to  Egypt's  sacred  coast  repair  j 
Thtre  shall  a  surer  oracle  declare 
Thy  foture  course ;  yet  ere  thou  hence  depart. 
Receive  these  tokens  of  a  friendly  heart' 
fie  said,  and  twelve  resplendent  axes  brought  39* 
Twelve  choice  enigmas  on  the  steel  were  wrought 
A  shepherd's  pipe,  whose  each  decreasing  line 
Besooods  the  honours  of  the  tuneful  Nine. 
Then  inarch  six  bards,  who,  studious  to  rehearse 
Cor  deathless  labours  in  Pindaric  verse, 
Besr  them,  inscrib'd  on  six  expanded  wings, 
Aad  each,  in  turn,  th'  unequal  measure  sings. 

"  Then  joining  hands,  ere  yet  I  thence  withdrew. 
In  words  like  these  I  paid  my  last  adieu  ; 
'  May  Phoebus  ever  bless  this  peaceful  land  ; 
To  endless  time  your  lettered  altap  stand ; 
Still  may  your  groves  their  radiant  fruits  unfold ; 
Still  bkwm  with  sparkling  gems  and  bumish'd  gold : 

^  See  Virg.  JBn,  B.  5.  the  arrow  of  Aoestes^ 
^  By  some  late  observations  made  by  Mr.  Short, 
with  a  reflecting  telescope  whose  focal  length  is  1*3 
feet,  it  appears  that  Saturn's  ring  is  divided  into 
t«o  unequal  parts  by  a  dark  list  (which  may  be 
seen  by  telescopes  of  less  power)  and  that  the  out- 
ward and  lesser  part  is  again  subdivided  by  other 
smaller  lists,  into  several  (apparently  concentric) 
rings. 

3f7  — 


larique  vetat  Satumia  Juno. 
Virg. 


L.  3. 


9  Nee  tu  mensuram  morsus  Jiorr esce  futures 
Fata  viam  invenjent  £n.  B.  2f. 

»SecSpecUtor,No.  5S. 


May  music  flow  from  ev*ry  Naiad's  uni. 

And  echoing  rocks  the  melting  sounds  return. 

Nor  critic  pow'rs  invade  this  blest  retreat. 

To  bruise  your  flow'rets  with  their  hostile  foat'  ^. 

"  And  now  oonfirm'd  our  vows  of  mutual  love ; 
ikjProm  the  gay  coast,  with  mournful  steps,  we  movew 
▼^    "  Six  tedious  weeka  we  spread  the  swelling  sails^ 
And  drive  at  large  before  the  southern  galek 
When  from  Arabia's  spicy  borders,  spring 
The  eastern  breezes,  and  with  od'rous  wing. 
Fanning  the  wanton  air,  around  dispense 
A  grateful  fragrance  to  the  ravish'd  sense. 
The  ErsrthrsMin  sea  before  us  lay 
Our  destio'd  course :  a  far-extended  bay. 
In  twice  ten  days,  the  inmo9t  coast  we  reach. 
And  land  our  treasures  on  the  spacious  beach. 
To  camels  now  consign  the  prenous  load. 
And  toil,  intrepid,  thro'  the  pathless  road ; 
The  fifteenth  sultry  mom's  auspicious  light 
Reveal'd  great  Cairo's  minarets  «i  to  sight 
From  thence  we  joumey'd  o'er  the  desert  plahi : 
There  all  my  treasures,  solace  of  my  pain, 
Sav'd  through  a  thousand  toils,  but  sav'd  in  vain, 
Perish'd  at  once.    This  stroke  no  hodii^  sign  ** 
Foretold :  nor  did  the  dire  Acrostic  join 
Amidst  his  ruthless  curses:  this  surpast 
All  other  woes  :  the  greatest  and  the  last" 

Abrupt  the  hero  ends  the  wond'rous  tale ; 
While  tears  in  torrents  o'er  his  words  prevail ' 
When,  rushing  from  the  sky,  the  bird  of  Jove 
A  team  of  twenty  ducks  before  him  drove : 
With  trembling  wing,  beneath  the  flood  they  shool. 
The  whelming  waves  elude  his  vain  pursuit 
Ruflaed  with  rage,  th'  indignant  tyrant  glows  : 
Till  from  the  stream  a  pamper'd  goose  arose. 
Eager  to  her  he  wings  his  deathfiil  way. 
And  his  strong  talons  seize  the  goodly  prey. 

With  friendly  joys  thus  spake  the  pious  train : 
**  Not  hard  this  mystic  omen  to  explain 
As  yon  proud  bird  indignant  grief  exprest  <^, 
With  wild  disorder'd  flight  and  ruflled  crast, 

^  Nor  bruise  her  flow'rets  with  the  armed  hoofo 
Of  hostile  paces. 

Shakespear's  Henry  IV.  beginning, 
^1  The  minaret  is  a  sort  of  steeple  in  the  form  of 
a  column,  ending  towards  the  top  in  a  cone.   A  lit- 
tle before  it  begins  to  take  its  conic  figure,  it  it 
surrounded  by  a  gallery. 
<2Nec  vates  Helenu$,cum  multohorrenda  mooeret 
Hos  roibi  praedixit  luctus,  non  dira  Celasna 

ViiK.  L.  3*. 
My  dear,  dear  father,  spent  with  age,  I  lost.; 
Ease  of  my  cares,  and  solaee  of  my  paui, 
Sav'd  through  a  thousand  toils,  but  sav'd  in  vain. 
The  prophet,  who  my  future  woes  reveal'd. 
Yet  this,  the  greatest  and  the  worst  conceal'd : 
And  dire  Celaeno,  whose  foreboding  skill 
Denounc'd  all  else,  was  silent  of  this  ill. 

Dryden. 
<3  As  thus  the  plumy  sovereign  of  the  air 
Left  on  the  mountain's  brow  his  callow  care. 
And  wander'd  thro'  the  wide  etherial  way 
To  pour  his  wrath  on  yon  luxurious  prey ; 
So  shall  thy  godlike  father,  toss'd  in  vain 
Thro'  all  the  dangers  of  the  boundless  main 
Arrive 

Pope's  Odyis.  B.  15. 
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Or  wheeling  thro'  Ow  wide  CtMM  Wfty, 
Or  vatttly  h^t*t^  o*er  bis  vsmshHl  prey ; 
Now  rais'd  Ml  Miriidiltg  ifitihtm  i^edcs  tlie  itides, 
AC  leMth  soeoeBslol  m  a  nobler  prke  :   . 
So  iluJ  1  tiMti  meet  tbf  tkilk  rewntd  tA  last. 
And  loM  in  preKMtjoys  thy  9atf*riiigs  p»st 
But  O  f  for  tit  whet  proiAised  boon  ivtnAiM) 
What  gteam  of  hotie  Ibr  an  omr  endless  pains  F 
With  these  bare  feet,  in  v^tn,  yo<i  ha!low*d  grrotiad 
Whole  yeaia  in»  tfod  t  no  praciont  relic  found : 
No  blest  remataii  of  better  dacys  oonM  ttttee 
'Midst  impieoa  OUottan's  nsuipmg  race  ^ 
Where  barbarous  ra|«  the  ftaHMed  forma  defoar*, 
Foe  to  the  thifczel**  eonaecratiiii  pow'ra*  ' 
While  flatleas  drdoea  the  pontin  ehalr  degtiide, 
And  mtw>  won  «w«kena  the  cnnBde." 

They  said,  and  kWk  the  baric  a  p1enieo«n  stoi« 
Of  strong  arahnKoi  to  the  hero  bore  **. 
And  twehre  taint  apples  beauteons  to  behold  *^, 
Whose  riikl  tftfotgent  tfca  irtth  bami^'d  gold. 
Bol,  for  tba  tm%  «  nanseons  pulp  la  found. 
Or  ashes  iit  the  vain  delasiTe  rarnid. 

Tbeaa  ^Irai  the  ctict  rMelvea  with  gTateful  hand. 
And  U  pmiA  Gati«4ead«  the  wearied  band, 
fie  Teneratea  the  sotdan*s  min*d  state  ^ 
And  bums  t*  find  the  pit>phet  of  his  fate. 


TBI 

SCnt^LERtAD. 

aoOK  TUB  Finn. 

AftOOSKMT. 

Scribleras  bavhtgoonanlted  the  Mcvbsoph,  velatesto 
his  firteads  the  reantt  M  his  hapiiry.  That  be 
most  leave  them  to  go  in  search  of  the  philoso- 
pher's stone,  which  is  promised  him.  That  they 
A«st  ffiam  to  England  and  found  a  socie^,  of 
which  he  is  to  be  visitor;    and  being    assured, 

M  A  brifUe,  bTa<!k,  bfitutttintfus  snbstance,  resem- 
Uoigpitoh.  R  is  chiefly  found  swimming  on  the 
•uiAae  Of  the  Dead  Sea.  When  melted  it  ^nds 
forth  a  strong  sulphureous  smell,  extremely  offon- 

45  "  We  went  on  to  Jericho,  tiirtfngh  places  where 
lire*  aondry  sorts  of  trees,  some  wher^  were  full 
of  tipe  fruit:  aome^yf  our  company,  taken  with 
their  beauty,  plucked  a  fow  of  them,  and  found 
flathiflg  hi  them  bat  dry  ashes,  and  a  sort  of  wet  or 
moist  embers."    Banmgarten's  Travels* 

—  •*  Applea,  which  appear  very  lovely  to  the 
eye,  but  being  cut  up,  prot6  ttiere  naught,  being 
nothins  eke  but  a  heap  of  nauseoufe  natter.'*  dor- 
•4on*a  Geograph.  Grammar  j  of  Palestine, 

Sir  John  Maundetile  descHUng  the  borders  of 
the  .Dsad  Sea,  savf  :  *"  And  thjre  besydeti  gttyWen 
trees  that  beren  fnlle  (hire  apples,  and  faire  of  co- 
lour to  beholda ;  bat  whoso  brdtethe  bem,  ^  coi- 
tethe  hm  in  two,  be  lehalle  (fM%  yiiO^  hem 
oolesandayndMa/' 

^  Gairo  was  anciently  possestljy  the  Mknudnkea, 
crfd  gofimed  by  Hkbr  soldana. 


by  possesion  of  «ie  •Um^  of  fodgevity,  5f  not 
immortality,  he  pnMaes  to  vMt  the  society  eveiry 
century.  After  a  variety  of  hardships  whieh  onr 
hero-Mftdei-yiesin  t»«lve  niootha  travel  ftom  Oe*- 
noa,  where  Mi  friends  leave  him,  he  arrives  at  a 
gr6ve  near  Mnm^r  in  Oermany.  In  this  eitjr. 
after  aeverai  limitless  tttempts  to  tanasmate  ItH 
into  gold,  the  atohymiiCs  agroe  to  postpone  the 
farther  trial  er  their  art  to  the  next  day,  hoping 
it  might  be  naore  a«spi<^DQS,  as  being  ^e  Urak 
day  of  April*  th^  bittft*day  of  that  aocoessfol  al- 
chymist  BMHiea  Valentinaa.  Hiat  ihgfat  Phitus 
appears  to  the  hero,  and  direoti  him  to  the  fatal 
root  Wlik^  Is  to  proenre  the  transttatatiett  of 
metals  and  protongatkMi  of  life.  laspirad  wilk 
gratiMe  httd'  devotion,  SoHbtoras  lacrlfleefe  a 
goose  and  »iirty  gosNns,  ii4i]eh  attgages  b'mi  in  a 
sharp  eonAict  with  a  revengeM  fliaMen,  whcMa 
at  length  he  vanqaiibas,  and*  widi  a  modemtiofl 
singn^  Hi  a  oa«i}ueror,  leaves,  to  pvraue  hia 
Journey  to  Muaster* 


All  night,  the  sleepless  sage  impatient  lay* 
Big  with  the  fortunes  of  the  following  day. 
SoSm  as  the  wish'd-for  mom  with  purple  streaks 
Th*  horizon's  Utmost  bound,  Serlblerus  seeks 
The  raptured  seer.    A  Ibng  successless  day 
Thro"^  every  street  he  takes  his  tiresome  way. 
The  night  apprOachM :  when  seated  on  the  grtmody 
Alone,  th^  pensive  Morosopb  he  found  K 
A  woolly  sheepskin  veil'd  his  revrmd  head : 
Thence  lengthened  downwards  and  beneath  biit 

<^read. 
(Thus,  near  Albihiea^s  haTIOw'd  fount,  r^poa'd  * 
On  fleecy  skin^  the  priest  of  Faunus  dott'd) 
But  all  before,  his  sacred  body  bare, 
Ul.bt«^»d  the  figOor  of  th'  inclement  air. 
A  deep  capacious  bowl,  r^lete  with  Itore 
Of  potent  opium  tn  his  hand  he  bore  '. 
So  fam'd  Hieangelis  with  hallowM  rage  < 
Fills  the  swoIPa  bOfiotti  of  the  Persian  mage. 
The  scratching-stick  with  a^ich  the  seer  sobda'd  ' 
The  thigling  tumults  of  hia  boiling  blood, 

^SeeNoteonB.  1.  ImeSdt. 
'  ■  ■"■■  '"  lucoque sub altft 
Omsulit  Albunei — 


-^-*-  Ctesarum  ovium  sub  nocte  silentS 


PeHibua  incubnit  stratis,  aoorooaque  petivit 
3  By  reaftm  of  the  proAtibitlon  cf  wbe  and  other 
spiritoous  liquors,  opium  is  generally  usn^  throng 
out  the  ToitSsh  empire^  When  taken  Sh  proper 
quantities,  it  raises  the  spirits;and  greatly  enlivens  ; 
but  the  Turks  know  no  more  mtSleration  in  t^ 
than  we  In  our  Ui^ors,  and  seld<nn  leave  their  cor- 
dial till  they  are  intoxicated  and  stupified.  tb^ 
are  held  jtt  derisioQ  by  those  who  venture  to  ti«nt- 
greas  the  law  and  dtink  wine,  being  called  by  tiie 
opprobrious  ihune  TeriachI,  or  opiuiA-soes. 

*  thdingeiis  in  Libano  ^riie,  Dicte  Crete  mooti- 
bQ8&  Babykm&&  $tt8is  Persidia  naseitnr,4aipo^ 
Magi  divineoL    Plin.  1m  4.  cap.  17. 

f  When  the  Kile  fitttbegjni  to  rise,  drinldng  the 
torbid  waters  occasions  an  heat  in  the  blood,  which 
throws -out  a  soil  of  rash,  attend^  witih  oootiBQal 
ItOhiuga.'  The  people  of  foAlott  carry,  at  this  tyne, 
afcratchiog-atick.    Thbis  a  pieee  of  wood»  one 
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Sf«n'd,  IS  ht  wHttl*d  U,  iht  Chaldean  red  «, 
Or  lliyntts.  symbol  nf  the  Lybbn  god. 

Scnbl^mft  oow  iij>pr(Mcb'd  with  reVrence  low. 
The  seer  observed  ;  find  dialt  a  furious  blow 
Fitll  OQ  Ills  bead :  wKo»e  force  inipetuouo  stmiu*d 
Tb'^miviirv  n«gc,  and  fedl^d  him  totlie  jfraund. 
Pmnlk^  awMI«  with  ideot  jn-iti  Ul-  gan^d  ,• 
At  l^gtb  the  bcpo  ftMui  the  earth  bt  nii^'d : 
Theo  Ut  his  lipt  ajfltey^d  tbtf  balmy  draught ; 
The  tKnavtcm  cbipf  the  slymb^mivs  potion  quaft 
Hrt  ht^mvy  pycs  the  skimTiVuvis  piJtiOQ  doi'd, 
J- J*  yrt  his  torj^ue  his  various  duybt«  pT(jp(»M  \ 
Wrapt  in  th"  embrace  gf  ifwp,  be  past  tbe  night, 
Aad  risitif  Joyful,  with  ibe  moming:  b^bt, 
Hifc  frj«nds  be  aon^bt,  ii»paticiit  lo  rehte 
Their  g^lorie*  promised  hy  propitious  fate 
EAfer  alike  hhi  de^r  rorfipatiinins  ran 
To  meet  their  chief;  S'/iiblerus  timi  (jein^n. 

'*  HraTf  blest  assHK'iatefl  t#f  my  varimi*  pains, 
l^Tiat  rich  reward  to  crriwn  tmr  ttitl  rnmaitis. 
l-*>t  tii^t,  ffi  Jore  i>rdaht"d,  alorie  1  fuund 
Th«  hcaT'ti.taugl3t  pntpht-t  scatc-d  on  the  pound. 
Art  baU.iw'd  rayc  already  had  possest  a 
Hi«  raptured  soul,  and  beat'd  his  nwelling  bn?a4t. 
High  oo  his  bead  nprt>$e  the  brl^tfing  hair  t 
Hii  tarjpd  eye-bftllt  roll'd  an  hideous  plarc  ; 
With  olialt'ring  tedh,  the  workin^t  f.>am  he  cbnraM, 
And  (bncc  the  lolid  eartb,  impatient,  spiinr'd  ; 
Then,  w»M(y  tUrtJnjf,  danc'd  with  fmntic  bouml*. 
WiitrfiKg  hh  rapid  head  id  giddy  iwtnda  : 
H«  »-iv'd  th'  Edontan  thyrsnf,  in  bis  band^ 
And  (onk'd  a  prirAt  of  Bacchns*  furions  band. 

"  hi  aiimi ration  lost,  awhile  I  wait 
Till  the  Srsl  efforU  of  his  rage  abate  : 
When  by  his  arm  tbe  thyreiii  nr^^d  artJnnd, 
FoH  ofi  my  temples  ^eta  this  goary  wonnd, 
^tiitrate  [  (ay.     At  Jengtii  the  pitying  sage, 
Cmlm'4  and  rec^verM  ftom  hii  boly  rage, 
With  friend  I  y  step?  advaacing,  leiz^d  my  band, 
Cheered  wjtli  bis  voice  «od  rawed  me  from  the  sand ; 
Til  en  with  Depenthes  crowned  a  mantling  bowl  ^, 
Wbms  »T"ft^gn  cbarms  restored  my  drooping  aoul, 

^e  of  which  is  in  tfie  form  of  a  pine-apple,  wjth 
ibe  (atue  kind  of  indentores  to  give  it  a  little  rougb- 
iie*^.     It  is  fijjed  CO  a  lon^  haridle* 

*  Not  only  the  Ubaldeflns  u^\  rod?  for  divina^ 
tkn^  but  almott  cTery  nation,  which  baa  pretended 
to  thvt  iekooe,  ha«  prmetised  tbu  sAmn  metbi^i. 
H<?rodotiu  mentions  it  as  a  custom  of  the  .Alani  : 
and  Tacitij*  of  the  old  Germaiis,  I^^ckiel  spf<aks  i;f 
it»  and  Hg«ea  reproaches  the  Jews  as  being  infected 
*irb  the  like  soperstiUotj.  "  My  people  mk  council 
at  Ibeir  stocks ;  and  tb«ir  suff  dec  lane  Lb  unto  ihcm,^^ 
Oup^  iw.  rer.  12. 

^  Thia  adfenlure  of  tmr  hero  bears  a  Tcry  near 
te^etiiblance  to  tbe  narratjoo  given  by  Don  Quiitote 
(Pan  2,  a  B.  chap.  23,)  of  what  befeJ  him  in  tbe 
c«te  of  MontesJnos, 

«  See  the  SybS  in  Virgil,  R  6,  the  prophetess 
10  Lucan,  B.  5,  &c.  &e. 

^  Miltoti  mentioni  tbia  nepentbei  io  hii  masqae 
of  Comus : 

*'  Kot  that  nepenthes  which  the  wife  of  Tbooe 

lo  Mgfpi  gave  to  JoTe^bom  Helena » 

laof  «ocb  power  as  tbi*  to  stir  up  joyj, 

To  life  90  friendly. 

Vot.  xvrif . 
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lluis  Htleo  mix'd  the  mirth-instpiring  draught ; 
Fjfut»   these   rich  sborcs  the  virtuoua  dmgi  she 

branght  ^<>, 
My  spiritu  soon  reiidag  in  my  breast, 
I  thns  tbe  hallowM  morosiiphaddrt?5t: 

"  *  Klu^rious  seer,  whii*e  all-en%l]tened  cyef 
Dart  thro'  tbe  distant  regions  of  the  ^kies; 
To  tbee  an  earnest  suppliant  aoi  I  come, 
To  hear  thy  di<:tates  and  inquire  my  doom^* 

'*  The  fBptured  seer  his  reverend' treis^>s  shakes. 
Then,  filPd  with  eaered  inspiration,  st>eaks. 

**  *  Hcar'u.favoar^d  sage,  to  whom  tbe  fates  allow 
Those  seeretf  wrapt  from  Tolgar  miudi,  to  kno«, 
lltrar  with  a  grat'^ul  arid  attentive  bejirt, 
Tbe  precepts  which  thy  kii>der  stirs  impart. 

"  *  First,  in  obciUence  to  their  high  decree, 
Again  embarking  on  a  iungth  of  sea, 
Fair  (5eooa  seek :  there  quit  thy  mournful  friends, 
Rut  learn  what  furtuns  their  return  attends 
I  *'^e,  I  ste  lb  em  spread  their  sweHin-y  aailj  : 
S4>me  favVing  pow*r  snpidie;*  the  friendly  galet, 
1  .see  frtir  Albion's  towVing  cliffy  iin^» 
VVhile  to  tbe  wishM-fnr  port  Ihu  vessel  flics* 
Now,  onw,  behold,  their  hopes  sncceisful  crowh*d. 

With  wiind:  laws  an  infant  state  they  found 

Scii  I  WW  her  sons  with  gen'rons  ardour  hlrive, 
iSid  ev'ry  Jong-fost  Gothic  art  revive, 
F^ch  British  science  studiously  explore; 
Their  dress,  their  buildings,  and  their  coins  restore. 
" '  Be  the^e  your  art^.    Proceed,  illustrious  race, 
And  yon  fair  isle  with  ancient  glories  grace. 
J^t  otbcni  view  with  astronomic  eyes  ", 
Von  lucid  vagrants  io  the  pettplcd  skies : 

Diodrmis  writes,  "that  in  Egypt  there  llvM 
women  who  boasted  of  cert  am  potions,  whieb  not 
only  made  the  uufnrtnnflte  forget  all  their  cala- 
mities, hut  drove  away  the  most  violent  sallies  of 
grief  or  anger/' 

KuBefaius  dhfectly  affirms,  **  that  even  in  h?s 
lime,  the  wvmen  of  Dlosptdis  were  able  to  calm  the 
mge  of  grief  or  anger  by  certain  potions.  Now 
whether  this  be  truth  or  fiction,  it  fully  vindicates 
Homer,  since  a  poet  may  make  use  of  a  prevail ing, 
thi*ngh  fj^lsc,  opiiiioc»J* 

**  But  that  there  may  be  sometbtng  more  than 
fiction  iti  this,  ji  fi^ry  pmbable,  since  the  Egyptians 
were  ao  notorionsly  fikillt^J  in  physic  i  and  particu- 
larly, since  this  very  Tbon,  or  Thonis,  or  Tbotin,  if 
reported  by  tlie  ancients  to  have  been  tbe  inventor 
of  physic  among  the  Egypt ian«.  1*hc  de&criptio«| 
of  this  nepenthes  agrees  admirably  with  what  we 
know  of  tlie  qualities  and  efl'ecta  of  opium  J*  Not* 
oti  Pope's  Oflyss.  B.  4, 

!*>  These  drugs  so  friendly  to  the  jays  of  life, 

Bright  Flclen  leam'd   from    Thonc*s    imperial 
wife  ; 

Whij  ^way'd  the  sceptre,  where  prolific  Kile 

With  various  simples  clothes  tht^  faU^u'd  t;oiL 

Pupe^s  Ddyss.  B,  4# 

'^  Excudetit  alii  spiratitia  mollius  a^ra. 

Let  others  better  mould  the  running  niaas 
Of  met^l^f,  and  inform  tbe  breathing  brass, 
And  soften  into  flesh  a  marble  htre ; 
Plead  better  a&  the  bar,  describe  the  fklea. 
And  when  the  start  descend,  and  when  tbtjy  rise, 
Drydco'ii  Virgil,  B,  6* 
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Let  them  the  hibttable  dome  design, 

Taught  by  VitroYius,  or  old  Euclid't  line ; 

Carve  the  rough  block,  inform  the  lumpish 

Give  canvas  life,  and  mould  the  breathing  brass ; 

With  storied  emblems  stamp  th'  historic  coin ; 

The  painter's  skill  and  poet's  fimcy  join : 

Be  yours  the  task,  uxlustrious,  to  recal 

The  lost  inscription  to  the  ruin'd  wall ; 

Bach  Celtic  character  explain ;  or  show 

How  Britons  ate  a  thousaiid  years  ago : 

On  laws  of  jousts  and  toomaments  declaim^ 

Or  shine  the  rivals  of  the  herald's  fiime. 

But  chief  the  Saxon  wisdom  be  your  care  t^ 

Preserve  their  idols,  and  their  &nes  repair; 

The  cold  devotion  of  the  modems  warm 

With  Friga's  fisir  hermaphkt)ditic  form  *'i 

And  may  their  deep  mythology  be  shown 

By  Seater's  wheel  and  Thor's  tremendous  throne.' 

'*  Thus  far  the  sage  by  sacred  raptures  borne. 
Reveals  the  fame  of^agej  yet  unborn. 
He  paused  and  fix^d  his  eyes  as  tho'  he  view'd 
Those  glories  present,  then  his  speech  renew'd : 

**  *  Such  honourcrowns  thy  dear  companions'  fiites; 
Superior  fisr  thy  glorious  self  awaits. 
The  grand  elixir  art  thou  doom'd  to  know  M: 
But  first  must  roam  a  mendicant  in  sh«w  >^  ; 
Naked  and  pennyless  thro'  distant  lands, . 
And  eat  thy  bread  the  alms  of  stranger  hands. 
The  rugged  Alps  most  those  bare  feet  assail. 
Frozen  on  the  hill,  or  sweltering  in  the  vale ; 
Scorn  and  contempt  thy  painful  lot  remain. 
Till  Monster's  venerable  walls  thou  gain. 
Munster  the  destin'd  period  of  thy  wue : 
There,  on  a  lake,  white  as  the  ncw-falPn  snow, 
A  goose,  majestic,  o'er  the  waves  shall  ride  >^, 
And  thirty  milk-white  gotlins  by  her  side. 

><  By  wisdom  here  the  author  means  theology, 
using  the  word  in  the  sense  of  loid  Baeon,  in  hb 
Wisdom  of  the  Andents. 

i^Verstegan,  in  his  antiquities,  gives  the  repre- 
aentatioD  of  Friga  the  hermaphrodite,  Seater  with 
bis  wheel,  and  Thor  the  thniiderer,  the  only  idol 
who  sits  on  a  throne ;  with  a  suffident  account  of 
this  mythology. 

**  The  ancient  Egyptians  had  the  art  of  extract- 
ing an  elixir  fi-om  gems  and  precious  stones,  which, 
on  account  of  itrsubtility  and  perfection,  they  cal- 
led Heaven ;  it  is  also  called  the  philosopher's  stone 
(being  drawn  from  precious  stones,)  aqoavitae,  ve- 
getable seed  of  nature,  solar  soul,  &c.  Kireher 
CEd.  Egypt  The  ehymists  give  it  the  power  of 
making  gold,  and  coring  all  diseases. 

1^  But  first  must  roam  a  mendicant  In  show 

Naked  and  pennyless 

Frozen  on  the  hill,  and  swelt'ring  in  the  vale, 
Scorn  and  contempt  thy  painful  lot,  &c 
The  author  undoubtedly  means  all  this  in  the 
literal  sense :  but  ouery  if  he  does  not  also  hint  at 
the  difficulties  of  alcbymy,  in  the  figurative  sense 
of  these  toils  and  hardships. 

^fi  Littoreis  ingens  inventa  sub  ilicibus  sus 
Triginta  rapitum  fcetus  enixa  jacebit : 
Alba  solo  recubans,  Albi  circum  ubera  nati. 

•       Virg.  lib.  3. 1.  390. 
Thou  shall  behold  a  sow  upon  the  ground. 
With  thirty  sacking  young  enconipast  round. 
The  dam  and  oflVprirg  white  as  falling  snow. 

Dryden. 


Nigh  to  the  borders  of  the  silver  flood. 

Sacred  to  Plotus,  stands  a  \oifty  wood. 

Beneath  its  shadowing  branches,  grows  a  flow'p  '*'^ 

Uliose  root  the  god  endues  with  wondrons  pow'r  ; 

Not  the  famed  moly  which  great  Hermes  bore  ^ 

To  sase  Ulysses  on  th'  JEsean  shore ; 

Nor  that  restorative  Uie  Tartar  boasts  >', 

Nor  all  the  growth  of  Arab's  blissful  coasts. 

Nor  balsams  which  from  northern  trees  transpire^ 

Tho^  six  successive  months  th'  etherial  fire  *^ 

With  constant  rays  the  balmy  juice  sublime. 

Can  match  this  offspring  of  the  German  dime. 

What  tho'  no  radiant  metal  grace  the  rind. 

No  golden  branches  crackle  to  the  wind  <* ; 

What  tho*  it  seem  (so  Plutus  has  decreed) 

To  vulgar  eyes,  a  despicable  weed : 

Yet  from  this  herb,  a  thousand  virtues  flow; 

This  pow'rful  antidote  for  every  woe. 

Nor  meagre  sickness,  nor  consuming  care  ^, 

Sliall  waste  thy  vig:our  with  intestine  war. 

Thu*  age  thy  wither'd  front  with  wrinkles  plongfa. 

And  blanch  the  hoary  honours  of  thy  brow  ; 

Tho*  maguine  gamesters  bett  against  thy  life, 

llKHi  unconcerned  shalt  hear  the  wagering  strife  *K 

1''  See  Vh|^.  1.  6.    The  golden  boogh. 

>•  Odyss.  B.  10.  Ovid.  Metam.  B.  14. 

I*  The  gin-seng ;  one  of  the  principal  curiositiei 
of  China,  called  also,  by  the  Chinese,  the  pure 
spirit  of  the  earth,  the  plant  that  gives  immortality. 
By  the  TUtars,  orhota,  the  first  of  plants.  The 
virtues  ascribed  to  this  plant  are  handly  credible. 
Many  volumes  have  been  written  by  thdr  physi- 
cians, to  set  them  forth.  One  of  the  missionariet 
witnesses,  that  being  himself  sp  fotigued,  that  be 
could  hardly  sit  on  the  horse,  a  mandarin  gave 
him  one  of  these;  upon  eating  half  of  it,  in  aa 
hour's  time  he  was  not,  in  the  least,  sensible  of  any 
weariness,  lliat  since,  he  had  often  made  use  of  it 
with  the  same  success.    Du  Halde's  Hist,  of  China. 

^  The  continual  action  of  the  Sun,  for  six  aosittia 
succesively  on  the  firs  in  high  nortbecn  latitudes, 
gives  them  a  much  greater  portion  of  the  etherial 
fire,  and  consequently  much  more  sovereign  virtues 
than  the  productions  of  southern  climes. 

SI  -sic  leni  crepitabat  bractea  ventow 

Viif.B.d. 

^All  travellers  who  have  seen  and  conversed 
with  any  of  the  tr^e  adepts,  assure  us,  that  they 
always  appear  with  an  healthy  countenance  and 
great  cheerfulness  of  spirits.  This  is  attributed  t» 
the  use  of  thdr  excdlent  medidne,  which  gives 
them  at  once  health  and  afiluenoe;  and  also,  to 
that  philosophy  of  mind  which  is  prevbnsly  oeoet* 
aary  fcnr  the  attainment  of  the  secret. 

^  Should  the  whole  frame  of  nature  round  him 
break. 

He,  unooncem'd,  would  hear  the  mighty  crack. 

AddisoiK 

This  polite  practice  of  laying  wagers  on  ytvet,  is 
grown  so  common  here,  that  there  is  scarce  a 
person  of  distinction  in  thb  nation,  who  does  not  be- 
come the  8ul:gect  of  a  bett,  as  soon  as  ever  any  grey 
hairs  are  discovered  on  him.  The  description  of 
this  fashionable  amusement  makes  so  admirable  a 
cooclnsion  to  that  exiiellent  poem.  The  Modem 
Fine  Gentleman,  that  we  cannot  forbear  inserting  it. 
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Fran  ftii  iaertii—ble  root  calcined. 
The  grot  heoBetie  jecret  sbalt  tbou  find ; 
Ob  ktmt  oret  the  pov'rfdl  asbet  itcow ; 
Aad  paniit  fold  ahall  from  the  fumaoe  flow. 
Hk^mg  Ptotut,  bounteous  pow*r,  ordaio  ^* 
llittboa,  Scriblenis,  the  high  prize  obuhi, 
AnddeoFMliaDoeorcelestiel  light 
SmU  foide  thy  footsteps,  and  direct  thv  sight: 
Bst  if  the  god  the  precious  gia  with-hoid 
Aivne,  nor  deem  thee  worthy  of  the  gold, 
FiraitlcM  and  vain  thy  weary  search  is  made: 
Tbe  plant  lies  buried  in  eternal  shade. 
If  e'er  thou  swerve  from  rigid  ▼irtue*s  path  ^, 
Expect  the  vengeful  god's  sererest  wrath. 
Tbe  root  its  virtue  shall  retain  no  more : 
Like  Midas  thou  tbe  useless  gift  deplore. 
Let  booble  thoughts  thy  vanity  control. 
Had  nifrNws  temper  th'rae  elated  soul. 

" '  Pride  rears  her  giaDt  form  aloft  and  treads  ^ 
l9arioaso*er  the  oow'ring  gazers'  heads. 

——Lays  wagers  on  his  own  and  others  lives : 
R{fats  fathers,  uncles,  grandmothers,  and  wives. 
Till  Death  at  length,  indignant  to  be  made 
TVs  daily  subject  of  his  sport  and  trade, 
Vcib  with  his  sahle  hand  the  wretch's  eyes ; 
Aad,  groanmg  for  the  hetts  he  loses.  by%  he  dies. 
**  — -namqne  ipse  volens  facilisque  seqnetnr 
S  te  firta  vocant,  aliter  non  viribns  ulUs 
▼■oere,  nee  dmo  poteris  convellere  ferro. 

Virg.  B,  6. 
^hit  universally  agreed,  that  the  great  secret 
csB  only  be  obtained  by  men  of  exemplary  life. 
Thh  is  cootindally  inculcated  in  Jonson's  Alcby- 
Mt,  sad  at  last  the  failure  in  tbe  work  is  ascribed 
to  ar  Epicure  Bfammon's  fiulore  in  continency.  He 
ii  vanwd  against  avarice,  and   charity  is  recom< 
^aded  to  him  by  Subtle  in  the  2d  act 
soaiT. 
Why,  I  have  beard,  be  must  be  hoaio  fnigi, 
ApiMS,  holy,  and  religioas  man, 
Oss  free  froni  owctal  sin,  a  very  virgin. 

MAMMON. 

Thst  makes  it,  air,  he  is  sa    He,  honest  wretch, 
A  notable,  saperstitious,  good  soul, 
Hsf  worn  his  knees  bare,  and  his  slippers  bald. 
With  prayer  and  finting  for  it 

SUBTLI. 

Son,  I  doubt 


Tea  are  covetous 

T|ikt  heed,  yoo  do  not  cause  the  blessing  to  leave 

WiOi  your  ungovem'd  haste.    I  should  be  sorry 

To  see  my  labours,  now  e'en  at  perfection. 

Not  pfoiper,  which  in  all  my  ends 

Have  look'd  no  way,  but  unto  public  good. 

To  pious  nsea^  and  dear  charity, 

Mow  grown  a  prodigy  with  men.    Wherem 

If  yon,  my  son,  should  now  prevaricate. 

Aid  to  your  own  particular  lusts  employ 

H  great  and  catholic  a  bliss,  be  sure 

A  corse  will  follow,  yea  and  overtake 

Tour  snMe  and  most  secret  way. 

n2Xn^  AU.' !(«  8yi  saT*  A^iwv  «#iUni /BoImi 
M^ar*  MfAm.  Iliad,  r.  U.  99. 


By  pride  obnoxious,  jealousy  and  hate  ^ 
Shall  drive  thee  skulking  from  each  envious  state. 
But  lowly  charity's  unheeded  pace 
Nor  envy  spies,  nor  cap  suspicion  trace. 
Then  chief  he  heaven-born  charity  thy  care. 
Nor  pass  one  hour  without  a  grateful  pray'r.' 
Thus  for  the  seer,  when  sleep's  resistless  god 
Shook  o'er  my  eye-lids  his  Lethauui  rod. 
At  mom  I  wak'd,  astoni8h*d  and  alone  ^, 
For  ah  !  the  prophet  from  my  side  was  gone.** 

^  All  who  are  possest  of  this  admirable  secret  are 
obliged  to  conceal  it  by  the  most  private  life,  and  to 
live  without  the  least  show  of  expense ;  by  reason 
that  a  splendid  appearance,  without  an  apparent 
fund  to  support  it,  would  ftubject  them  to  the  in- 
quisition of  every  state  they  should  happen  to  reside 
in.  For  they  must  either  acquire  their  wealth  by 
this  means,  or  worse ;  if  they  lie  under  t!)e  sus- 
picion of  the  latter,  a  well  regulated  coinrauoity 
will  think  it  their  doty  to  call  them  to  ace  »uot;  if 
of  the  former,  the  policy  of  the  state  will  not  suffer 
a  private  person  to  enjoy  the  benefit  of  th'»ir  pro- 
tection,  without  a  participation  of  the  secret,  for 
the  use  of  the  public  Plamel  bejog  accused  of  em- 
bezzling the  finances,  and  of  mismanagement  and 
extortion.  Owned  foirlyi  that  he  was  master  of  th» 
secret,  and  by  that  means  accounted  for  the  estate 
of  500,000  pistoles,  which  he  had  amassed.  But 
others  who  hare  stood  more  in  fear  of  the  torture, 
have  never  appeared  with  any  degree  of  magjpi- 
fioeooe ;  nor  resided  any  length  of  time  in  ona 
place,  lest  their  preserving  tbe  same  florid  com- 
plexion for  a  length  of  years  might  cause  the  admi- 
ration of  their  neighbours,  and  the  discovery  of  their 
art.  For  these  reasons  they  are  continually  shift- 
ing from  place  to  place ;  and  but  that  a  wise  man 
is  a  citixen  of  the  world,  and  that  the  adage,  Omne 
solum  forti  patria  est,  exempts  them  from  tbe  re- 
proach,  tiiey  would  be  vagabonds  and  outcasts  of  ^ 
the  earth.  From  this  prudent  ahd  cautious  conduct 
of  theirs,  we  do  not  hear  of  any  one  who  was  ever 
likely  to  be  detected,  except  Sig.  Gualdi  at  Venice, 
and  that  by  a  very  extraordinary  accident:  one 
day  showing  a  picture  to  a  connoisseur  which  he 
told  him  was  his  own,  the  connoisseur  declared  he 
was  positive  it  wasTitiau's  hand :  <*  But  how  can  that 
be,  Sig.  Qualdi  ?"  says  be.  **  Tliere  is  your  face  as 
old  as  you  appear  .to  be  at  this  instant ;  ami  vet 
Titian  has  been  dead  above  fourscore  years."  The 
visit  ended  somewhat  abruptly.  The  connoissenr, 
full  of  astonishment,  came  again  next  morning  to 
re-examine  the  tints;  but  Sig.  Gualdi  was  de- 
campei|.  This  story  is  told  at  large  in  a  most  m- 
genious  and  entertaining  book,  not  long  since  pub- 
lished, called  Uermippns  Redivi\nif!,  which  we  can- 
not but  recommend  to  the  reader  for  it.s  own  merit, 
and  now,  particularly,  as  being  the  mo^t  agreeable 
way  of  acquainting  him  with  several  ch ymical  anec- 
dotes and  stories  very  useful  for  the  better  under- 
standhsg  the  remaining  part  of  tliis  work. 

**  The  known  effect  of  opium  is,  that  it  supplies 
tbe  mind  with  a  continual  presentation  of  pleasing 
hnages.  It  most  naturally  operates  by  awakening 
those  ideas  with  which  the  mind  is  already  strongly 
possessed  ;  tho'  full  as  frequently  it  raises  entirely 
new  ones.  It  is  no  wonder  that  our  hero's  waim 
imagination  should  be  worked  up  by  this  drug  to  a 
belief,  that  the  delirium  caused  by  it  was  a  real 
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Thus  to  hts  gladdenM  fHands  the  chief  relates 
Thetale  prophetic  of  their  future  fates. 
Elate  with  hope  a  vessel  they  prepare 
And  load.the  needful  stores  with  zealous  care. 
With  prosperous  gales  they  cut  the  liquid  way, 
And  moor  secure  io  Genoa's  destined  bay. 
There,drown*d  in  tears,  and  dumb  with  friendly  grief, 
His  8ad<compantons  leave  their  mournful  chief ; 
Yet  as  the  hero  bids  his  last  adieu, 
He  vows,  ere  long,  theur  growing  schemes  to  vi^. 
And,  each  revolving  cent*ry,  to  repeat 
His  solemn  visit  to  their  foster  state. 

"  Tho*  Portugal  her  lost  Sebastian  mourn  », 
And  weary  Heav'n  in  vain  for  his  return  : 
On  surer  prophecies  you  build  your  fiiitb  ; 
N^r  part  I  hence  to  exile  or  to  death. 
Like  Regulus  amidst  th*  opposing  fears 
Of  friends,  of  kindred,  and  the  senate*8  tears ; 
Nor  like  Lycurgus,  in  his  country's  cause, 
His  life  devoting  to  enforce  his  laws. 
Nor  shall  your  chief  a  baffled  wretch  return. 
An  outcast  loaded  with  reproach  and  scorn  ; 
But  rich  in  glories,  honoured,  and  adored. 
And  more  than  mortal,  to  your  arms  restored." 

He  said,  and  pensive  prest  the  sounding  shore, 
•  While  the  waves  foam  beneath  theh^  brushing  oar. 
Twelve  tedious  months,  with  painfnl  steps  and  stow^, 
Thro'  a  lonj?  series  of  opprobrious  woe. 
Naked  and  pennyless,  in  unknown  lands, 
He  ate  his  bitter  bread,  the  alms  of  strangers  hands. 

But  now,  with  lighter  wings  the  moments  fly, 
And  bring  the  period  of  his  labours  nigh. 
In  Munstcr's  walls,  assiduous  fate' prepares, 
With  endless  honours  to  reward  his  cares. 
Munster,  which  gave  th*  illustrious  father  birth, 
Shall  now  be  conscious  of  the  filial  worth. 
In  this,  his  future  glory's  destin'd  scene. 
The  great  adepts  in  Hermes'  art  convene, 
Who  boast,  with  vain  fallacious  science  bold  3^, 
To  change  each  baser  ore  to  purest  gold. 

But  ne'er  will  righteons  Heav'n  its  gHls  impart 
To  the  corrupted  and  ungrateftil  heart, 

conversation ;  when  we  see  Don  Quixote  by  the 
mere  force  of  a  heated  imagination,  without  the  as- 
sistance of  any  opiate,  fall  asleep  io  the  cave  of 
Montesinos,  and  relate  as  actually  seen  by  him, 
what  the  warmth  of  bis  fabcy  suggested  to  him  on- 
ty  in  a  dream. 

39  Sebastian,  king  of  Portugal,  a  man  of  great 
courage  and  zeal  for  relig^n,  landed  at  Tangier  ip 
the  year  1575,  with  an  army  consisting  of  the flov^ 
of  Portugal,  and  gave  battle  to  the  Moors,  in  which 
he  was  totally  defeated.  Diligent  search  was  made 
after  his  body,  but  it  could  not  be  fbmid  in  the  field 
of  battle.  The  Portuguese  have  continually  ex- 
pected bis  return  ever  since ;  and  even  at  this  day 
are  not  without  hope^  of  seeing  him  again  on  the 
throne.  Vasconcellos,  in  his  history  of  Portugal^ 
gives  an  account  of  bis  appearance  at  Venice  in 
1 595,  and  afterwards  suficring great  indignities  tnm 
the  Spaniards. 

30  See  note  15  of  this  book. 

3>  Here  it  is  declared,  that  science  is  deceitful  and 
insufficient,  tbatbumai)  means  will  avail  nothing  to 
the  perfection  of  the  great  work  ;  that  it  can  only 
be  procured  by  the  strictest  purity  of  manners,  and 
the  most  fervent  devoUoD* 


^^liere  lawless  lust  and  wild  ambitioo  reign, . 
And  pride  and  base  insatiate  thirst  of  gatn. 
Hence,  all  in  vain,  they  bring  their  boasted  stout. 
In  vain  their  powders  on  the  mass  are  throvn. 
Their  weak  attempu  the  joster  fates  oppose, 
And  unmatured,  unchanged  the  metal  flows. 
Then  one  advancing,  who  possest  alone, 
A  fluid  extract  from  th'  all-pow'rful  stone. 
Three  fatal  drops  amid  the  iuroace  spills: 
The  liquid  mass  a  sudden  vapour  fills. 
By  quick  dilation ;  and  with  dreadful  sound, 
^cploded,  drives  the  glowing  metal  round. 

The  fearful  omen  all  the  fkbrk:  shook. 
When  thus  the  race  of  great  Bombastus  spoke  ^s 

*'  Ob  !  why,  my  friends,  for  this  divine  essay. 
Why  have  you  chose  this  unauspiciaus  day  ?  ** 
'Twcre  wiser  sure  your  trials  to  postpone 
Till  the  last  eve  of  frownhig  Mars  be  gone  ^. 
Your  cares  suspended  till  the  rishig  dawn. 
By  prosperous  Venus  uiher'd  o'er  the  lawn. 
Shall  sure  succeed  :  for  on  that  sacred  mom 
Was  great  Basilius  Valentinus  bom  **. 
With  solemn  rites  invoke  his  learned  shade. 
So  may  his  genius  your  progection  akL" 

Thus  far  the  sage,  when  loud  applauses  mog 
In  glad  assent,  from  each  approving  tongoe. 
To  f^astful  mirth  they  dedicate  th«  night. 
And.  hail  the  morning  with  the  solemn  rite. 

That  night,  so  fitte  decreed,  Scriblerus  gains 
The  sacred  grove  on  Munster's  neigfab'ring  plains. 
There  stretcht  at  ease,  bis  wearied  limbs  he  laid. 
And  slept  ubconscious  (^  the  friendly  shade. 

Lo  {  ere  the  morn  dispensed  her  earliest  light. 
Great  Plutus'  form,  conspicuous  to  the  ugfat. 
Before  him  stood,  and  thus  his  speech  addrest : 
*'  Thrice  happy  sage,  by  fov'ring  fortune  blest. 
On  this  auspicious  morn  ^  th'  unwearied  Sun 
His  annual  course  around  the  globe  has  run, 

^  Paracelsus  Bombastus  succeeded  so  surpriaiDgly 
with  his  chymical  medicines,  that  he  endeavoured 
to  bring  the  slow  effects  of  the  Galenical  practice 
entirely  into  disrepute ;  and  was  so  elated  With  the 
success  of  his  art,  as  to  boast  that  he  coukl  keep  a 
man  alive  by  bis  medichies  for  many  ages. 

^  This  speech  of  the  descendant  of  Paracelaos, 
very  much  resembles  that  of  Antinous  after  the 
fruitless  attempt  to  bend  Ulysses's  bow. 

'.  That  no  man  draws 

The  wondrous  bow,  attend  another  cause. 

Sacred  to  Phoebus  is  the  solemn  day 

Which  thoughtless  we  in  games  would  wasteaway. 

Till  the  next  dawn  this  ill-timed  strife  forego^ 

Abd  here  leaVe  fix'd  the  ringlets  in  a  row. 

Now  bid  the  seer  approach,  and  let  us  join 

In  due  libations,  and  in  rites  divine* 

So  end  our  night :  befble  the  day  shaft  tpnogt 

The  choicest  off'rings  let  Melanthus  bring. 

Let  then  t^  Phoebus'  name  the  fatted  thighs 

Feed  the  nch  smokes,  high-curiing  to  the  skios. 

So  shall  the  patron  of  these  acts  bestow 

(For  his  the  gift)  the  skill  to  bend  the  bow.     . 

Pope's  Odyss.  B.  21. 
^  the  months  of  March  and  April  were  by  Ro- 
mulus consecrated  to  Mars  and  Venus,  and  named 
from  them. 

^  Basilius  Valentinus  was  bora  on  the  fixtt  of 
April. 
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Smoe  puting  from. thy  friends  on  Genoa's  sands, 
Tbou  trod'st  with  toilsome  steps  a  length  of  barren 

lands. 
Arise,  and  thro*  the  grore  pursue  thy  way : 
Observe  the  course  «f  yon  propitious  ray  : 
That  splendid  guide  shall  lead  thee  to  tlie  flow'r 
Whose  root  alooa  can  boast  th*  auriBc  power. 
But,  lest  thou  doubt,  or  think  the  promise  vain, 
Soon  as  Aurora  glads  th'  enlighten 'd  plain, 
A  goose  miyestic  o'er  (lie  lake  shall  ride, 
And  thirty  milk-white  goblins  by  her  side  ^t. 

••  •  Be  thy  chief  care  with  sacritice  t'  assuage. 
And  humble  ofTrngs,  injur'd  Saturn's  rage. 
Nor  less  due  honours  to  my  powV  bci«ng. 
Selected  victims  and  a-grateAil  soug. 
That  god  am  I,  ^  whose  universal  sway 
All  oationa  own,  and  willing  all  obey, 
Tbo'  not  from  Hcav'n  I  boast  my  honoured  birth. 
Yet  ever  dearest  to  the  sons  of  t:artli." 
He  said,  and  disappearM  j  when  from  the  ground. 
The  hero  starting,  cast  his  eyes  around. 
Lo !  all-piopitious  to  his  raptured  sigbt. 
An  ignis-fiituQS,  with  portentous  lights 
From  the  dank  earth  othaled,  began  to  more. 
His  coarse  directing  thro'  the  dusky  grove. 
With  aeal  the  sage  revered  th'  auspicious  ray. 
And  toii'd  intrepid  thro'  the  thorny  way. 
At  length  the  vapour  stopt     With  eager  ejres, 
Awhile  ht  view'd,  then  seized  the  matchless  price. 
The  matchless  prize  its  conscious  leaves  expands. 
Springs  to  the  ^ted  touch  and  meets  his  hands. 

And  now  the  rosy  mom  began  to  dawn  : 
He  quits  the  gftve  and  issues  on  the  lawn ; 
When  wood'nHis  to  relate !  a  strange  portent  ® 
Gives  fresh  assurance  of  the  wish'd  event. 
He  sees  the  stately  goose  in  swan-like  pride  ^ 
The  silver  lake  with  oary  feet  divide  ; 
And  thirtj  milk-white  ^Klins  by  her  side.  ^ 

Inspired  with  grateful  zeal  be  hastea  to  seize 
The  goodly  prey,  and  to  the  gods  decrees. 

When  lo  I  the  dying  victims'  plainU  alarm 
The  mournful  shores  and  reach  the  neighb'ring  farm ; 
Thetr  veil-known  voice  the  startled  Sylvia  l^ars. 
And  flies,  Impell'd  by  sad  prophetic  fears. 

This  flock  ^*  the  virgin  cberish'd  with  her  care, 
With  pens  protected  from  the  evening  air  i  > 

*  By  this  aocnraey  of  the  poet,  we  leant  the  very 
day  OB  which  Scrftileras  and  his  friends  both  set  out 
OB  their  respective  designs,  viz.  the  first  of  April. 
An  accuracy  observable  only  in  the  best  poets,  vide 
Viigil.  B.5.  1.46. 

Annuos  exactis  oompletur  mensibos  orbis 

Hand  equidem  sine    mente  reor,  sme  nnmroe 
Divum. 

**  8m  note  16  ef  this  book. 

*  Kgo  «um  pleoo  qu«m  flumine  cerois 

Ceruleus  Tilwis,  ccelo  gratissimus  amnis. 

»  Thus  Viiga,  L.  8.  [strum  : 

Ecce  antem  subitum  atque  oculis  mirabile  nion- 
Candida  per  sylvam,  &c. 
«  See  note  l^oTthnbook. 
**  This  resembles  the  description  of  the  stag  which 
causes  the  scuffle  in  the  7th  B.  of  Virgil. 
Tbeir-sister  Sylvia  cherish'd  with  her  care 
The  little  wanton,  and  did  wreaths  prepare. 
To  bang  his  budding  horns. 


Each  morning  from  her  hand  they  ate  their  food. 
Then  sought  their  cackling  kindred  on  the  flood  \ 
There  bathing  all  the  day,  at  night  they  came 
To  their  known  lodgings,  and  their  country  dame. 

Now  all  alarm'd,  she  hastes  to  their  relief : 
But  oh  !  what  language  can  express  her  grief. 
When  she,  like  wretched  Niobe,  beheld' 
Her  liope&  all  welt'riog  on  th'  eusanguin'd  field  ! 
Yet  s<x)n  her  sorrow  yields  to  nobler  rage. 
And  furious  she  attacks  th'  astonish'd  sage. 
Frequent  and  thick  her  desperate  blows  she  deals; 
Beneath  her  arm  the  stagger'd  champion  reels. 
Asrain  the  maiden  lifts  her  vengeful  hands, 
Dut  now  prepared  the  bold  Scriblerus  stands  ; 
With  watchful  eyes  he  wards  the  threateu'd  blow  ; 
And  strives  to  grapple  with  his  active  foe. 
Artful  she  baffles  his  superior  might. 
And  doubtful  holds  the  fortune  of  the  fight* 

So  fought  the  Thracian  Amazons  of  old. 
While  ting'd  with  virgin  blood  Tbermodon  roll'd* 
Such  and  so  brave  was  great  Aleides  seen, 
When  dauntless  he  engaged  the  maiden  queen. 

The  bold  virago  her  dread  arm  extends  ; 
Full  on  his  cheek  the  weighty  blow  descends. 
Crush'd  with  the  stroke,  his  shattered  ja^sresonnd; 
And  his  loose  teeth  fall  frequent  to  the  ground. 
Firm  and  unmoved  the  hero  keeps  the  field, 
And  bold  with  passive  valour,  scorns  to  yield  :      " 
At  length  observing  her  defenceless  waist, 
Th'  unguarded  virgin  in  his  arms  embraced  ; 
His  griping  arms  her  struggling  limbs  confine. 
And  on  the  plain  the  heroine  falls  supine. 
Scriblerus  following,  the  fidl'n  maiden  prest. 
And  prostrate  lay,  victorious  on  hef  bresst. 

Thus  sage  Ulysses,  for  his  art  renown'd, 
O'erturo'd  the  strength  of  Ajax  on  the  ground  ^  t 
He  shook  the  3riekUng  earth,  an  Itelpless  load. 
The  victor  chief  his  giant  limbs  besirode. 

Thus  as  W  lay,  the  sage  trinmphaot  spoke  c 
**  Behold  how  fiite,  by  one  decisive  stroke. 
To  me  the  laurels  of  the  day  ordains  ; 
To  thee  subj^tion  and  opprobrious  chams  ; 
To  thee  the  laws  of  eombat  to  fulfil, 
The  vanquish'd  yielding  to  the  victor's  will. 
Thus  was  the  chaste  Hippolyte  compeli'd 
To  the  proud  foe  ^^  her  virgin  ohams  to  yield. 
And  thus  each  stoutest  Amazonian  dame. 
Resigned  her  beauties  to  the  conqu'ror's  flame, 

"  Yet  not  my  heart  these  vanities  inspire, 
Nor  sensual  burns  my  breast  with  lawless  fire» 
Or  knows  my  chaster  soul  a  thought  so  base. 
To  force  thee  helpless  to  a  lewd  embrace. 


He  waited  at  his  master's  board  for  food. 
Then  sought  his  savage  kindred  in  the  wood  ; 
\^niere  grazing  all  the  day,  at  night  he  came 
To  his  known  lodgings  and  his  country  dame. 

Dryden. 
^  Ajax,  in  the  games  wrestling  with  Ulysses,  lifts 
him  from  tbe  ground. 

that  time  Ulysses  found 

The  strength  t'  evade,  and  where  the  nerves 

combine,  ' 
His  ancle  strook :  the  giant  fell  supine : 
Ulysses  following,  on  his  bosom  lies  \ 
Shouts  of  applause  run  rattling  thro'  the  skies. 

Pope's  Odyssey. 
«  Theseus. 
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Not  thus  th»  sage  hit  grett  pursuit  atuhis  ^*  : 
But  endioft  travel,  and  incessant  pains. 
Severest  abstioeDoe  from  ev'ry  joy, 
Most  all  bis  thoughts  engage,  and  all  hit  hom 
employ. 

"  Tben  rise  a  spotless  ▼ii'gfn  from  my  arms. 
And  bear  unrifled  hence  thy  maiden  charms  ^.'*' 

Thus,  gracious,  the  self-conquer'd  conqn'ror  spok^. 
And  by  the  band  the  trembling  maiden  took. 
Her  soul  poesest,  at  once,  with  grief  and  rage 
8he  flies,  regardless  of  th*  assiduous  sage. 
Springs  from  his  grasp,  and  seeks  the  thickest  grore, 
Like  sullen  Dido  from  her  faithless  love. 
The  borders  of  the  lucid  lake  he  seeks. 
And  hastes  to  cleanse  his  blood-pollnted  chedn. 

Now  Phoebus,  o^er  the  lofty  mountain's  hetght» 
Pours  on  fair  Munster's  tow'rshis  goMen  light. 
Scriblerus  hails  the  birth>place  of  his  sire, 
And  joy  and  filial  love  his  soul  in^ire. 


THE 

SCRIBLERIAD. 

BOOR  VI. 


Scriblerus  meets  with  the  son  of  Fanstus  the  alchy- 
mist,  who  invites  him  to  his  house;  Faustus  ex- 
plains to  him  the  cause  of  their  festival,  and  re* 
Jates  the  history  of  Baalius  Valentinus.  The 
alchymtsts  are  again  baffled  in  their  attempt  to 
transmute  the  lc»d.  Scriblerus  desires  to  make 
a  trial ;  is  refused  on  account  of  his  mean  ap- 
pearance, hut  discovering  his  name  and  fomily, 
is  admitted  with  honour  to  the  furnace.  He  soon 
obtains  a  colour,  which  success  is  received  with 
universal  applause.  They  contend  who  shall  pay 
him  the  greatest  respect,  and  eagerly  embrace 
the  proposal .  of  Bossius  to  beatify  bioL    The 

^  Subtle,  the  alchymist,  when  he  finds  Sir  ^- 
cure  Mammon  with  Doll  Gommon,  cries  out  i 

No  marvel 

If  I  fbund  check  in  our  great  wort  withhi. 
When  such  affiurs  as  these  were  managing. 

Mam. — Why,  have  you  so  ? 

Sus.— It  has  stood  still  this  half  hour.  This  Ml  retard 
The  work  a  rooi^th  at  least    Mam.  Why,  if  it  do. 
What  remedy  ?  but  tbink  it  not  good  father  i 
Our  purposes  were  honest.    Sub.  As  they  were 
So  the  reward  will  prove. 

Facb  enters. 
Of  sir,  we  are  defeated  !  all  the  works 
Arefiown  infumo:  ev*ry  glass  is  burst,  &c.  &c. 

Alcb.  Act  4. 
^  When  a  young  fellow,  jnst  come  from  the  play 
of  Cfeomenes,  told  Mr.  Dryden,  in  raillery  against 
the  continency  of  his  principal  character,  "  If  I  had 
been  alone  with  a  lady,  I  should  not  have  passed  my 
•ime  like  your  Spartan :"  "  That  may  be,"  answered 
he  bard,  wKh  a  very  grave  face  ;  *'  but  give  me 
cave  to  tell  you,  sir,  you  are  no  hlro.*' 


hero,  by  a  presentamei^  baware  of  the  aocideBtB 
that  may  happen  at  this  important  crisis,  and  ad- 
vises to  postpone  the  honours  designed  him  till 
the  great  work  be  fully  accomplisbed,  lest  vanity, 
which  alivady  begnis  to  possess  his  mrod,  should 
stop  the  progress  of  it,  iSiid  perhaps  entirely  dia- 
appoint  their  expectations.  His  speech  is  inter- 
rupted  by  their  enthusiastic  zeal,  and  they  im- 
mediately proceed  to  beatification.  And  now  the 
poet  having  conducted  Scriblerus  through  a  series 
of  adventures,  with  success  bejfond  the  expecta- 
tlon  of  a  mortal,  concludes  his  poem  with  the 
i^otheosia  of  his  hero. 


Tavs,  wrapt  in  thought,  the  hero  trod  the  plain. 

When,  sodlden,  rushing  from  the  hills  amain» 

A  youthful  sportsman  flies  with  rapid  pace. 

And,  o*er  the  lawn,  pursues  his  insect  chaae. 

A  waistcoat  of  the  thinnest  silk  he  wore. 

And  in  his  hand,  of  slightest  texture,  bore 

A  curious  net,  whose  meshes  light  and  rare 

Scarce  sbane  distingnish'd  from  th'  unbodied  ahr. 

And  now  the  plain's  remotest  verge  he  treads. 

Now  nigh  the  sage  the  chase  his  fbotst^M  leads  ; 

Now  in  his  slender  toils  he  holds  the  prey. 

And  jo]rful  to  Scriblerus  bends  his  way. 

*<  Stranger,  contemplate  well,  with  eameit  csras,* 

Eager  he  calls,  <*  this  paragon  of  flies. 

Observe  hhn  o*er ;  and  tell  if  thou  hast  seeo. 

Or  on  the  trees,  or  on  the  level  green. 

His  pr^^nant  mate  {  the  precious  insect  show. 

And  claim  whatever  my  bounty  can  bestow." 

'*  O I  youth,"  the  sage  replies,  <*  nor  have  I  aeea  i 

Or  on  the  trees,  or  on  the  level  green. 

The  pregnant  consort  of  your  beanteona  game. 

NoE  aught,  tho*  needy,  from  your  bounty  claim. 

Yet  oh!  vouchsafe  one  hospitable  boon, 

DecUure  the  name  of  yon  mi^iestic  town. 

And  point  the  way."  **  To  Munster's  proud  abode,'' 

The  youth  repUes,  '*  compaokm  of  the  road 

Myself  thy  steps  will  guide.    Be  thou  my  guest: 

For  sure  some  secret  pow'r  informs  my  breast 

Thou  draw'st  thy  lineage  from  no  vulgar  race. 

And  thro?  thy  rags  a  godlike  mien  I  trace. 

From  far-fam*d  ancestors  my  birth  I  claim, 

A  glorious  lineage  I  Faustus  is  my  name. 

My  great  exploits  th'  Aorelian  sages  show  *, 

Their  walls  resplendent  with  my  labours  gknr. 

Propitious  Hermes  to  my  sire  imparts 

The  greatest,  noblest  of  all  human  arts. 

Obedient  Vulcan  owns  his  high  commands  ^, 

Nor  changeful  Proteus  can  elude  his  hands  V 

1  Nulla  tuarum  audita  mihi  neque  visa  aoronan: 

Virg.1  1. 

*  A  butterfly  in  one  of  its  states  is  called  an  an- 
relia,  which  name,  for  its  sound,  was  chosen  to  dis- 
tinguish the  socie^  of  butterfly  catcherB  at  Mnn- 
stcr. 

9  Fire  is  the  great  instrument  by  which  the  chy« 
mists  perform  all  their  operatioos.  Chymistsare 
called  philosophers  by  fire.    Boerhaave. 

*  Thn  line  will  best  be  explained  by  first  reciting 
the  fbllowrog  lines  of  Milton : 

That  stone,  or  like  to  that  which  here  below 
Philosophers  in  vain  so  long  have  sought. 
In  vain,  tho'  by  their  powerful  art  they  bind 
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He  HvA  t  hit  wortds  tbe  bero^f  bre^t  inHaine  ; 
But  cbicf,  O  Paiista4«  thy  aufpictmis  ^^nie, 
Seire  fveiafc  of  «iicccsi  \     With  sinstmrng  eyes, 
H(i  joy*  difHHnbliii^,  tbuf  t.fae  lugc  rt^'plif^ 

'*  TJniioc  boonteous   youth i  my  grateful   tlianka 
*Ti»  al(,  *la»  !   that  poverty  can  ^ve.  [receive, 

Odc«!  bapi:iier  days  were  mine  ;  and  not  the  lea^iit 
lo  HermiM'  art,  w»9  kntiwu  your  wpeiched  gwest ; 
And  O  !   were  no*  mmjic  chymic  taslc  asfiij^n'dt 
Tb*  god  *o«ld  8tj|1  support  th*  inHu*lrimi!i  mind  j 
To  temper  lute,  the  nerer-dyin^  flu  rue 
To  temi,  »*aiduoui  as  tli«  vestal  dame. 
WVlb  muffled  face  comxling  fumei;  to  dare, 
Kor  pounded  potion's  HibUest  «ti)m^  ftnafp 
Hot  DuideserTing  would  I  eat  my  bread  *, 
Aa  idle  loit*rer  tm  y<iur  bounty  f^i\y 

S«;rihlen»  thu«  dij^^uised  hiB  promised  ^te^ 
And  now  they  rpucli  freat  Faustos'  friecidly  ^te. 
When  thus  the  ojurleoos  youtb  his  sire  addre»t ; 
*■  Diidjiia  no*  to  receive  Uiia  stranger  gue&l;, 
Tbo*  mean  the  garb  wbicb  wra^is  the  man  of  woe, 
Tho'  thus  he  roajn  a  iicndicant  in  s!)Ow. 
Oft,  like  (he  Sun  behind  mme  dii^ky  cloud, 
H  teaming  known  ber  radiant  bead  to  ehrdud 
In  imtter'd  robei ;  and  frequent  have  we  i^n 
ET*n  wit,  «3iei:ting  a  neglected  mien, 
Iq  rmfft  like  Uiese^  all  ipeciou*  pomp  abjured, 
Cliiiie  to  reside ;  hit  glory  unobfccurt^d  t.^* 


Volalile  Hermet,  atwl  call  up  unboaudf 
In  r»riou3»  shapes,  old  Pj-oteus  fram  the  «ea» 
Drmiit'd  tbio*  a  liinUec  to  hia  naked  form* 
l/ird    Bacou,   in   his  explanation   of  the   heathen 
Jlytbiilgfy,  by  hiin  entitled  The  Wisdom  of  the 
Jlaeiraiti^  ta^w^is  vm  theit  by  Proteus  is  £i^]6ed 
m^OtBt^     He  Kt  called  up  fronn  the  seji,  because  the 
«pe»iiotis  and  dUpen^ations  of  matter  are  i^hiedy 
dETCiaed  lO  liquid  bijdiei.     If,  says  be,  any  expert 
ntinbter  of  nature  (meaning  a  ehymlst)  vball  en- 
counter mjitter  by  main  force,  rexin^  and  urging 
ber   wiUi  jjjlent    to   redu^^c   her  to  nothing  i  she 
^bAQgOi  vmI  turns  her&etf  into  various  forms  and 
^diapaof  ihingf,  till  «t  feiiglb  ibe  comes  to  a  pe- 
wm,  uid  betakes  herself  to  her  former  being-. 

See  Wisd,  Ant*  Pfoteui, 
^  The  ancients  always  looked  upon  the  6rst  tbrng: 
they  met,  when  about  any  euterprise,  aj»  an  omen. 
Thus  Virg.  Quatuur  hie,  prjmum  omen  equoR.  To 
meet  a  mau  with  a  good  nLinic  wa.<i  reckoned  for-o 
tifnate,  and  a  great  encouragement  to  an  adventure. 
A  lucky  name  was  eiic»fm<L'd  a  blushing  to  tiic  |it;r- 
too  that  bore  it |  and  ^evtral  have  ih*'refore  adop- 
ted them.  From  hence  the  ductrlne  of  onunio- 
inancy  prevai  led  ¥\  ato  eu  rne^tJ  y  rtcom  mend  s  the 
eboiee  of  happy  names:  and  the  Pytbagort.an!i 
laugbt  expres^sly,  that  the  miud.s,  ACtiooSf  and  buc- 
of  men,  were  greatly  iufluenOied  by  their 
Thus  the  proverb  i  Boaum  nomeo  bunum 
In  lustrand^  colon i a  ab  eo  qui  earn  dedu- 
eetet,  h  eum  imperator  exercitum,  censor  popu- 
liitn  hittmnt  bonis  nomiuibu^'?  qui  ho^ti^  ducerent, 
eligebantuT.  Ouod  idem  in  delectu  consules  obscr- 
vant,  lit  primus  mi  left  liat  bono  nomine*  Cicero 
de  Dtviop  lib.  1 . 

^Thui  Lly^es  m  the  ^me  disguise,  desires  to 

be  employed  in  tome  menial  office,  aud  professes 

his  skill   in  kindling  a  hrCf  broiHog  a  steuk,   or 

frothing  a  cup  of  drink.  Odyraey,  B*  Ij^ 

'^  A  Imt  from  Mdton'E  Pamdkc  l/ni* 


'*  Stranger,*'  the  sire  replies,  "  in  bappt  haur 
Thou  eDni*?t,  direct (!d  by  same  far' ring  p(?w*r* 
Prtipitioua  Venus  sped  thee  oo  thy  way 
To  share  the  triumphs  of  tb(s  glorioos  day 
Saeri^  to  science  and  to  frslal  mirth, 
The  day  which  gave  the  ftn^t  Baailit^s  birth. 
Free  atKl  unquesCionM  enter,  and  prepara 
The  due  libation  atid  the  solemn  prayer. 
Or  if  thy  curious  bosom  burn  to  bear 
Why  thus  Basilius*  memVy  we  rcTerej 
Or  why  to  hii  distinguialiM  shade  belong 
Tlie  hatlowM  victim  and  the  votive  song^ 
AUend.     To  thi*  illustrious  sage  were  known  * 
Tlic  long-!ioughC  virtues  of  the  wond'rous  iton^ 
Potetit  the  fleeting  «pirjt  to  restore, 
Or  to  pure  gold  convert  the  baser  ore. 
Thus  had  th'  adept  prolongM  hk  niggard  span^ 
Thus  had  he  liv'd  immortal  ^  tbo*  a  man. 
But  wayward  Fortune  takes  a  spleenful  joy 
The  wise&t  fcbeme*  of  mortak  to  destroy* 

"  The  sage^  long  wasted  with  cooffumiTiig  cara^ 
His  body  bending  with  a  weight  of  yeara, 
When  now  he  felt  the  tyrant  band  of  death, 
Thus  to  hi*  son  add  rest  bU  latest  breath  t 

"  *  With  painful  watching  and  incessant  prayV, 
Nine  tedious  month«<  1  labour M  to  prepare 
The  precious  dro[>s  this  chrys^tal  va&e  contains. 
The  rich  reward  of  all  my  wasting  pains. 
Now  mark<  my  soOr  and  with  attentive  car. 
The  virtues  of  our  great  elixir  bear. 

*^ '  When  bufit^ntng  age  the  call  of  fate  obeys, 
\^cii  the  sunt  sickens^  and  the  sense  decays. 
When  all  tho  weakened  organs  lose  their  lone. 
The  nerves  relax'd,  th'  elasJic  vigour  gone, 
When  ev'n  the  life-blooH  stagnates  in  my  heart. 
Soon  as  thou  seest  my  latest  breath  depart, 
Within  my  lips  the  i^acred  medicine  pour ; 
lite  draught  vivitic  shall  my  soul  restore  i 
Course  thro'  the  veins,  the  springs  of  life  reneir, 
And  ef*ry  nerte  with  active  force  endue. 
So  may  your  pious  gratitude  bestow 
On  me  the  life  which  to  your  sire  yon  owe  ; 
And  when  thy  floul  obeys  the  call  of  fate. 
To  thee  the  precious  gift  will  1  repeat. 
Thus  may  we  oft  renew  the  mutual  boon^ 
Tims  lose  the  names  of  father  and  of  son^' 

*'  He  said,  and  Mink  to  death*   Th'  undutcous  boy. 
Drunk  with  dcfusive  h«>pes  of  worldly  joy, 
And  still  mistrii^tful  of  bin  sire's  control, 
Check*  evVy  thought  of  duty  in  his  soul. 
To  common  earth  commits  the  lifeless  corw, 
Nor  hears  great  nature's  call,  or  feels  remor^w. 

**  And  now  he  hastei  new  pleasures  to  explore  | 
Some  new  eixpcnse  to  vent  his  endless  store* 
From  vice  to  vice,  wrth  tasteless  ardour  roves, 
And  Cfoy'd,  ere  night  rejects  lits  muming  luve<» 

**  A  son  he  had ^   Renatns  was  he  naiuM : 
Transmitted  vice  his  genuine  birth  proclaitnM. 
No  generous  passion  warm'd  his  brutal  brea^. 
But  basest  avarice  at  I  his  soul  po^^st. 
Su^picioti,  which  in  vicious  minds  supplies 
Bright  wisdom*s  post,  and  points  the  Jealous  eye*, 
Directs  the  sire  his  sordid  soul  to  scan, 
Who,  thus  prepared,  hi^  artful  speech  began. 


«  This  htftory  of  Basilins  Valentinus,  intiodiSGefl 
here  In  tlie  manner  of  the  story  of  Cacua,  in  the 
Sth  book  of  Virfilj,  is  related  in  the  Spectator,  No. 
426. 
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^"  *  Thou  know'gt,  my  sod,  thy  grandiife^s  Tirtoes 

claim 
An  ample  tribute  from  the  voice  of  irnme. 
And  oft  have  I  confest  this  plenteous  tide 
Of  endless  treasure  by  bid  art  supply'd. 
Yet'ono  important  secret  still  remains ; 
One  ble:»t  attainment  of  his  pious  pains. 

**  *  T«a^  on  an  hallow'd  ajid  auspicious  hour. 
When  thus,  iiispired  by  strange  prophetic  powhr. 
The  great  Basilius  spake : 
*  Behold  the  yellow  lion  shall  go  forth  ', 
A  potent  monarch  from  the  frcoen  North : 
The  swift-wingM  eagle  from  his  claws  shall  fly. 
The  griffon  shall  but  see  his  &ce  and  die  ^^ : 
The  crow,  cameleon,  and  the  dragon^s  blood, 
Mixt  with  the  virgin^s  milk  shall  be  his  food ; 
The  salamander  shall  bis  rule  obey : 
And  all  the  sons  of  Earth  shall  own  his  sway.' 

"  *  Thus  he  by  figurative  signs  exprest " 
The  truths  that  roird  tumultuous  in  his  breast, 

9  Tliere  is  a  great  resemblance  between  this  rap- 
ture of  Basilius,  and  the  famous  prophecy  of  Para- 
X  celsus,  published  by  Glauber,  in  his  prosperity  of 
G^I'many,  where  may  be  seen  his  explanation  of  it. 

*'  Now  follows  the  most  potent  lion  and  monarch 
of  the  North  ;  to  whom  none  in  the  world  may  be 
compared,  nor  did  ever  any  excel  him  in  glory  and 

power*' [ — "  A  yellow  lion  shall  come  out  of  the 

North,  which  shall  be  a  persecutor  of  the  eagle, 
and  at  length  its  conqueror.'' 

^^  Though  Glauber's  explanation  be  intelligible 
only  to  an  adept,  yet  we  may  see,  that  by  the  fight 
of  the  lion  and  eagle  he, means  the  digestioa  of  two 
bodies  in  a  chymidal  process,  which  produce  a 
third,  which  is  called  a  gri^n,  being  part  lion  and 
part  eagle. 

^1  The  ArabiauF,  who  first  treated  of  alchjrmy, 
delivered  their  precepts  in  hieroglyphics,  and  figu- 
rative expressions.  This  practice  has  been  conti- 
nued ever  since. 

The  expositor  of  Jlipley's  Hermetico-poetical 
works,  says, 

"  Our  books  are  full  of  obscurity,  and  philo- 
sophers write  horrid  metaphors  and  riddles  to  those 
who  are  not  upon  a  sure  bottom,  and  do  not  dis* 
ocm  the  subject  matter  of  our  secrets ;  which  being 
known,  the  rest  is  not  so  hard."  We  will  subjoin 
his  exposition  on  the  following  line : 

For  kind  unto  kind  hath  appetitive  inclmatkyn. 

— "  We  join  kind  with  kind,  for  nature  is 
mended  and  retained  with  its  own  nature  :■  for  this 
cause  is  our  king  wedded  to  the  water-bearer's 
daughter  i  or  which  water-bearer  I  told  you  that 
his  body,  his  pitcher,  and  the  water  in  it,  are  all 
one ;  and  his  daughter  was  the  queen  which  arose 
.  out  of  the  water ;  in  which  was  seen  a  lamp  burn- 
ing.^ Wonder  not  at  it,  that  a  queen  should  spring 
out  of  a  water-bearer's  loins :  fojr  the  king  is  also 
his  son,  and  he  is  greater  than  both.  The  king  en- 
joys more  riches  than  bis  father;  but  the  fotber 
hath  the  key  of  a  closet^  in  which  is  wealth  enough  j 
for  all  in  the  kingdom,  to  make  every  subject  as  | 
rich  as  the  king ;  but  the  dispose  of  this  wealth  the 
king  only  is  to  have ;  yet  can  he  not  have  it  in  his 
possession  till  he  marry  his  sister,  which  is  the 
waters  the  pitcher  invisible.  This  his  sister,  is 
also  bis  mother  and  his  fiither;  for  it  is  one  with 


i 


With  pray'r  and  &ating  then  Uie  boly  mm 
The  sacrftl  heav'n-directedwork  began. 
Kme  months  within  the  womb  of  time  it  lay  | 
At  length  began  its  glories  to  display. 

** 'Then  spake  the  laboring  sage:  *  My  mm,  attend  | 
lieam  thy  conception,  and  thy  wond'rous  end. 
On  that  auspicious  ever-bonour'd  mom 
Wast  thou  conceived,  on  whk;h  thy  sire  was  bom. 
The  Sun  himself  presided  at  thy  birth  *'; 
Nor  shall  thy  body  turn  to  common  earth. 
The  sacred  influence  of  his  virtuous  ray 
Exalts  thine  essence,  and  sublimes  thy  clay  >^. 
Thy  body  thus  prepar'd,  these  drops  shall  save 
From  foul  corruption  and  the  kwthsome  grave  ; 
Th'  elixir  swallow'd  ere  thy  corse  be  cold. 
Shall  all  thy  limbs  convert  lo  purest  gold.' 
Basilius  thus  his  wond'rous  art  di^lay'd, 
And  to  my  hands  the  precious  drops  oonvey'd. 
Then,  when  in  death,  a  recent  corse,  1  lie. 
Be  thine  the  powerful  med'cine  to  apply.' 

"  Renalus  heard  the  tale  with  secret  joy. 
And  thus,  with  frequent  teari,  reply'd  the  boy : 

"  «  Obedient,  I  receive  thy  great  commands ; 
Yet  think  not,  that,  with  sacrilegious  hands. 
Thy  .^on  shall  e'er  thy  dear  remains  abuse. 
Or  prostitute  thy  limbs  to  common  use. 
But  in  the  consecrated  fane  bestow'd, 
Adore  at  once  the  statue  and  the  god : 
Before  thy  shrine  perpetual  incense  bum, 
And  filial  duty  to  devotion  torn.' 

*'  Thus  while  he  spake,  he  views  his  {ather*s  height 
With  rapture,  and  compute's  his  future  weight. 
The  limbs  be  measures  with  desiring  eyes. 
Impatient  to  transmute  the  bulky  prize. 
Nor  long  laments  the  promis'd  boon  delay'd. 
But  soon  with  joy  the  breathless  corse  surrey'd. 
Then,  big  with  hope,  the  potent  med'cine  broiight» 
And  the  rich  drops  pour'd,   trembling,   down  his 

throat. 
Already  the  rich  drops  their  virtues  prove ; 
And  half  the  dose  impell'd  the  limbs  to  move. 
Up-rose  the  body,  with  a  sudden  bound. 
And  dash'd  the  shtver'd  cbrystal  on  the  groond, 

water-bearer,  the  water  and  the  pitcher,  as  is  sakJ. 
By  reason  of  his  consanguinity,  the  king  embracetli 
his  sister  very  desirously,  and  she  by  his  embraces 
appears  a  queen,  and  then  the  water-bearer,  and 
his  water  and  pitcher  vanish,  and  the  king  and 
queen  remain  alone ;  at  length  both  king  and  queen 
are  drowned  after  the  immoderate  use  of  vcnery, 
violent  sweating  and  weeping,  which  sweat  and  tears 
make  one  sea,  in  which  swim  two  fishes  without 
flesh  and  bones,  which  after  resolve  and  make  one 
broth,  which  is  called  water  permanent 

"  Thus  have^  I  somewhat  metaphorically  decy- 
phered  our  true  principles,  yet  so  plainly  as  that 
yon  may  with  diligence  understand  the  meaning," 
&c  &c  &c. 

>^  The  chymists,  £rom  s  supposed  analogy,  de> 
nominate  their  metals  from  the  planets,  and  gold  is 
by  them  called  Sol.  Therefore  Renatus's  father 
urges  this  assertion  to  deceive  him,  as  not  doubting 
but  he  is  sufnciently  skilled  in  judicial  astrology, 
to  interpret  so  extraordinary  a  piece  of  fortune  in 
the  mapner  he  would  have  him. 

13  Exalt  and  sublime  are  cbymical  tenm,  which 
both  unport  lafining. 
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Th*  elixir  loct,  the  corse  retoros  to  dust. 

Great  is  our  ruler ;  all  bit  ways  are  just.*' 
Thus  holy  Faustus  endt  the  wood*rous  tale. 

And  aU  the  great  Basiliiu"  £ate  bewail, 
I      Cursing  hiS  race,  degenerate :  then  repair, 

Keganlful  of  the  day,  to  ferveot  pray  V. 
Scriblenis  now  a  crucible  provides, 

And  spreads  the  glowing  beat  around  it's  sides. 

Then,  placed  within,  the  fatal  root  calcines : 

Aod  ioon  his  hospitable  friends  rgoins. 
Unwitting  Faustus  to  his  guest  declares 

What  great  designs  employ  their  present  cares. 

Then  leads  him  where  in  solemn  order  sate 

Tb'  aisembled  sages  of  th*  hermetic  state. 
Up-rose  the  learned  Paracelsus*  heir, 

Aod,  pious,  first  preferred  bis  solemn  pray*r. 

When  thus :  '*  My  friends,  on  this  auspicious  day, 

Let  each  with  confidence  bjs  art  essay. 

Nor  shall  your  last  attempt  your  art  control. 

For  sure  some  pow'r  prophetic'  tells  my  soul, 
That  long  ere  Hesper*s  r^iaot  lamp  shall  glow, 
Yoo  mass  impure  in  genuine  gold  will  flow.*' 
Ue  said :  and  straitway  to  the  furnace  past. 
And  on  the  molten  lead  his  powders  cast. 
No  change,  alas  !  their  fancied  pow*rs  impart. 
The  boaster  mourns  his  ineffectual  art. 
Afaio,  in  torn,  advance  the  learned  train 
Their  art  to  try,  they  try  their  art  in  vain. 

When  thus  Scriblents  to  the  chiefs  addrest 
The  secret  thoughts  loog-lab'ring  in  his  breast : 
**  Ye  great  adepts,  thrice-hooour*d  sages,  hear. 
And  chief  O  !  Faustus,  lend  a  favoring  ear. 
And  0 !  forgive  that  *till  this  destined  hour, 
Th*  unntter'd  secret  in  my  breast  I  bore. 
Great  Plulus,  patron  of  th'  hermetic  art, 
Ttf  me  has  deign*d  th*  elixir  to  impart. 
Has  giv*n  me  to  possess  the  sacred  flow*r. 
Whose  root  alone  can  boast  th'  aurific  pow'r : 
Alone  transmute  yon  mass  impure  and  base, 
Aod  vindicate  otur  scieoce  firom  disgrace.'* 

Th*  adepts  in  silence  witnessed  their  surprise. 
But  scann'd  his  garments  with  contemptuous  eyes : 
Till  Faustus  rose,  and  in  hit  arms  embrac*d 
.  The  tatter*d  sage,  and  near  the  furnace  plac'd. 
When  thus  the  race  of  great  Bombastus  spoke ; 
His  haoghty  frame  indignant  anger  shook. 

"  0 !  thoughtless,  shall  yoo  mendicant  engage 
This  arduous  task  which  bafHes  ev'ry  sage  ? 
Shall  hinds  and  b^gars  to  that  art  aspire  '^ 
Which  foils  th*  attempts  of  Monster's  learned  choir  ? 
Rut  grant  him  with  luccess  and  glory  crown'd. 
To  OS  bow  grateful  must  his  glories  sound  ? 
The  voice  of  fiune  shall  thus  our  honours  stain  ^^ : 
'  The  leara'd  adepts  their  art  essay'd  in  vain : 
Id  came  a  stroller  of  th'  empyrtc  crew. 
And  did  what  all  thoae  sages  could  not  do*." 

The  hero  now  diadaims  his  base  disguise. 
And  thus  with  cooscioos  dignity  replies : 

't  See  the  speech  of  Antinous. 

Odyss.  B.  31.  line  309. 
^  *'  BOmM  what  wretchcfb  to  the  bed  pretend 
Of  that  brave  chief  whose  bow  they  could  not 
In  came  a  beggar  of  fhe  strolling  crew,    [bend  ! 
And  did  what  all  those  princes  could  not  do." 
Thus  wiH  the  common  voice  our  deed  defame, 
Aod  thus  posterity  opbraid  our  name. 

The  speech  of  Euryn^achus. 
pope's  Odysac  D.  21.  line  351. 


'*  Bebold  Scriblerus,  no  ignoble  name  >« ;    [fiime.*' 
Earth  sounds  my  wisdom,  and  high  IJeav'n  mf 

So  great  a  name  amaz'd  each  hearer's  breast, 
A  reverential  awe  their  hearts  possess'd. 
Now  on  the  sage  their  eager  eyes  they  bent; 
And,  all-suspended,  wait  the  great  event 
Thus  as  they  stood  around,  Scriblerus  spread 
The  ^w'rful  ashes  on  the  molten  lead. 
Soon  the  dull  mats  assumed  a  nobler  hue ; 
With  sudden  change  the  heighten'd  colours  grew. 
Now  Luna  shines  with  pallid  radiance  bright  ^"f. 
Now  Sol  begins  to  dart  his  ruddy  light ; 
Scriblerus*  praise  employ'd  each  raptuHd  tongue. 
And  all  around  the  loud  applauses  rung. 

Then  thus  the  sage  the  leam*d  adepts  address'd  t 
'*  As  yet  ye  see  but  half  my  art  express'd  : 
For  know,  this  precious  med'cine  boasts  the  pow'r 
The  fleeting  life,  departed,  to  restore.       ^ 
Tho*  cold  and  breathless  at  my  feet  ye  lay  ; 
My  potent  art  should  animate  your  clay ; 
Nay  more,  to  youth  recall  the  drooping  sire  '•, 
And  in  his  nerves  infuse  their  pristine  fire. 
O  !  would  some  sage,  th*  elixir's  force  to  try. 
Here  in  the  cause  of  science  bravely  die, 
Science  should  soon  restore  his  yielded  breath. 
And  claim  her  martyr  from  the  jaws  of  death." 
Scarce  had  he  spoke,  when  all  with  eager  strife. 
Stretch  their  bare  throats  and  paut  to  meet  Hm 
knife. 

When  lo '.  a  casuist  firom  the  crowd  arose, 
Their  rash  designs,  by  reas'ning  to  oppose. 
With  cited  cases,  points,  quotations,  saws, 
Expounds  what  conscience  wills,  and  what  the  lawf. 
**  If  man  shall  murder  man ;  the  laws  decide 
The  punishment  decreed  on  homicide. 
And  this  must  follow,  if  the  lawyers  plead, 
That  tho*  restor'd,  the  man  in  fact  was  dead. 
If  to  your  throats  yourselves  the  weapon  guide, 
Th*  indictment  then  will  lie  for  suicide. 
O  I  think  how  dreadful  at  the  bar  to  stand, 
For  your  own  death  by  yonr  own  desp'rate  hsindi 
What  shame,  what  horrour  shall  your  bosoms  shake, 
Condemn'd  alive  to  feel  the  piercing  stake  !*' 

The  casuist*8  words  the  stagger*d  crowd  divide  ; 
When  calmly  thus  the  thoughtful  man  reply*d : 
"  On  this  blest  day  no  human  blood  be  shed. 
This  day  to  science  and  to  mirth  decreed. 
No,  rather  let  an  aged  cow  be  brought, 
While,  careful,  I  prepare  the  potent  draught. 
Unscrup'lous  will  we  drain  her  torpid  blood. 
And  soon  renew  tlie  meliorated  flood. 
Long  ere  the  Sun  completes  his  daily  round, 
A  frisking  calf  shall  o'er  the  meadows  bound  ^K 

16  Behold  Ulysses,  &c.    See  Pope's  Odyss.  B*  9. 

.^"^  In  the  language  of  the  chjrmists,  J^na  denotes, 
silver,  and  Sol  gold.  See  note  I'Z* 

.    1*  — — Stricto  Medea  recludit 

Ense  senis  jugulum :  vetcremque  exire  cruorem 

Passa  replet  succiSr    Quos  postquam  combibit 

^00 

Aut  ore  acceptos  aut  vulnere ;  barba  comaoque 
Canitie  positd  nigrum  rapuere  colorero,  &c. 

Ovid's  MeUm.  B.  6.  line  235. 
1*  Qui  maximus  aevo 

Dux  gregis  inter  oves,  agnus  medicamine  (iet 
— tcner  auditur  medb  balatus  aheno. 
Nee  mora  :  balatum  mirantibus,  exilit  agnus, 
Lascivitque  fugi.       Ov.  Mctam.  B.  vi.  line  310. 
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Thus  pow'rfiil  Colchis  dieocli'd  the  feeUe  ram, 
And  from  the  cauldron  leapt  a  waoton  lamb." 

Nov  crown*d  with  wreaths  an  aged  cow  they  brings 
While  shouts  of  joy  from  every  quarter  ring. 
Not  in  more  pomp»  with  mystic  garlands  drets'd, 
March'd  Apis,  nsher'd  by  the  Mempbian  priest 

Her  aged  veins,  impatient,  they  divide. 
And  drain,  at  length,  her  slowly-ebbing  tide. 
They  pour  the  medicine,  brad  Uie  weeping  wowid. 
And  leav^  her  corse  extended  on  the  ground, 
Confiding  in  the  draught    Again  they  raise 
Tbeir  voice  in  rapture  to  Scriblerus*  praise. 

Then  fiossius  spake:    <*Sare  Heav'n  my  soul 
inspires  ^, 
And  prompts  me  to  excite  th'  electric  fires. 
Raise  then,  my  friends,  the  well-constructed  stage. 
There,  placed  on  high,  beatify  the  sage. 
Stripped  of  these  rags  unseemly  to  the  sight. 
And  cloth'd  with  radiance  and  celestial  light" 

He  said.    His  words  the  pleas'd  assembly  caught, 
Who  soon,  obedient  to  his  dictates,  brought 
Of  pitch  and  rosin  an  enormous  mass  <> : 
Six  ample  globes,  and  she  vast  tubes  of  glass. 
From  these  th'  adepts  a  mystic  structure  made; 
And  in  the  midst  the  great  Scriblerus  laid 
In  naked  majesty,  tremendous  sight ! 
Then  haste  to  execute  the^emn  rite. 
Yet  ere  they  fill  the  chorus  of  his  praise. 
Thus  spake  the  man  long  versed  in  fortune's  ways. 

**  Alas  !  my  friends,  forbear  this  rash  design. 
Nor  crown  a  noortal  with  rewards  divine. 
I  fear  this  premature,  this  tboujghtless  joy 
Has  raised  a  vice  our  triumphs  to  destroy  ^. 
Yes,  I  confess  myself  have  felt  its  pow'r. 
The  hapless  victim  of  this  fatal  hour. 
I,  whom  in  vaio,  ambition  strove  to  move, 
And  baffled  lust,  beside  yon  consduus  grove : 
Whom  not  alI-conqu*ring  luxury  could  gain. 
Whom  sordid  avarice  assaird  in  vain. 

"  O  vanity,  thou  fixt  and  ling'ring  guest. 
Thou  last  of  vices  in  the  noble  breast  f 
Who  like  the  worm  within  the  spectons  rind, 
Prey'st  undiscovered  on  the  Purest  mind——" 

Thus  spake  the  moral  sage ;  |>ut  thoughtless  they 
Whirl  the  loud  wheel,  and  tune  the  lofty  lay. 
Impetuous  zeal,  with  wild  unruly  noise. 
Breaks  on  his  speech,  and  drowns  his  sapient  voice. 

And  now  the  glass  by  strong  attrition  urg*d. 
First  the  foul  atmosphere  around  him  pmrg^d. 
Then  at  the  hero's  feet  began  to  play 
A  flame  mora  brilliant  than  the  solar  ray. 
The  golden  beams  ascending  now  embracM 
Th'  illustrious  sage,  and  ciroled  rouud  his  waist 

^  M.  Bose  published  a  treatise  De  Electricitate 
Inflammante  &  Beatificante.  In  this  work  he  tells 
us,  that  having  prepared  large  tubs  of  pitch,  and 
placed  a  person  on  them,  **  In  a  little  time  a  glim- 
mering light  of  a  gold  colour  arises  from  the  pitch, 
and  waves  about  the  fiset  Thence  it  ascends  to  the 
knees,  and  at  last  reaches  the  head,  and  enoom- 
pisses  the  whole  person  with  a  glory,  which  is  a 
tivdy  representation  of  that  bolder  of  light,  which 
adorna  the  pictures  of  saints." 

^  Pitch  and  rosin  prevent  the  electric  force  from 
being  dissipated  by  oommunication  of  contact  with 
non  .electric  bodies. 

^  Let  humble  thoughts  thy  vanity  control. 

See|».375. 


Now  fixt,  and  by  incrMs'd  effluvia  M, 
Diifutted  a  glory  from  his  awiul  head. 
Thus  as  he  darts  around  electric  fire. 
To  vocal  hymns  they  tune  the  sounding  lyre  f 
His  high  achievements  in  their  songs  relate. 
And  hail  him  monarch  of  th'  hermetic  state. 

Such  honours  Munster  to  her  hero  paid  23 ; 
And  lambent  flames  aroond  bis  temples  play'd. 

*3  Such  honours  Ilkm  to  her  hero  paid. 
And  peaceful  slept  the  mighty  Hector's  shades- 
find  of  Pope's  Iliad. 


AND  now  having  brought  oar  commentary  to  ra 
happy  conclusion,  let  us  crown  our  laboor  with  ad* 
monishing  all  ignorant  pretenders,  or  rather  en> 
tirely  precluding  them  from  presuming  to  make 
any  additions  to  the  Scribleriad,  with  the  vanity  of 
Qumtus  Galaber,^  and  Triphiodorus,  who  impu- 
dently msinuating,  that  the  Iliad  was  imperfect, 
wrote  each  a  su|^I^ment  to  it,  which  the  former  hwd 
the  assurance  to  call  ITo^ciXiiw^uiM  w  'Ofm^ 
Maphasus  Vegius,  possest  with  the  like  folly,  wrute 
a  continuation  of  the  .£neid.  Camillo  di  CamtUi,  of 
the  Oierusalerome  Liberata;  and  Alonzo  Feman- 
de2  de  Avellaneda,  of  Don  Quixote.  We  will  at 
once  quash  all  these  fruitless  endeavours,  by  repre> 
senting  the  secrecy  with  which  all  thoae  who  are 
possest  of  the  philosopher's  stone  conceal,  not  only 
those  minute  actions  of  their  lives  which  constitute 
their  history,  but  even  their  very  persons  them- 
selves, as  has  before  been  explained.  Theirs  is  the 
true  flind  only 

Secretum  iter  et  fallentis  tomita  vits. 

Our  hero  is  most  happily  secure  from  one  dan- 
gerous quarter ;  for  such  has  been  his  extraordinarjr 
continency,  that  no  lady  can,  with  the  least  show 
of  probability,  introduce  him  to  act  a  part  in  her 
memoiri. 

Yet  we  are  aware,  that  several  of  bis  familys 
more  solicitous,  perhaps,  for  hia  glory  than  is  con- 
sistent with  a  prudential  regard  fbr  it,  will  be  fond 
of  enlarging  upon  his  actions.  To  these  we  must 
declare,  that  the  author,  when  he  put  his  poem 
into  our  bands,  assured  us,  (in  a  phrase  #hi6fa  he 
borrowed  from  the  Spanish,  and  which  he  esteemed 
fbr  being  so  admirably  expressive)  that  he  had  left 
nothing  in  the  inkhom. 


MISCELLANEOUS  VERSES, 

W|IITTB1I  AT  TWICKENHAM.        FROU    1751    TO    1801. 

ji   DIALOGUE 

•tTWBElf  A 

MEMBER  OF  PARLIAMENT  AND  HIS 

SERVANT, 

tv  fMrrATiov  or  tbi  tivsirni  satikk  op  tbs  sboowd 

BOOK   OP  HOKACI. 


Quid  leges  sine  moribos 
Van«  pro6ciunt. 

Firtt  voriUen  in  the  Year  1752. 

StaVANT. 

LoKG  have  I  heard  your  favVite  theme, 
A  gen'ral  reformatioB  scheme. 
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To  keep  the  poor  from  er'ry  sin. 
From  saming ,  mtirtber,  mod  from  gio. 
And  now  have  I  no  len  an  itch 
To  Teolure  Co  reform  the  rich. 


What,  John  I  are  yoa  too  tam'd  prqyector  ? 
Come  then,  for  once  PU  hear  your  lecture. 
For  Muce  a  member,  as  'tit  saKl, 
Hit  projects  to  his  terrantt  read, 
And  of  a  faT'rite  q>eech  a  book  made, 
^Vith  which  he  tired  each  night  a  cook-maid. 
And  to  it  hap*t  that  eT*ry  morning 
The  tattelctt  creatnret  gave  him  warning-^ 
Since  that  ite  use  'em,  'tis  but  reason 
We  hear  our  tervants  in  their  teaton. 
Begnu 

tEKVANT. 

Like  gamblers,  half  mankind 
Persist  in  constant  rice  comtrin'd. 
In  races,  routes,  the  stews,  and  White% 
Past  all  tbetr  days  and  all  their  nights. 
Ocheni  again,  like  lady  Prue, 
Who  gires  the  morning  church  its  doe. 
At  Booo  is  painted,  drest  and  curl'd. 
And  ooe  amongst  the  wicked  world : 
Keeps  her  account  exactly  even 
As  thus :  **  Prue,  creditor  with  Heaven, 
By  teimoiis  heard  on  extra  days : 
Debtor:  to  masquerades  and  plays. 
Item:  by  Whitfield,  half  an  hour : 
Per  Contra :  to  the  colonel,  four." 

Odters,  I  say,  past  half  their  time 
In  folly,  idleness,  or  crime; 
Then  all  at  ooce^  their  zeal  grows  warm. 
And  every  throat  resounds  rdfbrro. 

A  lord  his  youth  in  ev'ry  vice 
Indolged,  but  chief  in  drabs  and  dice, 
Tdl  worn  by  age,  disease  and  gout : 
Then  nature  modestly  gave  out 
Not  so  myJoid^— who  still,  by  proxy, 
Flay*d  with  his  darling  dice  and  doxy. 

I  laud  this  constant  wretch's  state 
And  pity  all  who  fluctuate  ; 


HORATII.  Lib.  IL  Satira  7. 

Jamhoiwm  ausculto,  &,  cupiens  tibi  dicere  servus 
Panes,  reformido.    Hor.    Davusne?  D.    Ita,  Da- 
vos, amicnm 
Hancipium  domino,  et  frogi,  quod  sit  satis;  hoc  est, 
Ut  viiale  putet. 

H.    Age,  libertate  Decembri 
(Qnaodo  tta  majores  voluerunt)  utere :  narra. 
Dl     Pan  hominum  vitiis  gaudit  constanter,  & 
nrget 
PropoMtom:  pars  multa  natat;  modo  recta  ca- 


Inlerdum  pravis  obnoxia.    Sepe  notatus 
Cmn  tribtts  annellis,  modb  lasvl  Priscus  inani. 
Visit  inequalis,  clavum  ut  mutaret  in  boras : 
£dibus  ex  magnis  snbit5  se  conderet,  unde 
Bfondior  exiret  vix  libertinus  honest^ : 
Jam  mcechus  Rom«,  jam  mallet  doctus  Athenis 
Vivere :  Vertumnis,  qnotquot  sunt,  natus  iniquis. 
Scurra  Volanerius,  postquam  illi  justa  chiragra 
Cootodit  aiticttlos,  <{ui  pro  se  tolleret,  atque 


Prefer  this  slave  to  dear  backgamrnon, 

To  those  who  serve  both  Qod  and  mamnMMi  c 

To  those  who  take  such  pains  to  awe 

The  nation's  vices  by  the  law. 

Yet  while  they  draw  their  bills  sO  ample, 

N^ect  the  influenoe  of  example. 

MIMBXa. 

To  whom  d'ye  preach  this  senieleis  sermon  } 

SXRVANK. 

To  jrou,  good  fir. 


To  me,  3re  vermin  ? 


To  you,  who  ev'ry  day  profess 
T*  admire  the  times  of  good  queen  Best* 
But  yet  your  heart  sincerer  praise 
Bestows  on  these  or  Charles's  days  i 
You  still  approve  some  absent  place 
(The  present's  ever  in  disgrace) 
And,  such  your  special  inconsistence^ 
Make  the  chief  merit  in  the  distance. 

If  e'er  you  miss  a  supper-catd 
(Tho*  all  the  while  you  ihnlk  it  hard) 
You're  all  for  solitude  and  quiet. 
Good  hours  and  vegetable  diet. 
Reflection,  air,  and  elbow  room : 
No  prison  like  a  crowded  drum. 
But  should  you  meet  her  grace's  summons 
In  full  committee  of  the  commons, 
Tho'  well  you  know  her  crowded  house 
Will  scarce  contain  another  mouse, 
You  quit  the  bus'ness  of  the  nation. 
And  brethren  of  the  reformation. 
Tho'—  begs  youMl  sUy  and  vote. 

And  zealous —  tears  your  coat, 

You  damn  your  coachman,  storm  and  stare  j 
And  tear  your  throat  to  call  a  chair. 
Nay,  never  frown,  and  good  now  hold 
Your  hand  awhile :  I've  been  so  bohl 
To  paint  your  follies ;  now  I'm  in. 
Let's  have  a  word  or  two  on  sio. 


Mitteret  in  phimum  talos,  mercede  diom& 
Cooductum  pavit :  qoant6  constantior  idem 
In  vitiis,  tantb  levies  miser  ac  prior  ille. 
Qui  jam  contento,  jam  laxo,  fune  lahorat 

H»    Non  dices  hodie,  quorsum  hssc  tam  putida 

tendnnt, 
Furcifer?     D.     Adte,  inquam.    H.    Quo  pacto, 

pessime  ?     D.     Laudas 
Fortunam  &  mores  antique  plebis,  &  idem. 
Si  quis  ad  ilia  Deus  subitb  te  agat,  usque  recuses : 
Aut  quia  non  sentis  quod  clamas  rectius  esse ; 
Aut  quia  non  firmus  rectum  defendis ;  &  haeres, 
Nequioquam  coeno  cupiens  evellere  plantam. 
Rofnae  rus  optas,  absentum  rusticus  urbera 
Tollis  ad  astra  levis :  si  nusquam  es  fort^  vocatus 
Ad  coenam,  laudas  securum  olus ;  ac  velut  usquam 
Vinctus  eas,  ita  te  felicem  dicis,  amasque, 
Qu6d  nusquam  tibi  sit  potandum.    Jusserit  ad  sa 
Mecsnas  serum  sub  lumina  prima  venire 
Convivam,  Nem6n'  oleum  feret  ociiis  ?  ecquis 
Audit  ?  cum  magno  blateras  clamore,  fiirisque. 
Milvius  h  scurre,  tibi  non  referenda  precati, 
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Last  uigfat  T  beard  a  leaitied  pooHerer 
Lay  down  the  law  against  th'  adulterer : 
And  let  me  tell  you,  sir,  that  few 
Hear  better  doctrine  in  a  pew. 
Well !  you  may  lai^gh  at  Robin  Hood : 
I  wish  your  studies  were  as  good. 
From  Manderille  you  take  your  morals : 
Yoor  faith  from  controversial  quarrels ; 
But  ever  lean  to  those  who  scribble 
Their  crudities  against  the  bible ; 
Yet  tell  me  I  shaJl  crack  my  brain 
With  heariog  Henley  or  Roinainc. 

Deserves  that  critic  WKWt  rabuke 
In  judging  on  the  Pentateuch,  • 
Who  deems  it,  with  some  wild  fanatics. 
The  only  school  of  matbematies : 
Or  be,  who  making  grave  profesfioi^ 
To  lay  aside  all  prepossessioo, 
Calls  it  a  bookse]ler*s  edition 
Of  raaimM  records  and  vague  tradition } 

You  covet,  sir,  your  neighbour's  goods : 
I  take  a  girl  at  Peter  Wood's ; 
And  when  Tve  tum'd  my  back  upon  tm, 
Unwounded  in  my  heart  or  honour, 
I  feel  nor  infamous,  nor  jealous 
pf  richer  culls,  or  prettier  fellows. 
But  you,  the  grave  awl  sage  relbrmer. 
Must  go  by  stealth  to  meet  your  charmer  j 
Must  change  your  star  apd  ev'ry  note 
Of  honour  for  a  bear-skin  coat. 
That  legi^ative  head  so  wise 
Must  stoop  to  base  and  mean  c]isguise  ; 
Some  abigail  musl  then  receive  you, 
BribM  by  the  husband  to  deceive  you.   ' 
She  spies  Corouto  on  the  stairs : 
Wakes  you ;  then  melted  by  your  pray'rs. 
Yields,  if  with  greater  bribe  you  ask  it^ 
To  pack  your  worship  in  the  basket. 
Laid  neck  and  heels,  true  Falstaif  feshion  ; 
Then  form  new  schemes  of  reformation. 

Thus  'scap'd  the  murdVing  husband's  fury. 
Or  thumping  fine  of  cuckold  jury ; 
Henceforth,  in  niem'ry  of  your  danger, 
You'lMive  to  all  intrigues  a  sjtmpg^r. 


Discedunt.     Fienlm  faleor  me,  dixerit  Ule,  f 

Duci  ventre  levem ;  nasum  nidore  supinur : 
Imbecilfus,  incrs,  si  quid  vis,  adde,  p(>pina 
Tu  ciim  &is  quod  ego,  &  fortassis  nequlor  ultr6 
Insectere  velut  melior,  verbisque  decoris 
Obvolvas  vitium  ?  quid,  si  me  stultior  ipso 
Quiogentis  .empto  d^chmif  (l^pronderis  }  Aufer 
Me  vultu  terrere :  maoum  8tom%<^h^mque  tepeto, 
Dum,  qys  Crispini  docuit  me  janitor,  edo. 
Te  coiyux  aliena  capit,  meretncula  X>aVMm : 
Peccat  uter  nostrum  cruce  dignius  ?  acris  i)bi  me 
Nature  incendit :  sub  clar4  nuda  lucem^ 
»        ♦        ♦*        *        ♦        *        * 

Dimittit,  ne^ue  famosum,  nec|ue  sollicitum,  n^ 
pitior  aut  form?B  melioris  me;at  eodem* 
Tu  ctim,  projectis  insignibus,  annulo  equestri^ 
Komanoque  habitu,  prodis  ex  judice  Dama 
Turpis,  odoratum  caput  obscurante  lacemd, 
Non  es  quod  simulas  ?  Metuens  induceris,  atque 
Altercante  libidinibus  tremis  ossa  pavore. 
.Quid  refert9  uri  virgis,  ferroque  necari 


No;  ere  you've  time  for  this  refleciioa. 
Some  new  debauch  is  in  projection.  ■ 
And  for  the  next  approaching  night, 
Ckmtrivance  for  another  Aright. 
This  makes  you,  tho.'  so  great,  so  grave. 
Nay !  wonder  not,  an  abject  slave. 
As  much  a  slave  as  I :  nay  more ; 
I  serve  one  master,  you  a  score. 
And  as  your  various  pa»ions  rule. 
By  turns  are  twenty  tyrants*  foot 

MBMBat. 

Who  then  is  free  ? 

SBRVANT. 

The  wise  aloMw 
Who  only  bows  to  reason's  throne ; 
Whom  neither  want,  nor  death,  nor  chains. 
Nor  subtle  persecutor's  pains. 
Nor  honoun,  w^lth,  nor  lust  can  move 
From  virtue  and  his  country's  love. 
Self.guarded,  like  a  globe  of  steel. 
External  insults  can  he  feel  ? 
Or  e'er  present  one  weaker  part 
To  Fortune's  most  insidious  dart 
Much  honoured  master,  may  you  find 
These  wholesome  symptoms  in  your  mind. 
Can  you  be  free  while  passions  rule  yuu  ? 
While  women  ev'ry  moment  fool  you  ? 
While  forty  mad  capricious  whores 
Invite,  then  torn  you  out  of  doors  ; 
Of  ev'ry  doit  contrive  to  trick  you. 
Then  bid  their  happier  footman  kick  yon. 

Convinced  by  ev'ry  new  disaster. 
You  serve  a  more  despotic  master ; 
Say,  can  your  pride  or  folly  see 
Such  difference  'twixt  yourself  and  me  ? 

Shall  you  be  struck  with  Titian's  tints, 
And  mayn't  1  stop  to  stare- at  prints  } 
Disposed  along  th'  extensive  glass 
They  catch  and  hold  me  ere  I  pass. 
Where  Slack  is  made  to  box  with  Broqghtoa, 
I  see  the  very  stage  they  .fought  on : 
The  bruisers  live,  and  move,  and  bleed. 
As  if  they  fought  in  very  deed. 


Auctoratus  eas ;  an  turpi  clausus  in  area, 
Qu5  te  demisit  peccati  conscia  herilis, 
Contractum  genibus  tangas  caput  ?  *  ♦  ♦  ♦ 
Ibis  sub  furci  prudens  (jominoque  furenti 
Committes  rem  omnen,  &  vitam,  St  cum  oorpore 

famam. 
Evasti  ?  metues  credo,  doctusque  cavjsbis. 
Quseres  quando  itemm  paveas^  iterumque  perire 
Possis,    O  toties  servus !  Quse  bellua  roptis 
06m  semel  eflfugit,  reddit  se  prava  cateois  } 
Non  sum  moechus,  ais.    Neque  ego,  heccule^  fur, 

ubi  yasa 
Prstereo  sapiens  argentea :  tolle  periclum. 
Jam  vaga  prosiliet  fi^is  natura  remotis. 
Tune  mihj  dominus,  reram  imperils  honiinumque 
Tot  tantisque  minor  ?  quern  ter  vindicta  quateraoa 
Imposlta  baud  uoquam  miseri  formidine  privet  ? 
Adde  supr^  dictis,  qu6d  non  levies  valeat    Nam 
Sive  vicarius  est,  qui  servo  paret,  uti  mos 
Vaster  ait,   seu  conservus ;   tibi  quid  sum  ego } 

nerope 
Tn  mihi  qui  iroperitas,  aliis  servis  miser,  atque 
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Yet  Tin  a  loiterf  r,  to  be  sure, 
YcHt  a  great  jad|^  and  ooanoisMor. 

Shall  yoo  prolong  the  midnight  ball 
With  coctly  banquet  at  Vauxball, 
And  yet  prohibit  eaHier  snppert 
At  Kilbou.n,  Sadlen-Wella,  or  Cuper>a  ? 
Are  these  less  hinoceni  in  Ikct, 
Or  only  made  so  by  the  act  ? 

Thtwe  who  cniiiribote  to  the  tax  > 
On  tea  and  chocolate  and  wax, 
With  high  ragouU  their  blood  inflame, 
And  nauseate  what  they  eat  for  feme  i 
Of  tbeae  the  houses  Uke  no  knowledge 
But  leave  them  feirly  to  the  college. 
O !  erer  prosper  their  endeavours 
To  aid  your  dropsies,  goats  and  fevers. 

Can  it  be  deemM  a  shame  or  sin  '^ 

To  pawn  my  livery  for  gin, 
AVTiile  bonds  and  mortgages  at  White's 
Shall  raise  your  feme  with  Arthur's  knights  ? 
Thoae  worthies  seem  to  see  no  shame  in, 
Nor  strive  to  pass  a  slur  on  gaming ; 
Bui  rather  to  devise  each  session 
Some  law  in  honour  o*  th*  profession : 
Lest  sordid  bands,  or  tnlgar  place. 
The  noble  mystVy  should  debase  ; 
Lest  ragged  scoundrels  in  an  alehouse, 
ShonU  chalk  their  cheating^  on  the  bellows ; 
Or  boys  the  sacred  rites  profane 
With  orange-barrows  in  a  lane. 
Where  lies  tlie  merit  of  your  labours 
To  curb  the  follies  of  your  neighbours ;     - 
Deter  the  gambler  and  prevent  his 
Coofed'rate  arts  to  gull  the  'prentice  j 
Unless  yoo  cooM  yourself  desist 
From  hazard,  fero,  brag,  and  whist  ?  * 

Unless  yoar  philosophic  mind 
Can  from  withm  amusement  find. 
And  give  at  oiMe  tb  use  and  pleasure 
lliat  truly  precioiis  time,  your  leisure. 

'  It  was  urged  in  the  petitions  of  some  of  the 
houses  of  public  entertainment,  that  the  suppres- 
sion of  them  might  greatly  diminish  the  duties  on 
tea,  chocolate,  and  wax-lights. 


Doceris,  nt  nervis  alienis  mobile  lii^Dum. 

H.     QuTsnam  igitnr  liber?     D.     Sapiens j  sibi 

qui  imperiosus 
Quern  neque  pauperies,  neque  mors,  neque  vincula 

terrent : 
Kesponsare  cupidrailnis,  contemnerc  honores 
Fortis ;  &  in  seipso  totus,  teres  atque  rotundus, 
Ertemi  ne  quid  valeat  per  laeve  morari ; 
In  qoem  manca  ruit  semper  fortune.     Potesne  '' 
Ex  bity  ut  proprinm,  quid  noscere  ?  Quinque  tatenta 
Poscit  te  molier,  vexat,  foribusque  repulsum 
Perfondit  gelidi ;  msds  vocat     Eripc  turpi 
Collajago.    Liber,  liber  Slim,  die  age.     Non  quis: 
Urget  enim  doromos  mentem  non  lenis-,  Jc  acres 
Sub^ectat  lasso  sthnolos,  verslttque  negantcmi 
Vel  dim  Panatadl  torpes,  hisane,  tabellH, 
Qui  peccat  minta  atque  ego,   dim  Fulvi,  Rotu- 

b«jue, 
A  at  Placideiani  contento  poplite  miror 
Praelia,  nibrid  picta  aut  carbone ;  velut  si 
Re  vera  pognent,  feriant,  vit^ntque  moventes 
Ansa  viri  -,  l<lequam  di  cessator  Davus :  at  ipse 


In  vain  your  busy  thoughts  prepare 
Deceitful  sepukhres  of  care :  ' 

The  downy  couch,  the  sparkling  b^l. 
And  all  that  lulls  or  soothes  the  soul— 

MEMBER. 

Where  is  my  cane,  my  whip,  my  hangar  ? 
PU  teach  yoo  to  provoke  my  anger. 

SERVANT. 

Heyday  !  my  master*s  brain  is  crack'tf 
Or  else  he's  making  some  new  act—* 

\ 

.  MEMBER* 

To  set  such  rogues  as  you  to  work 
Perhaps,  or  send  you  to  the  Turk  «, 


Subtilis  vcterum  judex  &  callidus  audis. 
Nil  ego,  si  ducor  lilw  fumante:  tibi  ingens 
Virtus  atque  animus  cccnis  responsat  opimis« 
Obsequium  ventris  mihi  pemiciosius  est  cur  ? 
Tergo  plector  enim :  qui  tu  impunitior,  ilia, 
Quj£  parvo  sumi  nequeuut,  cOm  obsonia  captas  ? 
Nemp^  inamaresount  epulas  sine  fine  petit;e, 
Illusique  pedes  vitiosum  ferre  recusant 
Corpus.   An  hie  pcccat,  sub  noctem  qui  puer  uvam 
Fuitivd  muUt  strigili  ?  Qui  prsedia  vendit. 
Nil  servile,  gulae  parens,  habet  ?  Adde  qu6d  idem. 
Non  horam  tecum  esse  potes,  non  otia  rect^  , 
Ponere ;  teque  ipsuto  vitas  fugitivus  &  erro ; 
Jam  vino  quaerens^  jam  somno  feUere  coram  : 
Frustri :  nam  comes  atra  premit,  sequiturque  fu- 

g^cem. 
H.  Unde  mihi  lapidem  ?  D.  Quorsum  est  opils  ? 

H.  Unde  sagitas  ? , 
D.     Aut  insanit  homo,  aut  versus  facit     H. 

Ocyiis  hinc  te 
Ni  rapis,  accedes  opera  agro  nona  Sabino. 

2  Among  the  many  projects  for  the  punishment 
of  rogues,  it  has  been  frequently  proposed  to  send 
them  in  exchange  for  English  slaves  to  Algiers. 


I  T^  T  R  U  D  E  R. 

IN  IMrrXTlON  OF  HORACE,   BOOK    I.   SATIRE    IX, 

First  printed  in  ike  Year  1754. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Whatever  is  written  in  imitation  of  the  mannrrs  and 
conversation  of  men,  has  never  failed  to  please 
in  proportion  as  it  has  been  well  written ;  and 
those  who  have  imitated  the  writings  of  preceding 
ages  have,  by  applying  ancient  manners  to  mo- 
dem times,  afforded  a  still  greater  scope  for  the 
mind  to  enterUin  itself  by  the  comparison.  Yet 
as  this  a<lvantege  may  be  overbalanced  by  cramp- 
ing the  genius  and  warping  the  argument,  by  ad- 
hering too  strictly  to  every  particular,  may  it 
not  be  necessary,  for  the  propriety  of  the  whole, 
in  some  cases  to  alter  the  conduct  by  the  trans- 
position of  a  few  lines,  or  the  omission  of  an  in  - 
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Gident  wbtdi  the  dHiei«Dce  of  mamiert  nuy 
make  lets  interesting  to  the  present  age  ? 
It  is  sabmittefl  to  the  reader,  whether  an  impro* 
priety  in  the  conduct  is  not  avoided  in  the  foU 
lowing  imitation,  by  postponing  the  sensibility 
and  agony  of  the  poet^  since  by  appearing  too 
early,  it  seems  to  anticipate  the  force  of  his 
distress,  which  ought  to  rise  by  degrees,  and  in 
proportion  as  tbe  importunity  of  the  intruder  in- 
creases. If  this  be  allowed,  it  it  hoped  the  au- 
thor has  not  done  amiss  in  having  taken  the  li- 
berty of  transposing  some  lines  of  the  original. 


A  CBtTAiN  free  lamiltar  spark  > 

Pertly  accosts  me  in  the  park : 

••  Tis  lovely  weather  sure  I  bow  gay 

The  Sun  !  .  .  .  I  give  you,  sir,  good  day." 

**  Your  servant,  sir.    To  you  the  same  .  .  .  *, 

But  .  .  .  give  me  leave  to  crave  your  name  ?" 

"  My  name  ?  why  sure  you*ve  seen  my  face 

About  in  ev'ry  public  place. 

I'm  known  to  almost  all  your  friends, 

(No  one  e'er  names  you  but  commends.) 

For  some  I  plant ;  for  some  I  build  '; 

In  ev'ry  taste  and  fashion  skill'd  .... 

Were  there  the  least  regard  fyr  merit !  .  •  •  . 

The  rich  in  purse  are  poor  in  spn>it. 

You  know  sir  Pagode :  (here  I'll  give  ye 

A  front  I've  drawn  him  for  a  privy) 

This  winter,  sir,  as  I'm  a  sinner. 

He  has  not  ask'd  me  once  to  dinner." 

Quite  overpower>d  with  this  intrusion 
1  stood  in  silence  and  confusion. 

He  took  th*  advantage  and  pursued : 
'*  Perhaps,  sir,  you  may  think  me  rode; 
But  sure  I  may  suppose  my  talk  * 
Will  less  disturb  you  while  you  walk : 
And  yet  I  now  may  spoil  a  thought : 
But  that's  indeed  »  venial  foult :  .  .  .  . 
I  only  mean  to  such,  d'ye  see. 
Who  write  with  ease  like  you  and  me. 
1  write  a  sonnet  in  a  minute : 
Upon  my  soul  there's  nothing  in  it 
But  3rou  to  all  3rour  friends  are  partial : 
You  redrnn  ***  another  Martial  .... 
He'd  think  a  fortnight  well  bestow'd 
To  write  an  epigram  or  ode. 
*  «  ♦  «>s  DO  poet  to  my  knowledge  ;  •  .  .  • 
I  knew  him  very  well  at  college : 
I've  writ  more  verses  in  an  hour. 
Than  he  could  ever  do  in  four. 
You'll  find  me  better  worth  your  knowing  ...  * 
But  tdl  me ;  which  way  are  you  going  ^?" 


1  Ibam  ferti  vi4  sacrft,  sicut  mens  est  mos, 
Mescio  quid  meditans  nugarum,  et  totus  in  illis : 
Accurrit  quidam  notus  mihi  nomine  taotdm ; 
ArreptAque  manu,  Quid  agis,  dulcissime  rerum  ? 

s  Suaviter,  ut  nunc  est,  inquam ;  et  cupb  omnia 
qnsB  vis. 

3  N6ris  nos,  inquit ;  docti  sumus. 

4  ■  Nam  quis  me  scribere  plures 
Aut  citi&s  possit  versus  ? 

^  Si  bend  me  novi,  tion  Viscum  pluris  amicnmi 
Non  Varium  facies. 
*  Hinc  qn6  mmc  iter  eit  tibi  ? 


What  various  tomults  iwelHd  my  brswl, 
With  passion,  shame,  di^ost  opprest  t 
This  courtship  from  my  brother  poet  1 
Sure  no  similitude  can  show  it 
Not  3rouQg  Adonis,  when  pnrsoed 
By  amorous  antiquated  prude ; 
Not  Gulliver's  distressful  face. 
When  in  the  Yahoo's  loath'd  embrace. 

In  rage,  confiinon,  and  dismay. 
Not  knowing  what  to  do  or  say : 
And  having  no  recourse  but  lying,  .... 
<*  A  friend  at  Lambeth  lies  a  dying  ^  .  .  . ." 
"  Lambeth !"  (he  reassumes  his  talk) 
"  Across  the  bridge  ...  the  finest  walk.  . . . 
Don't  you  admire  the  Chinese  bridges  *, 
That  wave  in  farrows  and  in  ridges  ? 
They've  finish'd  snch  an  one  at  Hamptoo : 
Faith  twas  a  plan  I  never  dreamt  on  ...  • 
The  prettiest  thing  that  e'er  was  seen  .  .  .  • 
Tis  printed  in  the  magazine.  .  .  .  ." 

This  wild  farrago  who  bonkl  bear  ? 
Sometimes  I  run ;  then  stop  and  state: 
Vex'd  and  tormented  to  the  quick, 
By  turns  grow  choleric  and  sick : 
And  glare  my  eye,  and  shew  the  white  *, 
like  vicious  horses  when  they'd  bite. 

Regardless  of  my  eye  or  ear. 
His  jargon  he  renews  .  .  •  . 

«*  D'ye  hear 
Who  'twas  composed  the  taylor's  dance } 
I  practised  fifteen  OMMiths  hi  France  lo. 
I  wrote  a  play  ....  twas  done  in  haMe  .  * 
1  know  the  present  want  of  taste. 
And  dare  not  trust  it  on  the  town  .... 
No  tragedy  will  e'er  go  down. 
The  new  burietta's  now  tbe  thing  .... 
Pray  did  you  never  hear  me  sing  "  ?" 
"  Never  indeed."  .... 

'*  Next  time  we  meet . . . 
We're  just  now  coming  to  the  street .... 
Bless  me  !  1  almost  had  forgot: 
There's  poor  Jack  Stiles  will  go  to  pot  ^ 
Sir  Scrutioy  has  prest  me  daily 
TO  be  this  hour  at  the  Old  Bailey, 
To  witness  to  his  good  behaviour : 
My  uncle's  voter,  under  favour  •  .  •  • 
Egsd,  I'm  puzzled  what  to  do. 
To  save  him  will  be  losing  you. 

^ NU  opus  est  te 

Grcumagi :  queoKiam  volo  visere,  ooa  tibi  i 
Trans  Tiberim  longfe  cubat  is,  prope  CBStris  hoitoft 
Nil  habeo  quod  agam,  et  non  sum  piger :  u^ 
sequar  te. 

•  77 C6m  quidlibetaic 

Oarriret,  vices,  urbem  laudarat • 

*  Demitto  auriculas,  ut  iniqua  mentis  aieUai. 
10............  Quig  membra  movers 

MoUius?  ^ 

II iDvideat  quod  et  Hermogeoes,  ego  csnto. 

is  Casu  tunc  respoodere  vadatu 

Debebat;  quod  ni  fcdaset,  pcrdere  litem. ^^ 
Si  me  amas,  inquit,  pauliim  htc  ades.   lotermm 
Aut  valeo  stare,  aut  novi  civilia  jura :         t^siga^ 
Et  propero  qu6  scis.    Dubhis  sum  qotd  oo**^ 

inquit ;  ^^ 

Tene  relhiquam,  an  rem.    Me,  sodes.   Noo 

ciam,  ille; 
Et  prascedere  coepit* 
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Yet  we  miist  nve  him,  if  we  cm, 

fur  he's  m  ttanch  ooe,  a  dead  maii^'.'* 

*  *  By  your  aooount  he's  so  indeed. 

Unless  you  make  some  better  speed. 

ThM  OMMDent  fly  to  save  your  friend  •  .  •  . 

Or  else  prepare  him  for  his  end." 

'*  Haa^  him,  he's  but  a  single  vote ; 

I  wish  the  halter  round  his  throat. 

To  Lambeth  1  attend  3rou,  sir." 

**  Upon  my  soul  you  shall  not  stir : 

Preserve  your  voter  from  the  gallows : 

Can  human  nature  be  so  callous } 

So  negligent  when  life's  at  stake  ?" 

**  rd  hang  a  hundred  for  your  sake  ?" 

I  wish  youM  do  as  mnch  by  me  ....  '' 

Or  any  thing  to  set  me  free. 

Deaf  to  my  words,  he  talks  along 

Still  louder  than  the  buzzing  throng. 

"  Are  yoo,  he  cries,  as  well  as  ever  ^* 

With  lady  Grace  ?  she's  vastly  clever  ? 

Her  merit  all  the  world  declare : 

Few,  very  few  her  friendship  share. 

If  youM  contrive  to  introduce 

Your  friend  here,  yon  might  find  an  use  ...  ." 

"  Sir,  in  that  house  there's  no  such  doing. 

And  the  attempt  would  be  one's  ruin. 

No  art,  DO  prcgect,  no  designing. 

Ko  rivabhip  and  no  outshining," 

**  Indeed  f  yon  make  me  long  the  more  i^ 

To  get  admittance.    Is  the  door 

Kept  by  so  rude,  so  hard  a  clown, ' 

As  will  not  melt  at  half-a-crown  ? 

Gsnt  I  cajole  the  female  tribe 

And  gain  her  woman  with  a  bribe  ? 

Rcfbs'd  to  day,  suck  up  my  sorrow. 

And  take  my  chance  again  to  morrow  ? 

It  there  no  shell-work  to  be  seen. 

Or  Chinese  chair,  or  Indian  screen  ? 

No  cockatoo,  nor  mannozet. 

Lap-dog,  gold  fish,  nor  perroquet  ? 

No  French  embroidery  on  a  quilt  ? 

And  DO  bow-window  to  be  built  ? 

Cant  I  contrive,  at  times,  to  meet  '^ 

My  lady  in  the  park  or  street  ? 

*  A  cant  term  for  a  sure  vote. 

>3  Omnes  oompoeui.    Felices!  nunc  ego  resto : 
Omfice. 

" Maecenas  quomodo  tecum  ? 

Hinc  repetit.    Paucorum  homipum,  et  mentis  henb 


Nemo  desteri^  fbrtuni  est  usus.     Habercs 
Magnum  adjutorem,  posset  qui  ferre  secuodas, 
Hunc  bominem  velles  si  tradere :  dispeream,  ni 
Summdeses  omnes.    Non  isto  vivimus  illic 
Quo  to  rere  modo ;  domus  hAc  nee  purior  ulla  est, 
Nee  magis  his  aliena  malis :  nil  ml  officit  unquam, 
Ditior  hjc,  ant  est  quia  doctior :  est  locus  uni 
Coiqoe  tuna.  Magnum  narras,  vix  credibile.  Atqui 
Schabet. 

**  —  Accendis,  quare  cupiam  magis  illi 
Pniadmus  esse.    Velis  tantummodo :  quae  tna  virtus, 
Expagnabis ;  et  est  qui  vinci  possit :  e6que 
Deciles  aditus  primoB  habet     tiaud  mibi  deero: 
Muneribos  servos  oormmpam ;  non,  hodie  fi 
ExcJosnt  fuero,  desstam. 

^  — — Tempora  quaeram ; 
Occorram  in  triviit :  dieducam. 


At  opera,  play,  or  morniog  pray'r. 
To  hand  her  to  her  coach  or  chair  ?" 

But  now  his  voice,  tbo'  late  so  loud. 
Was  lost  in  the  contentious  crowd 
Of  fishwives  newly  corporate, 
A  colony  from  Billingsgate. 

That  instant  on  the  bridge  I  spy'd  i** 
Lord  Truewit  coming  from  bis  ride. 
"  My  lord,  ....  Sir  William"  (I  began) 
"  Has  given  me. power  to  state  a  plan. 
To  settle  ev'ry  thing  between  you  ; 
And  so  ...  .  'Us^  lucky  that  I've  seen  yon. 
This  morning.  .  •  .  ." 

"  Hold,"  replies  the  peer. 
And  tips  me  a  malicious  leer  i'^ 
**  Against  good  breeding  to  ofiend 
And  rudely  take  you  from  your  friend !" 
(His  lordship,  by  the  way,  can  spy 
How  matters  go  with  half  an  eye : 
And  loves,  in  proper  time  and  place. 
To  laugh  behind  the  gravest  facei) 
<*  Tis  Saturday.  .  .  .  ,  I  should  not  chute 
To  break  the  sabbath  of  the  Jews  >»." 
"  The  Jews !  my  lord  !  .  .  .  ." 

**  Why  since  this  pother, 
I  own  I'm  grown  a  weaker  brother; 
Faith!  persecution  is  no  joke:  .... 
....  I  once  was  going  to  have  spoke :  .  •  •  • 
Bns'ness  may  stay  till  Monday  night : 
'Tis  prudent  to  be  sure,  you're  right." 

He  went  his  way.     I  rav'd  and  fum'd  ^ : 
To  what  ill  fortune  am  I  doom'd  ^^ ! 
But  fortune  had,  it  seems,  decreed 
That  moment  for  my  being  freed. 
Our  talk,  which  had  been  somewhat  loud  ^, 
Insensibly  the  market  crowd 
Around  my  persecutor  drew ; 
And  made  'em  take  hhn  for  a  Jew. 
To  me  the  caitiff  now  appeals ; 
But  1  took  fairly  to  my  heels  ^; 
And,  pitiless  of  his  condition. 
On  brink  of  Tliames  and  Inquisition, 

" -  Hjbc  dum  agit,  ecce 

Fuscus  Aristius  oecurrit  mihi  carus,  et  ilium 
Qui  pulchr^iidsset    Consistimus.    Unde  venis  ?  e| 
Qu6  tendis  ?  rogat,  et  respondet.    Vellere  ccepi, 
£t  prensare  manu  leutissima  brachia,  nutans, 
Distorquens  oculos,  ut  me  eriperet 

^^-  Mal^  salsus 

Ridens  dissimulare :  mecum  jecur  urere  bilis. 
Cert^  nescio  quid  secret6  velle  loqui  te 
Aiebas  mecum.     Memini  beni  ;  sed  meliori 
Tempore  dicam. 

*5— Hodie  tricesima  sabbata ;  vin'tu 
Curtis  Judseis  oppedere  ?  Nulla  mihi,  inquam, 
Religio  est.     At  ml ;  sum  paul6  iofirmior  j  unus 
Multorum ;  ignosces :  ali^  loquar. 

^         Fugit  improbus,  ac  me 
Sub  coltro  linquit. 

8*  Hunccine  solem 

Tarn  nigrum  surrexe  mihi  ? 

22  Casu  venit  obvius  illi 

Adversarius  ;  et,  Qu6  tu,  turpissime  ?  magnl 
Indamat  voce ;  et.  Licet  aniestari  ? 

83 Ego  ver6 

Oppono  auriculam  ;  rapit  in  jus. 
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Left  bkn  to  take  ^is  turn  and  listen  ^ 
To  each  uncircumcised  Philistine. 

O  Pbebus  J  happy  be  whose  trust  is  ** 
In  thee  and  thy  poetk  justice. 

S4  Clamor  utriiique ; 

Undique  concursus. 
Si       ■  ■■  Sic  me  servavit  Apollo. 


THE 

FABLE  OF  JOTUAM: 

TO 

TOE  toROUGH-HUNTERS. 
First  published  in  1754. 


'  Jotham's  Fable  of  the  Trees  is  the  oldest  that  is 
extant,  and  as  beautiful  as  any  which  have  been 
made  since  that  time."    Addison. 


JUDGES,'  Chap.  ix.  v.  8. 

Old  Plumb,  who  tho»  blest  in  his  Kentish  retreat, 
Still  thrives  by  his  oil-shop  in  Leaden  hall-street. 
With  a  Portugal  merchant,  a  knight  by  creation, 
Trom  a  borough  in  Cornwall  received  intitation. 
Well  -assured  of  each  vote,  well  eqoipt  firom  the  alley, 
In  quest  of  election-adventures  they  sally. 
Tho'  much  they  discoursed,  the  long  way  to  beguile, 
Of  the  earthquakes,  the  Jews,  and  the  change  of 

the  stile, 
iy  the  Irish,  the  stocks,  and  the  lottery  committee. 
They  came  silent  and  tired  into  Exeter  city,  [hour ; 

**  Some  books,  prithee  landlord,  to  pass  a  dull 
No  nonsense  of  parsons,  or  methodists  sour. 
No  poetical  stuff— adanro'd  jingle  of  rhymes. 
But  tome  pamphlet  that's  new  and  a  touch  on  the 
thnes.*'  [town  roond, 

«« O  Loid  I"  says  mme  host,  "  you  may  hunt  the 
I  question  if  any  such  thing  can  be  found : 
1  never  was  askM  for  a  book  by  a  guest; 
And  Pm  sure  I  have  all  the  great  folk  in  the  West 
None  of  these  to  my  knowledge  e'er  cail'd  for  a  book ; 
But  see,  sir,  the  woman  with  fish,  and  the  cook ; 
Here's  the  fattest  of  carp,  shall  wedress  you  a  brace  ? 
Would  you  chuse  any  soals,  or  a  mullet,  or  plaice  ? 

«*  A  place,"  quoth  the  knight,  "we  must  have  to 
be  sure, 
But  first  let  us  see  that  our  borough's  secure. 
We'll  talk  of  the  place  when  we've  settled  the  poll : 
They  may  dress  us  fbr  supper  the  mullet  and  soal. 
But  do  you,  my  good  landlonl,  look  over  your  shelves, 
Jor  a  book  we  must  have,we're  so  tired  of  ourselves." 

*'  In  troth,  sir,  1  ne'er  had  a  book  in  my  life. 
But  thej)rayer-bo6k  and  bible  I  bought  for  my  wife." 

"  Well !  the  bible  must  do  j  but  why  don't  you 
take  in 
Some  monthly  collection  ?  the  New  Magazine  ?" 

The  bible  was  brought  and  laid  out  on  the  table, 
And  open'd  at  JgttaB't  most  apposite  fsble ; 


The  tale  of  the  trees.    This  chimed  in  wkh  tbeSr 
bent:  [Kemt. 

And  Plumb  lookt  for  an  ^int  fbr  his  planting  iu 
Sir  Fieeport  began  with  thts  verse,  tho*  bo  rhyme — 
"  The  trees  of  the  forest  went  forth  on  a  time," 
(To  what  purpose  our  candidates  scarce  oOa  Id  expeci. 
For  it  was  not,  they  found,  to  transplaiit--*4yot 

elect) 
**  To  the  Olive  and  Fig-t^  their  deputies  came. 
Bat  by  both  werfe^refused  and  their  answer  the  same : 
Quoth  the  Olive,  « Shall  I  leave  my  fotness  and  oil 
For  an  unthankful  office,  a  dignified  toil  ?' 
'  Shall  I  leave,'  quoth  the  Fig-tree,  *  my  sweetn^s 

and  fruit. 
To  be  envy'd,  or  slaved  in  so  vain  a  parsnit  ?» 
Thus  rebuffed  and  surprized  they  apply 'd  to  the 

He  answered  : t  Vine, 

*  Shall  I  leave  tny  grapes  and  my  wine  ? 
(Wine  the  sovereign  cordial  of  gcd  and  of  man) 
To  be  made  or  the  tool  or  the  head  of  a  clan  ?» 
At  last,  as  it  always  falls  out  in  a  scramble. 
The    mob  gave  the  cry  for— «  a  Bramble  f    a 

Bramble ! 
A  Bramble  for  ever !'— O  !  chance  unexpected ! 
But  Branible  prevaiPd  and  was  duly  elected." — 
"  O I  ho"  quoth  the  knight,  with  a  look  most  pro- 
found, [found. 
"  Now  I  see  there's  some  good  in  good  books  to  be 
I  wish  I  had  read  this  same  bible  before: 
Of  kmg  mil^  nt  the  least  twould  have  saved  as 

fourscore. 
You,  Plumb,  with  your  oUvcsand  oil  might havestaid» 
And  mjrself  might  have  tarried  my  wines  to  unlade^. 
Wliat  have  merchants  to  do  from  their  bunqess  to 

ramble? 
Your  electioneer-errant  should  still  be  a  BramWe.'* 
Thus  ended  at  once  the  wise  comment  on  Jotham^ 
And  our  citizens  jaunt  to  the  borough  of  Gotham. 


THE 

F  A  K  E  E  R.' 

A  TALE. 
First  published  in  1756. 


PREFACE. 

It  ought  to  be  acknowledged,  that  the  plan  of  the 
following  lines  is  borrowed  from  M.  Voltafre,  who 
evidently  took  his  hint  from  a  passage  in  Pere  Ic 
Comte's  History  of  China,  which  it  is  thought  neces- 
sary to  prefix,  in  order  to  support  and  illustrate  the 
fects  on  which  the  tale  is  founded. 

An  Extract  from  Le  Oomto*s  Menioin  and  Remarks, 

&c.  octavo,  1737.  page  335. 
The  '  Bonzes  get  a  great  deal  of  money  by  ddng 
acts  of  penance  publicly,  which  the  people  esteem 

1  Bonze  is  the  general  name  fbr  a  priest  The 
proper  ^erm  for  the  poor  begging  Dernse  is  Fakeer  ; 
which  both  in  the  Turkish  and  Indian  language, 
signifies  poor.  Those  of  this  sect  who  retire  to  desert 
places,and  practise  tbeutmostausterity  of  fostmg  and 
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tbcm  mightily  for.  I  have  teen  them  dragging  af- 
ter tboD  a  Ittw  cbain  of  iroo  as  thick  as  one'sarm, 
ftboot  tkiity  feet  long,  fastened  to  their  neck, 
waist,  or  legs.  Thus  it  is,  say  they,  at  every  door 
as  they  pass,  that  we  expiate  your  ftiults,  sure  this 
deservea  aome  smalf  alms.  Others  in  puhlic  places 
knock  their  pates  >with  all  their  force  with  large 
hricka,  till  they  are  almost  covered  with  blood. 
They  have  sevroal  other  penitential  actions  «^  but 
what  J  was  most  surprised  at  was  this : 

One  day  1  met  a  booze  in  a  sort  of  sedan^  veiy 
ck»e  shot,  the  inside  of  which  was  like  an  harrow 
fon  of  nails  very  thick,  with  their  poinU  slicking 
oat  towanls  the  man  in  the  chair,  so  that  he  could 
not  bend  either  one  way  or  the  other  without 
woonding  himself:  Two  fellows  were  hired  to  carry 
him  frooB  house  to  house,  where  he  begged  the 
people  to  have  compassion  on  him. 

He  toM  them  he  was  shut  up  in  that  chair  fw  the 
good  of  their  souls,  and  was  resolved  never  to  go 
oot  firom  thence,  till  they  had  bought  all  the  nails 
(of  which  there  were  above  two  thousand)  at  the 
rate  of  sixpence  a-piece.  If  you  buy  any  of  them, 
•y*  J»*»  ywi  will  do  an  action  of  heroic  virtue,  lind 
yoor  alms  are  not  bestowed  on  the  bonzes,  to  whom 
jroa  may  take  other  opportunities  of  bestowing  your 
charity,  but  to  the  god  Fd,  in  whose  honour  we  are 
going  to  build  a  temple.  I  told  him,  that  he  was 
very  anbappy  to  torment  himself  thus  in  this  warld 
for  no  gfiod,  and  did  counsel  him  therefore  to  come 
^of  his  prison,  to  go  to  the  temple  of  the  true 
God,  to  be  instructed  in  heavenly  truths,  and  sub- 
mit fo  penance  less  severe,  but  more  salutary. 

He  was  so  for  from  being  in  a  passion  with  me, 
that  be  answered  me  calmly  and  courteously,  that 
hewas  much  oblig^ed  to  me  for  my  good  advice,  and 
•onld  be  more  obliged  to  me  still,  if  1  would  buy  a 
ooaen  of  his  nails,  which  would  certainly  make  me 
luve  a  good  journey. 

Here  hold  your  hand,  says  he,  turning  on  one 
Me, take  these;  upon  the  faith  of  a  bonze,  they 
are  the  very  best  in  ail  my  sedan,  for  they  prick 
me  the  most,  yet  you  shall  have  them  at  the  same 
rate  at  which  I  sell  the  others. 


A  FAKEER  <a  religions  well  known  hi  the  East, 
Hot  much  like  a  parson,  still  less  like  a  priest) 
With  no  cantii^,  no  sly  Jesuitical  arts, 
FieU-preachmg,  hypocrisy,  learning  or  parts  ; 
By  a  happy  refinement  in  mortification. 
Grew  the  oracle,  saint,  and  the  pope  of  his  nation. 
Bat  what  did  he  do  this  esteem  to  acquire  ? 
Did  he  torture  his  head  or  hk  bosom  with  fire? 
Was  his  neck  in  a  portable  pillory  cas*d  ? 
Did  be  fosten  a  chara  to  his  leg  or  his  waist? 

meditation,  are  called  Jauguis;  that  is,  united  with 
God.  They  seem  for  hours  together  absorbed  in  ex- 
tacy,  seeing,  as  they  fancy,  the  divinity  in  the  ap- 
peairance  of  a  clear  .and  vivid  light  at  the  end  of 
their  nose,  which  they  endeavour  to  eflfect  by  fixing 
both  then-  eyes  equaUy  to  that  point,  with  inflexible 
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No.  His  holiness  rose  to  this  sovereign^pttch 
By  the  merit  of  running  long  nails  in  his  breech. 

A  wealthy  young  Indian,  approaching  the  shrine^ 
Thus  in  banter  accosts  the  prophetic  divine : 
•*  This  tribute  accept  for  yoor  interest  with  Fo, 
Whom  with  torture  you  serve,  and  whose  will  yoa 

must  know ; 
To  your  suppliant  disclose  his  immortal  decree; 
Tell  me  which  of  the  Heav'nf  is  aifotted  for  me.* 

VAXSBft.    ^ 

I^t  me  first  know  your  merits. 
omiAN. 

^  I  strive  to  be  just: 
To  be  true  to  my  friend,  to  my  wife,  to  my  trust  s 
h)  religion  I  duly  observe  ev*ry  form : 
With  a  heart  to  my  country  devoted  and  warm : 
I  give  to  the  poor,  and  I  lend  to  the  rich • 

PAKKBR. 

But  how  many  nails  do  you  run  in  your  breech  } 

INDIAW. 

With  submiflsion  I  speak  to  yoor  revVence>s  tail ; 
But  mme  has  no  taste  for  a  tenpenay  nail. 

FAKBBft. 

Well !  Pll  pray  to  our  prophet  and  get  you  preferred ; 
Though  no  farther  expect  than  to  Heaven  the  third. 
With  me  in  the  thirtieth  your  seat  to  obtain. 
You  must  qualify  duly  with  hunger  and  para. 

INDIAH. 

With  you  in  the  thirtieth  !  You  impudent  rogue  I 
Cau  such  wretches  as  you  give  to  madness  a  vogue  1 
Though  the  priesthood  of  Fo  on  the  vulgar  impose. 
By  squinting  whole  years  at  the  end  of  their  no«e  ; 
Though  with  cruel  devices  of  mortification 
They  adore  a  vain  idol  of  modem  creation  ; 
Does  the  God  of  the  Heav'ns  such  a  service  direct? 


Can  his  -mercy  approve  a  self-punishing  sect  ? 
Will  bis  wisdom  be  worshipp'd  with  chains  ao( 


Some  keep  a  fire  always  burning  on  their 
^  ds;  others  tie  their  heels  to  a  tree,  and  leaning 
downwatds,  are  continually  supplying  a  fire  with 
wood,  that  the  flame  may  rise  to  their  breasts. 


nails? 


i  and  with 


Or  c*er  look  for  his  rites  in  your  noses  and  tails  ? 
Come  along  to  my  house  and  these  penances  leave. 
Give  your  belly  a  feast,  and  your  breech  a  reprieve. 

This  reasoning  unhinged  each  fanati<cal  action; 
And  stagger'd  our  saint,  in  his  chair  of  promotion. 
At.  length  with  reluctanoe  be  rose  from  his  seat : 
And  resigning  his  nails  and  his  feme  for  retreat*; 
Two  weeks  his  new  life  he  admir'd  and  enjoy'd : 
The  third  he  with  plenty  and  quiet  was  cloy'd. 
To  live  undistinguish'd  to  him  was  the  pain. 
An  existence  unnoticed  he  could  not  sustain. 
In  retirement  he  sigh'd  for  the  fame- giving  chair; 
For  the  orawd  to  admire  him,  to  rev'rence  and  stare' : 
No  endearments  ofpteasuie  and  ease  oould  prevail : 
He  the  saintship  resumed,  and  new  larded  his  tail.* 

Our  Fakeer  represents  all  the  vot'ries  of  fame  :* 
Their  ideas,  their  means,  and  their  end  is  the  same- 
The  sportsman,  the  buck ;  all  the  heroes  of  vice, 
With  their  gallantry,  lewdness,  the  bottle  and  dice; 
The  poets,  the  critics,  the  metaphysicians. 
The  courtier,  the  patriot,  all  politicians; 
The  statesman  begirt  with  th'  importunate  ring, 
(I  had  almost  completed  my  list  with  the  king) 
All  labour  alike  to  illustrate  ray  tale ; 
All  tortured  by  choice  with  th*  invisible  nalL 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 
That  poem  being  a  parody  on  the  moit  remailcable 
passages  in  tbe  well-known  epistle  of  Eloisa  to 
Abelard,  it  was  thought  unnecessary  to  trans- 
cribe any  lines  from  that  poem,  which  b  in  Che 
hands  of  all,  and  in  the  memory  of  most  readers* 


In  toenet  where  Ballet's  genius  has  oombin'd 
With  Bromwich  to  amuse  and  cheer  the  miiui; 
Amid  this  pomp  of  cost,  this  pride  of  art. 
What  mean  these  sorrows  in  a  female  heart? 

Ye  crowded  walls,  whose  well  eoligfatenM  itiind 
With  lovers  sighs  and  proiestationa  sound, 
Ye  pictures,  Oatter'd  by  the  leam'd  and  wise. 
Ye  glasses,  ogled  by  the  brightest  eyes. 
Ye  oaids,  which  beauties  by  their  touch  have  blest, 
Ye  chairs,  which  peers  and  miuisters  have  prest. 
How  are  ye  changed  !  like  you  my  fiite  I  moan, 
like  you,  alas !  neglected  and  alone  •  -  • 
For  ah  !  to  me  alone  qo  card  is  oome, 
I  must  not  go  abroad— and  cannot  be  at  home. 

Blest  be  that  social  power,  the  firat  who  pair'd 
The  erring  footman  with  th*  unerring  card. 
Twas  Venus  sure  ;  for  by  their  fiuthful  aid 
Hie  whisp'riog  lover  meets  the  blushing  maid ; 
From  solitude  they  give  the  cheecful  call 
To  the  choice  supper,  or  the  sprightljr  ball ; 
Speed  the  soft  summons  of  the  gay  siiid  fair, 
*  From  distant  Bloomsbnry  to  Orosvenor  Square  ; 
And  bring  the  colonel  to  the  tender  hour. 
From  the  parade,  the  senate,  or  thj^  Tower. 

Ye  records,  patents  of  eur  worth  and  pride  I 
Our  daily  lesson,  and  our  nightly  guide ! 
Where'er  ye  stand  disposed  in  proud  amy, 
Tbe  vapours  vanish,  and  tbe  heait  is  gay ; 
But  when  no  cards  the  chimney-glass  adorn, 
The  dismal  void  with  heart-fSslt  shame  wo  moom  j 
Conscious  neglect  in^rires  a  sullen  gloom, 
And  brooding  sadness  fills  tbe  sighted  room. 

If  bjit  some  happier  female's  card  I'vw  seeo, 
I  swell  with  rage,  or  sicken  with  the  tfHeen ; 
While  artful  pride  conceals  the  bunting  teat, 
With  seme  fbrced  banter  or  affBOtsd  sneer: 
But  now  grown  desp'rate,  and  beyond  all  hope, 
I  curse  the  ball,  the  dutcbess  and  tbe  pope  K 
And  as  the  liaads  of  borrow'd  plate  go  by, 
««  Tax  it !  ye  greedy  ministeia,''  I  cry. 

How  shril  f  fisel,  when  Sol  tesignt  his  light 
To  this  proud  aplendld  goddess  of  the  night  I 
Then,  w^en  her  aukwaid  guests  in  measure  beat 
The  crowdpd  floors,  which  groan  beneath  theirfeet ! 

1  The  duchess  of  Nbrfolk,  who  was  a  catholic 


What  Choughts  hi  solitude  shall  then  _ 
My  tortnr'd  mind,  oi*  soften  my  distress  t 
Not  all  that  envious  malice  can  suggest 
Will  soothe  the  tumults  of  my  raging  breast 
(For  Envy 's  lost  amidst  th^  numerous  train. 
And  hisses  with  her  hundred  snakes  in  vain) 
Though  with  contempt  each  desjHcabte  soul 
Singly  I  view, — I  must  revere  the  whole. 

llie  methodist  in  her  peculiai-  lot. 
The  world  forgetting,  by  the  world  forgot. 
Though  single  happy,  t^o^  alone  is  proud. 
She  thinks  of  Heav'n  (she  thinks  not  of  a  crowd) 
And  if  she  ever  fSeels  a  vap'rish  qualm 
Some  Drop  of  Honey  2,  or  some  holy  bahBi 
The  pious  prophet  oif  her  sect  distils. 
And  her  pure  soul  seraphic  rapture  fills  ; 
Grace  shines  around  her  with  serenest  beams. 
And  whispVing  Whitf— d  prompts  her  golden  di 

Flar  other  (&eams  my  sensual  soul  employ. 
While  conscious  nature  tastes  unholy  joy : 
f  view  the  traces  of  experienced  charms. 
And  clasp  the  regimentals  in  my  arms. 
To  dream  last  night  )  clos'd  my  blubbered  eyes; 
Ye  soft  illusions,  dear  deceits  arise : 
Alas  !  no  more ;  methinks  I  wand*ring  go 
To  distant  quarters  'midst  the  Higliland  snow. 
To  the  dark  inn  where  never  wax-li^ht  burns. 
Where  in  smok'd  tap'stry  faded  Dido  nuMinis  ; 
To  some  assemblv  in  a  country  town. 
And  meet  the  colonel — In  a  parson's  gown !  ! 
I  start — I  shriek— 

O  I  could  I  on  my  waking  brain  impose. 
Or  but  forget  at  least  my  present  woes ! 
Forget  »em — ^how  ! — each  rattling  coach  suggesta 
The  loath'd  ideas  of  the  crowding  guests. 
To  visit — ^were  to  publish  my  disgrace ; 
To  niect  the  spleen  in  ev'ry  other  place; 
To  join  old  maids  and  dowageni  forlorn  ; 
And  be  kt  once  their  comfort  and  their  scorn ! 
For  once  to  read — with  this  distemper'd  brain, 
Ev'n  modem  novels  letad  their  aid  in  vain. 
My  mandolme — ^what  place  dkn  music  find 
Amid  the  discord  of  my  restless  mind  ? 

How  shall  I  waste  this  time  which  slowly  fiiea  ! 
How  lull  to  slumber  my  reluctant  eyes  I 
This  night  the  happy  and  th'  unhappy  keep 
Vigils  alike,  >     Norfolk  has  murder^!  tieep. 


DIALOGUE 


A  DISAPPOINTED  CANDIDiATE  AND  HIS 
FRIEND. 

Wbt  in  sorrow,  my  fneod,  who  were  alwaya  10  gpq^  ^ 
Have  yon  had  any  cross,  any  losseaat  p^y  I 
Whence  arises  this  gloom,  thisnncninnwdejectioii  i 
Are  you  jilted  in  love  ? 

CANDIDATE. 

I  have  lost  my  election. 
On  sir  Politic's  fiunily-interest  I  stood : 
Five  bundled,  he  swore  they  were  steady  and  goad  ■ 

'  The  title  of  a  book  of  devptioQ.' 
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Had  fiuthfolly  immuted,  nay  four  bad  sob^crib'd. 
But  tht  day  of  the  poll  ev*iy  scoaodrel  was  brib'd. 
Two  mootbi  have  1  led  this  datnnM  caovassiog  life, 
Cajol'rag  some  rustic  or  speechlng  his  wife. 
Plagued,  surfeited,  poiaoo'd,  and  barbss'd,  rm  grown 
Wen,  meagre,  dejected,  and  mere  skin  and  bone. 
This  sure  was  enough,  but  at  last  to  be  beat — 
Had  this  tnmble  and  plague  but  procured  measeat^ 


Prithee  sit  thee  down  here,  and  these  Tanitias  end : 
And  be  proud  of  a  seat  in  the  house  of  a  friend : 
Which  no  art  can  obtain  and  no  bribery  procure : 
Which  true  worth,  sense,and  Tirtue,  alooe  can  insure. 

CAHDIOATI. 

But  while  viftoe  lies  buried  ra  mere  speculation. 
Who  mustactforthe  public,  who  carefbrthe  nation  ? 
Tho'  I  pay  doe  regard  to  the  title  of  friend, 
"^et  the  eares  of  a  patriot  mustfhrther  ext^ ; 
To  his  country  his  present,  his  posthumous  feme ; 
And  ^  bus*ness  alone  can  ennoble  his  name. 


That  true  feme  is  the  oApring  nf  action  tis 
granted,  ) 

But  a  thousand  are  busy  for  one  that  is  wanted : 
This  business,  we  boast  of,  we  daily  create. 
From  an  itch  to  be  meddling,  imporUot  and  great. 
But  to  polish  our  parts  and  our  reason  refine. 
Each  ait  is  a  jewel :  each  science  a  mine. 

CANDIOATa. 

All  arts  when  compared  with  the  art  to  persuade, 
Seem  debased  to  some  vile  and  mechanical  trade : 
To  soothe  haughty  man  and  his  errours  reform. 
Or  by  reason  aTcrting  some  popular  storm. 
On  the  fortunes  perhaps  of  a  kingdom  decide : 
These,  these  are  my  wishes  ?  this  should  be  mypride. 
So  impoitant  a  service,  such  merit,  must  bring 
Applause  from  my  country,  reward  from  my  king. 

PRTSNO. 

Should  the  minister^  jealousy  check  your  amhi- 
What  resource  have  you  then  ?  [tion, 

CANDIOATB. 

What  resource?  opposition. 
in  the  bouse  Td  harangue,  in  the  country  declaim, 
With  my  breath  blow  each  popular  spark  to  a  flame, 
Pd  pniaue  the  m«an  wretch  to  the  brink  of  disgrace ; 
Unless  duly  appeased  by  some  eminent  place : 
J?!or  DO  howmn,  no  titles,  no  ribbands  IM  have, 
Let  him  deck  wiHi  those  trappings  some  indolent 
slave. 

MlIBKD.       ' 

And  are  there  no  charms  but  in  place  and  em- 
(iloyment  ? 
No  private  delights,  no  domestic  enjoyment  ? 
Are  the  cares  for  your  kindred,  your  parent,  or  race, 
When  compared  with  the  public  so  sordid  and  base  ? 
Love,  friendship,  philosophy,  learning,  and  mirth, 
Tho'  despised,  can  they  lose  their  intrinsical  worth  } 
Now  reading,  composing,  diecourse,  meditation, 
Are  all  terms  of  contempt,  or  at  best  out  of  fashion. 
But  tho*  feme  m  this  age  is  to  business  confined. 
Retirement's  the  test  of  true  greatness  of  mind. 
Let  reflection  divert  yon  from  placing  your  joyf 
la  vain  ostentation,  in  tmrry  and  Miss  I  I 


Let  the  good  and  the  virtoout  your  marita  spread 
In  the  pennaaeat  tribute  to  panonal  worth.  Ifeitbt 


VE  RS  E  a 

OCCASIOMin  BY  TBt 

MARRTAOE  AND  GAME  ACT: 

•OTH   PASSED  TIB  SAMB  IBSSIOII. 

WritiiH  in  the  Yiv  1153. 

Tn  parii'meat  rose,  and  miss  Jenny  came  dosra 
To  the  seat  in  the  country,  quite  side  of  the  town. 
She  stroiPd  all  alone  to  partake  tha  sweet  air 
In  the  grove,  with  the  nightingale,  linnet,  and  hara* 
"  Oh  !  pusa,  I  rijoice  beyond  measure  to  meat 
My  companion  again  in  this  happy  retreat 
f  was  sadly  afrai£«-but  no  poacher  will  date. 
From  henceforward,  be  seen  with  a  gun  or  a  snaia. 
While  here  I  indulge  a  contemplative  life 
You  may  skip  lo  the  sound  of  my  pastoral  fife. 
Then  frisk  it  securely ;  for  your  preservation 
Is,  at  presaut,  the  principal  care  of  the  naUoo." 
"  Oh !    miss/'  quoth  the  hare,  **  you  are  none  of 

those  friends 
Who  in  acting  for  others  consult  their  own  ends : 
But  I  fear,  let  me  tell  you,  those  associaion 
Will  be  found  to  our  kindred  the  worst  of  all  traiton. 
Tis  true  they  protect  from  the  jaws  of  the  clown 
The  poor  innocent  game  th^  devote  to  their  own. 
And  1  fear,  if  some  squeamish  fantastical  glutton 
Should  turn  up  his  nose  at  your  beef  or  your  mutton. 
Your  father  would  order  a  hare  to  be  shot,      [poL 
And,  as  chance  might  decree,  your  poor  friend  V>  to 
Ob !   brittle  condition  of  friendship  so  frail. 
So  rare  to  establish,  so  subject  to  fell ! 
How  plain  to  foresee  my  unfortunate  end ! 
Has  ^e  law  any  better  secured  me  my  friend  ? 
(The  law  which  ^ould  .never  till  now  see  a  crime  in 
The  most  private  mysterious  secrets  of  Hymen) 
By  this  act  you  are  safe  from  eacti  amorous  spark. 
From  the  ensign,  the  curate,  the  butler,  the  clerk  j 
But  the  first  booby  'squire  that  shall  knock  at  your 

With  a  crack'd  constitution  and  mortgaged  estate. 
Shall  transform  (then  adieu  the  poor  pastoral  life) 
The  contemplative  njrmph  to  a  mope  of  a  wife : 
With  your  fortune  redeem  his  confiscated  lands. 
And  your  father  the  foremost  to  publish  the  banni. 


OK  TBB  APPOIimiBMT  OP 

LORD  TEMPLE 

fO  BB 

FIRST  LORD  OF  THE  ADMIRALTY. 

A    PABODT    OP    APOLLO'S    SPBBCH  TO    PHABTOir. 

Ovid.  Metam. 
fVritttn  in  the  Year  1757. 

Hrs  royal  eye  his  royal  foot  surveyed. 

His  left  band  with  the  glitt'ring  tword-knot  play'd  ; 
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At  disttnee  doe  ^e  tcarlet  bttod  *ppe«r, 

Who  move  by  clook-work  wkb  the  day  and  year. 

Nearer  the  youths  in  gaadv  velvets  drest ; 

The  fiiir  with  flow'f«t8  cipwnM  and  naked  breasts; 

Autumnal  fronts  which  various  arts  reimr ; 

And'statesmen,  reverend  in  th^  silver  hair. 

Then  Phaetop  his  gracious  prince  bespoke.     * 
'*  O  king  !  nnless  this  change  be  alt  a  joke. 
All  Devonshire's  invention,  dream  or  sport. 
Confirm  thy  promise  in  this  crowded  court'; 
Think  not  that  vulgar  token  I  demand, 
A  rape  cpmmitted  oo  your  royal  hand, 
That  common  prostitute— 4Kit  on  thy  life, 
O  speak  to  me  and- whisper  to  my  wifa.'*' 
Then  thrice  the  monarch  shook  his  anxious  head ; 

At  lefegth *•  Y««- — I  will  speak  to  thee,"  he 

*<  My  fleet  I  give  thee  for  my  promise  sake,  [said. 
But  'tis  a  promise  I  bad  rather  break. 
O  Phaeton  !  consider  what  you  ask  ! 
Ev^i  for  a  seaman  what  an  arduous  task ! 
You're  a  mere  landman,  you  was  never  hmVd 
By  rapid  tempests  round  the  rolling  wor^d. 
The  charge  you  claim  asks  s^tch-experienoed  skill 
As  not  our  cabinet  combitt'd  could  filL 
Not  ev'n  our  William,  godlike  in  command. 
Who  rolls  his  dreadful  thunders  o'er  the  land, 
On  this  uncertain  element  would  dare— 
And  which  of  you  with  William  shall  compare  ? 

**  Perhaps  your  lordship,  judging  in  your  haste, 
Oonceives  the  sea  a  place  laid  out  in  taste. 
Or,  in  a  calenture,  believes  the  main 
Umbrageous  verdure  and  a  flow*ry  plain : 
Temples  above  and  bridges  all  below. 
Perhaps  you  fancy  His  another  Stowe. 
Alas  1 .  th'  iusidioub  element  youMI  find 
By  turns  to  calm,  by  turns  to  rage  inclined. 
Weigh  well  the  storms  in  each  tempestuous  sea. 
The  restless  roll  of  the  Biscayan  bay. 
There  treacherous  Dunkirk,  and  Saint  Malo  here. 
Alike  conceal  the  lurking  privateer. 
In  southern  seas  the  uncertain  power  of  Spain, 
In  northern,  dread  the  more  uncertain  Dane ; 
>Vour  islands  now  th'  ^adventurous  French  invade. 
Now  prey  with  ease  on  your  defenceless  trade. 
Beside^,  a  seaman  is  a  stubborn  thm>?. 
Much  worse  to  rule  than  a  submissive  king. 
Judge  not  by  me  of  this  rebelliouf  crew, 
Trust  me,  my  lord,  they  more  resemble  you. 
Yet  merchants  clamhrmg  at  the  chance  of  war. 
Are  louder  than  the  patriot  or  the  tar. 
Nor  think  I  want  my  promise  to  evade. 
When  only  this  department  I  dissuade. 
Honours,  preferments,  freely  chuse  the  bert, 
And  call  promotion  from  the  East  or  West ; 
Thy  choice  in  Ireland,  or  the  Indies  make. 
And  thence  a  government  or  pension  take. 
Whatever  you  ask  you  surely  shall  obtain, 
But  to  ask  wisely  you  must  ask  again." 


-Purpurea  vdatus  veste  sedebat 


In  s6lio  Phcebus,  clar&  lucente  smaragdo, 
Verque  novum  stabat  cinctum  florente  corooi; 
Subat  Nuda  JEstas  &  spicea  serta  gerebat 
Stabat  k,  Autumnus  calcatis  sordidus  uvis 
£t  glacialis  Hyems,  canos  hirsuta  capillos. 
PhoBbe  pater,  si  das  hijus  mihi  nominis  usum, 
Nee  fnls&  Climene  culpam  sub  imagine  celat. 


Pignora  da,  genitor,  per  quae  toa  vera  propago 
Credar,  &  hunc  animis  errorem  detrahe  no^iis. 
Pesnituit  jurasse  patrem,  qui  terq.  quajberq. 
Concutiens  illnstre  caput,  Temeraria,  dixit. 
Vox  mea  facta  tua  est    Utinam  promissa  liceret 
Non  dare,  confiteor,  solitoi  hoc  tihi,  nate,  negarem. 
Dissuadere  Hcet    Non  est  tua  tuta  voluntas. 
Magna  petis.  Phaeton,  &  quis  nee  tiribns  istis 
Munera  convenient,  nectam  puerilibus  annis. 
Sons  tua  mortalis :  non  est  mortale  quod  cmtas. 
Plus  etiam  quIUn  quod  superis  contingere  ras  est 
Neschis  afinectas. 

Vasti  quoqnc  rector  Olympi, 
Qui  fera  terribili  jaculatur  fulmioa  doctri, 
Non  agat  bos  currus. 

^  Et  quid  Jove  majus  habemus  } 

For^tan  et  luoos  illic  urbesq.  Deomm 
Concipias  animo,  Delubraque. 
Per  insidias  iter  esL 
Nee  tibi  quadrupedes  animoaos  ignibus  ilKs 
Quos  in  pectore  habent,  quos  ore  &  naribw  efflant 
In  promptu  regere  est.    Viz  me  patiuntmr. 
At  tu  funesti  ne  sim  tibi  muneris  auctor 
Nate,  cave ;  dum  resque  sinit  tua  corrige  vota 

-r quicquid  habet  dives  circumspice  mundos : 

Eque  tot  ac  tantis  coeli  terradque  marisque 
Posc%bonis  aliquid,  nullam  patiere  repulsam. 
Deprecor  hoc  unum,  quod  x'ero  nomine  poena 
Non  honor  est  Poenam  Phaeton  pro  mude^  poios. 
Ne  dubita ;  dabitur  (Stygias  juravimus  undas) 
Quodcunque  optaris.    Sed  tu  si^Mentitts  ofUu 


AGAINST 

IKCONSf^NCYs 
Aonausw  ko 

THE  EARL  OP 


Nxvxt  tell  me,  my  lord,  of  the  pleasures  of  change. 
Nor  inveigle  finom  home  my  reluctance  to  range ; 
I  plead  guilty,  variety's  vot'ry  profest. 
By  none  more  than  myself  her  delights  are  confest; 
But  to  ask  where  she*s  found  would  some  judgmenti 

perplex. 
In  each  woman  we  find  her,  but  not  in  the  sex. 
Whatever  (heir  breeding,  their  rank,  or  their  name, 
III  themselves  only  various,  the  sex  are  the  sama. 
A  wife,  by  your  looks,  you  would  tell  me  grows  old. 
Oft  unsightly  in  shape,  and  she  may  be  a  scold  : 
But  possest  of  the  charms  which  your  senses  delude^ 
In  the  natural  coquet,  or  unnatural  prude. 
You  may  flatter  yourself  all  the  days  of  your  life. 
And  3rou'v|e  only  obtained,  what  you  loath  m  a  wife. 
Then  invite  me  no  more,  my  kind  tempter,  to  range. 
Like  for  like  b  no  gain ;  I  shall  lose  if  I  change. 


MR.  WHITEHEAD, 

OW  VIS  BBIWa   MADB  POST  lAURSAT. 

ffriUeu  m  the  Year  1758. 

'TIS  so— tho*  we're  ■urpris'd  to  hear  it : 
The  laurel  ^  bestow'd  oo  merit 
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Kov  hosh'd  it  er'iy  ttmofon  Yoioe, 
Coafoaaded  by  so  just  a  choice ! 
Tbo*  by  prescriptiye  right  prepared 
To  libel  the  selected  bard. 

But  as  yu  see  the  sUtesman's  fate 
In  this  our -democratic  state, 
Whom  Tirtne  stct^es  io  vain  to  guard 
From  the  rode  pamphlet  and  the  card ; 
Yoq'H  find  the  demagogues  of  Pindus 
In  eory  not  a  ,K>t  behind  us : 
For  each  Aooian  politician. 
Whose  element  is  opposition. 
Will  ahow  bow  greatly  they  surpass  va. 
In  gall  and  wormwood  at  Parnassus. 

Thus  as  the  same  detracting  spirit 
Attends  on  all  distinguish 'd  merit, 
When  'tis  your  turn,  observe,  the  quarrel 
Is  not  with  you,  but  with  the  laurel. 

Suppose  that  laurel  on  your  brow 
For  cyprass  changed,  funereal  bough  ;    . 
See  all  things  Uke  a  different  turn  ! 
The  very  critics  sweetly  mourn. 
And  leave  their  satire's  poisonous  sting. 
In  plarative  elegies  to  sing : 
With  solemn  threnody  and  dirge 
Cooduct  yon  to  Elysium's  verge. 
At  Westminster  the  surpliced  dean 
The  sad  but  honourable  scene 
Prepares.     The  well-attended  hearse 
Bears  you  amid  the  kings  of  verse. 
Each  rite  observed,  each  duty  paid. 
Your  fame  on  marble  is  displayed. 
With  sjrmbols  which  your  genius  suit. 
The  mask,  the  buskin,  and  the  flute : 
The  laurel  crown  alofi  is  hung : 
And  o*er  the  sculptured  lyre  unstrung 
Sad  allegoric  figures  leaning — 
(How  folks  will  gape  to  find  their  meaning !) 
And  a  long  epitaph  is  spread, 
Which  happy  you  will  never  read. 
But  hold---the  change  is  so  inviting, 
I  own,  I  tremble  while  Vm  writing. 
Yet,  Whitehead,  'tis  loo  soon  to  lose  you ; 
Let  critics  flatter  or  abuse  you  : 
O  !  teach  us,  ere  you  change  the  scene 
To  Stygian  banks  from  Hyppucrene, 
How  firee-bom  bards  should  strike  the  strings, 
And  how  a  Britoo  write  to  kings. 


EPILOGUE 

SrOKBN  AT  ORUIY-LAKI  TBEATIB, 

BY 

MISS      POPE, 

IM  tBI 

CBAKACTBB  OF   MISS  NOTABLB,    IN  TBB  LAST's 
LAST  STAKS:    1760. 

YiB— Pm  resolv'd — I'll  live  and  die  a  maid. 
Expoa'd  I  and  jeer'd  I  abandon'd  and  betray'd  ! 
Such  usage ! — monstrous— 4>ear  it  those  who  can, 
Heie— 1  r€nMmc€  thaXfaithitii  crtature^^rnarL 


Sooner  in  cells  and  nunneries  V\\  hide 
The  just  resentment  of  my  injnr'd  pride. 
Than  tame  and  quiet  stay  another  mihute 
In  this  vile  cM>rM— and  not — make  mischief  ht  it, 
Foi  ever  leave  the  xom'ldi — That's  not  the  wont-« 
To  be  a  nun— one  must  be  papist  ^ralL 
To  change  religion  and  beyond  sea  roam- 
But— one  may  be  a  methodist  st  home. 
Hold  f  to  be  qualify'd  for  that,  they  say. 
The  hopeful  convert  first  must — go  astray. 
Tis  I've  been  told,  a  blessed  situation— 
But  then— I  loathe  the  odious  preparation. 
What !  can  one  then  devise  no  kind  of  plan. 
Without  this  necessary  evil^  man .' 
Can  woman  smgiy  find  herself  no  station  } 
Sinner  or  saint  must  be  by  his  creation ! 
Why,*  faith,  without  him — nothing  can  be  done  : 
One  can — I  think — be  nothing — but  a  nun. 
Whatever  woman's  vanity  may  boast. 
He  makes  the  peeress — and  he  makes  the  toast. 
Her  last  best  titie — she  from  him  derives — 
For—  to  be  widows — ^we  must  first  be  wives. 
To  this  hard  fate  is  every  maiden  bom : 
We  can  not  have  the  rose  without  the  thorn. 
—Then — I  give  up  the  world  and  all  its  folly. 
For  solitude  and  musing  melancholy. 
Oh  !  how  I  long  to  quit  this  empty  dream,  , 

And  fix  some  sober  plan,  some  lasting  scheme  !— 

'Twill  soon  be  settled  when  I've  once  begun  It 

I'll  fsfi  to  Ranelagh — and  think  upon  it. 


EPILOGUE 

SPOKBM  AT  DRORT-LAME  THEATRE, 
BY 

MISS    PRITCHARD, 

IW  TUB 
CHARACTER  OP   MARIA  IN  THE  TAMER  TAMED!    1760. 


WfitL  !  since  I've  thus  succeeded  in  my  plan. 

And  conquer'd  this  all-conquering  tyrant,  man. 

To  farther  conquests  still  my  soul  aspires 

And  all  my  bosom  glows  with  martiai  fires. 

Suppose — A  female  regiment  we  raise — 

We  must — for  men  grow  scarceish  now-a-days. 

Now  every  man  of  spirit  is  enlisted — 

Why,  ladies — these  brave  lads  should  be  assisted. 

The  glorious  scheme  my  flutt'ring  heart  bewitches : 

But  hold — I've  promis'd  not  to  wear  the  breecha. 

No  matter — in  this  variegated  army 

We'll  find  some  regimentals  that  shall  charm  ye. 

If  plumes  and  iace  recruiting  can  persuade. 

We'll  try  ^  show  our  taste  in  masquerade. 

My  feather  here  is  fitted  in  a  trice  : 

Then  for  the  crest,  the  motto,  and  device — 

Death's  head  and  bones  ! — No— we'll  have  flames 

and  darts ! 
In  Latin  mottos  men  may  show  their  parts. 
But  ours  shall  be  true  Enelish — like  our  hearts. 
Our  uniform  we'll  copy  from  the  Greek ; 
The  drapery  and  emblems  true  antique : 
Minerva^s  trgis !  and  Diana* s  bow ! — 
And  thus  equipt  to  Indites  coasts  ire'il  ga 
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Templet  of  gol4,  uid  dkniQiicI  niaM  we*ll  rob : 
—And  every  month  we'll  make  a  new  nabob,  ^ 
Amid  this  {dorious  scene  of  coiUribuiwnt, 
Spoil,  j^ret€ntp~~hourlg  change  and  ramilmiumtp 
While  high  on  stately  elephants  ve  ride. 
Whose /•«<  can  trample  Encopean  pride* 
Think  not  oar  cott«<ry«e  can  e'er  foifBtx  ' 
We'll  plunder^-^nU  iopaifikt  natkm^t  dabL 
Then  there's  ilmtWe*— we'll  sood  dispatch  it. 
This  tedious  war-^lien  we  take  up  the  kaiehoL 
Heroes  and  ioldiers'Indian  miiet  may  oateh ; 
But— in  a  wewoit  they  may  meet  their  matoh. 
To  art,  £tguhe,  and  ttraiagam  no  ttrangen, 
We  fear  no  hazard,  nor  once  think  of  daagart 
,  InoortraeohcnKSterof/MM^f  iZeiVirx. 


A DJALOOUB 

aiTWBlll 

SIR  RICHARD  LYTTELtON  AND  THB 
THAMES. 

IM  nirrATiov  or  bobacb,  9.  3.  ove  9. 

Wriiten  in  the  Year  1763. 

S»  tlCflAtP. 

WsitB  fbodly  I  trinmph'd  alotie  in  yoar  breast, 
And  none  else  to  yoar  bosom  so  closely  yon  pr^t, 
No  monarch  on  Earth  was  so  happy  as  1 : 
I  envy'd  no  king  of  a  land  that  was  dry. 

THAMES. 

While  yon  on  my  hanks  wks  contented  to  stray. 
With  the  days  and  the  monthf  I  rolled  glibly  away. 
Nor  cnvy'd  I  then  ('tis  no  treason  1  hope) 
The  Tweed  her  lord  Bate,  or  the  Tiber  hpr  Pope. 

IBM  atOHAtn' 
Piccadilly,  it  must  be  eonfiest,  has  ite  charms  : 
By  the  prospect  allured  I  deserted  your  arms ; 
Tho'  the  ci^iags  were  damp  and  the  walls  hardly 
4j^ry^  [should  die. 

rd  have  gone  there  tho*  Bni^roaghs  bad  sworn  I 

THAMES. 

Your  neighbonr,  sir  Charles,  has  employ'd  cv»ry  art 
With  resistless  allurements  to  ravish  my  heart. 
To  gaie  on  his  charms  with  delight  I  coUld  stay 
Wrom  morning  to  night,  from  Deeember  to  Blay^ 

Hob.    Donee  gratus  eram  tibi. 

Nee  quisquam  iK>tior  brachia  candidsB 
Cervici  juvenb  daoat ; 
Persarum  vigui  rege  beatior. 

Itd.    Donee  non  aliA  magis 

Arsisti,  neque  erat  Lydia  ^wst  Chlochi  5 
Multi  Lydia  nominis 

Romanft  vi^ui  clarior  Uii. 

Hoa.    Me  nunc  Cressa  Chloe  regit, 

Dulces  docta  modes  et  citharc  sciens : 
Pro  quA  non  metuam  mori, 
Si  porcent  atiim®  iata  superstiti. 


SIB  BICVABD. 

Shcmld  your  lover  prove  ftdse  end  abandoo  your 

shore. 
Rebuilding  his  house  where  twas  Ibopded  before  : 
Shoald  I,  loaded  with  picture  and  statue  and  nm. 
To  present  you  the  spoils  of  the  Tiber,  return  ? 


Tho*  inconstant  m  thought  yon  should  often  ha 

stealing 
To  your  lov'd  Piccadilly,  or  even  to  Ealing : 
Your  walls  would  I  clasp  in  my  amorous  arms, 
And  swell  with  delight  to  contemplate  your  cfaaniis* 

Lyo.    Me  turret  fisoe  mutui 

Thnriui  Calais  fiUus  Onsitbi : 
Pro  qua  bis  patiar  mori. 
Si  paroent  puero  fiita  sopentiti* 

tioB,    Quid  ^  prisca  redtt  Venus, 

Diductosque  jugo  cogit  abeneo? 
Si  flava  excutitur  Chlo€, 
Eejectseque  patet  janua  LydisB  ? 

Ltd.    Quanquam  sidere  pulcbrior 

lUe  est;  tu  tevior  ooitice,  et  improbo 
Iracundior  Adria ; 
Tecum  vivere  amem,  tecum  obeam  llbene. 


OZIAS^  HUMPHR  r,  ESS. 

Jfritien  in  the  Year  1777. 

Wb  find,  in  the  annals  of  funed  Rjehmond  Hilly 
That  each  touch  of  the  pencil  makes  work  for  tlin 

quill. 
In  the  morning  a  picture  is  shown  hf  Pateun  >  t 
A  vulume  of  poems  is  publish*d  at  noon. 
With  all  the  bright  tints  that  the  jMlette  alfofda 
Cleopatra  is  drawn.    With  the  choieest  of  weeds 
That  bards  of  all  ranks  may  oontribute  to  deckEer, 
The  treas'ry  >  completes  what^  begun  by  thS^exobe- 

quer  *. 
But,  Humphry,  by  whom  shall  your  labours  be  told. 
How  your  colours  enliven  the  young  and  the  old } 
And  was  it  for  this  you  indulged  in  3^ilr  freak. 
To  excel  all  the  modems  and  rival  th'  antkpie. 
On  sublime  Saint  Gotardo  to  venture  yoar  neck  } 
No  poet  d'ye  find  to  extol  your  design. 
The  glow  of  your  tints,  or  the  grace  of  your  line  ? 
With  lofty  Parnassus  proud  Richmond  may  vie. 
And  spout  ev'ry  hour  lier  bright  streams  to  the  sky. 
Are  the  founts  of  the  vallies  exhamfted  and  dry  ? 
Then  we'll  cull  from  their  borders  the  flow're  of  the 

mead 
To  present  you  a  wreath  not  unworthy  your  head. 

1  William  Patonn,  esq.  who  resided  on  Richmond 
Rill,  a  gentleman  eminent  for  his  skill  in  painting, 
who  had  lately  finish*d  a  fine  picture  of  Qeopatn. 

3  Sir  Grey  Cooper,  secretary  to  the  treasnry. 

*  Lord  Hardwicke,  one  «f  the  tellei^of  the  eiche- 
quer. 
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The  swans  of  sweet  Thames  thdr  best  qniUs  shall 

aflbrd, 
Yowr  genius,  your  talent,  yxmr  life  to  record ; 
And  shall  not  your  Sheridan  give  you  an  ode. 
To  describe  ancient  Rome  aod  the  charms  of  the  road. 
With  the  taste  you  acquired  in  that  learned  abode  ? 
From  that  learned  abode  shall  Gorilla  pour  forth 
Her  extempore  lays  to  acknowledge  your  worth. 
From  more  distant  Elysium  your  Goldsmith  shall 

tell  his  [Apelles. 

Old  friends  at  the  club  how    you're    praised   by 
How  Zeuzis  admires  you,  how  Raphael  fears : 
How  the  ancients  and  modems  are  all  by  the  ears : 
What  zeal  old  Protogeoes  shows  in  your  service : 
How  he  treats  the  great  Titian  no  better  than  Jervis ; 
How  Proserpine  lately  whs  chuckling  to  think 
She  had  just  caught  you  napping  on  Phlegeton's 

brink: 
(No  mortal  since  Orpheus  her  fancy  could  taste 
And  only  your  pencil  his  lyre  had  surpast) 
How  she  longs  to  possess  you  by  force  or  by  stealth, 
■       Now  your  danger  you  know  —so  take  care 

ii  your  health. 


MR.  WILKES'S  SOLILOSUT, 

TBS   BAT   BBFOaS  BIS  BLBCTION   POS   CHAMBBSLAIN 
OP   LONDON  . 

A    PASODT   ON   CSSAR's   BPSECU    IN  THE   BOAT. 

LUCAM't  PHARSALIA,    LIB.   5.   I.  559. 

Tuus  fkr  my  bark  has  found  a  prosp'rous  gale, 

And  though  in  this  my  last  attempt  1  fail, 

Ihre  done  enough.    Scotland  has  felt  my  pen, 

Has  lelt  and  trembled  in  her  darkest  den. 

Home  ]*Te  subdued,  and  Sawbridge  to  his  shame 

Is  but  my  second  in  the  lists  of  fame. 

Pre  tau^t  the  mob  the  senate  to  defeat. 

And,  spite  of  rule  aod  order,  kept  my  seat 

Of  powH"  and  profit  I've  enjoy *d  my  share. 

Trustee,  receiver,  treasurer,  lord  mayor. 

And  siaoe  by  these  proud  titles  made  so  great 

That  Charon's  boat  shall  groan  beneath  my  weight, 

What  is't  to  me  if  tis  ordain'd  my  lot, 

Unbaried  with  some  creditor  to  rol, 

rU  still  have  wine  and  women  whilst  alive, 

For  christian  burial  let  the  vulgar  strive. 

My  corse  let  bailifis  seize  or  surgeons  tear. 

My  spirit  the  surviving  world  shall  fear. 

..... Licet  iogentes  abruperit  actus 

Festinata  dies  fotis :  sat  magna  perigi. 
Aictoasdomuigentes:  inimica  subegi, 
Anna  metu :  vidit  magnum  mihi  Roma  secundum. 
JussA  plebe  tuli  fasces  per  jura  negatos: 
Nulla  meis  aberit  titulis  Romana  potestas. 
Me  sdat  hoc  quisquam,  nisi  tu,  quae  sola  meorum 
Cottscia  votomm  es,  me  (quamvis  plenus  honorum 
Et  dictator  earn  Stygias,  et  consul  ad  umbras,) 
Privaium,  Fortuna,  mod.    Mihi  funere  nuHo 
Ett  opus  O  superi :  lacerum  retinete  cadaver. 
Floctibus  in  mediis :  desint  mihi  busta  rogusque 
Dom  matoar  semper ------  • 


OM 

PjilNTINGi 

ADOaBSSKD  TO 

Biju     PATCH, 

A  CBIBBBATBD  PICTOBB  CLlAKia. 

Thy  pen  in  haste,  Thalia,  snatch. 
To  sing  of  Titian  and  Carach, — 
Bassao,  and  Tintoret— and  Patch. 
Tis  Exeter  demands  the  strain  » ; 
Shall  Burleigh's  master  ask  in  vain  ? 
Burleigh,  the  place  where  every  Muse 
Her  favourite  elegance  may  cbuse. 
For  there  the  Romans  and  Venetians 
Display  a  show,  which  all  the  Grecians, 
Whatever  ingenious  Webb  may  say, — 
Could  ne'er  have  equal! 'd  in  their  day. 
Protogenes  and  famed  Apelles — 
The  story  wey  enough  to  tell  is. 
How  one  could  colour,  t'other  draw — 
But  were  their  colours  warm  or  raw  ? 
Why  nothing  now  remains  to  show  it. 
Except  the  historian  and  the  poet. 
And  shall  we  trust  that  wanton  tribe 
Who  all,  with  fancy's  pen  describe. 
No,  Patch.— But  had  thy  healing  hand 
Been  present  in  Achaia's  land, 
Their  art  divine  had  now  been  known. 
Their  tints  in  all  their  lustre  shone. 
Honours  divine  you  must  have  shar'd, 
A  mortal  with  the  gods  compar'd. 
Did  Grecian  god  or  Romish  saint 
E'er  match  the  wonders  of  thy  paint  ? 
In  miracles  you  far  excel  'em. — 
How  shall  the  Muse  attempt  to  tell  'em  ? 
When  humto  fonns  displease  your  taste, 
111  drawn,  ill  colour'd,  or  ill  plac'd  ; 
Or  when  unskilful  hand  has  hurt  'em. 

To  rock  or  fountain  you  convert  'em- 
Make  Niobe  marble,  Battus  touchstone, 
(Salvator  never  painted  such  stone) 

Or  change,  like  Jove,  to  bull  or  swan, 
III  moulded  horse  or  graceless  man. 

Turn  we  from  poets  to  the  church  ? 

You  leave  all  fiction  in  the  lurch, 

Tho*  beads  and  reliques  oft  have  fail'd. 

Your  pencil  ever  has  prevail'd. 

The  holy  head  of  Januarius 

Ofl  in  effect  has  proved  precarious ; 

Nor  has  the  thundering  mountain  stopt 

Its  lava,  tho*  his  blood  has  dropt. 

But  you  at  once  can  iQake  it  still. 

Or  run  on  either  side  the  hill. 

Your  art  miraculous  the  same, 

Administer'd  to  blind  or  lame. 

You  cure  the  darkest  drop  serene : 

Give  eyes  to  see  and  to  be  seen. 

Heal  tb%poor  martyr  flay'd  and  rackt, 

Shrivel'd  and  scorcht,  and  torn  aud  backt* 

Restore  the  decollated  head, 

Revive  the  dying  and  the  dead. 

Your  charity  you  ne'er  withhold 

From  bodies  naked,  raw  or  cold  ; 

1  Mr.  Patch  was  at  that  time  employed  in 
ing  the  pictures  at  Burleigh. 
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And  when  yoo  fM  an  arm  or  shape  awry. 

Hide  the  defect  wHfa  flowing  drapery. 

When  wanton  Eve  and  carnal  Adam, 

Drunk  with  that  fruit  their  God  forbad  'em. 

Lie  at  their  length,  in  fond  embraces. 

With  bodies  naked  as  their  faces, 

You  cover  Adam's  limbs  and  ETfli*s 

With  thick  festoons  of  flowers  and  leaves; 

So  draw  the  eyes  of  erery  prude, 

To  weep  the  children  in  the  wood» 

Where'er  you  see  ungracious  Ham, 

Bent  to  disclose  his  father's  shame. 

And,  spite  of  mddest  Shem  and  Japhet, 

Persist  the  boocy  sire  to  laugh  at. 

Yon  aid  the  pious  brother's  caret ; 

Your  delicacy  suits  with  theirs. 

So  when  each  over-curious  elder, 

(As  if  to  look  for  bans  en-kelder) 

TUga  hard,  with  trembling  hand,  to  lift 

The  folds  of  chaste  Susanna's  shift ; 

If  time,  whose  trick  is  to  discover. 

As  much  as  any  tatling  lover, 

Should  make  a  third  with  these  unfolden. 

And  leave  her  bare  to  all  beholders  ; 

A  veil  by  your  propitious  art. 

White  and  unspotted  as  her  heait» 

O'er  the  much-iijured  matron  hung. 

Shall  shiekl  her  from  the.  censuring  tongue,  i 

Alcides's  ill-directed  wife 

Gave  him  a  shirt,  which  cost  his  Tile  ; 

You  gave  his  Omphale  a  shift. 

Which  proves  a  better-fated  gift. 

It  sits  so  gracefullv  upon  her. 

And  recommends  her  to  his  honour  >. 

3ut  be  it  still  your  greatest  praise. 

From  dull  obscurity  to  raise. 

From  all  those  evils  that  assault  -em. 

From  gums,  from  oils,'  from  deadly  spaltum  ; 

And  give  to  works  almost  divine, 

Once  more  in  native  tints  to  shine. 

Then  I,  like  Newton's  bard,  may  write  \ 

Patch  waved  his  brush,  and  all  was  light. 


SEEING  THE  HEAD 


SIR    ISAAC  VEWTON, 

Richly  gilt,  and  placed  by  a  celebrated  optician 
upon  the  top  of  a  certain  temple,  in  a  conspi- 
cuous  part  of  his  garden  on  Richmond  Hill* 

BasoLVKD  to  rescue  Newton's  bust 
From  dull  obscurity  and  dust, 
Or  the  vile  purpose  of  a  sign, 
And  give  the  demigod  a  shrine ; 

s  The  Master  of  the  Rolls,  fur  whom  he  had 
cleaned  a  picture,  and  given  some  drapery  to  the 
figure  of  Omphale. 

s  Vide  the  inseriptkm  en  Kewtoa's  monument  in 
Westminster  Abbey. 


First  o'er  hb  venerable  head 
The  most  resplendent  gold  I  spread  : 
This  obvious  and  apparent  hint 
Bespeaks  him  master  of  the  mint  \ 
Next  (that  the  hero  might  be  plac'd 
To  ^how  bis  genius  and  my  taste) 
An  insulated  building's  top 
Afibrds  his  contemplation  scope. 
No  walls  his  active  eye  t'  imprison  i 
No  trees  to  intercept  tb'  horison ; 
Prevent  the  planets  path  to  trace. 
And  speculate  on  time  aj^d  space. 
Here  be  he  fixt  till  restless  love 
Of  .knowledge  instigates  to  move. 
To  depths  where  Nature  gives  to  view 
Her  treasures  to  the  chosen  few. 
For  as  be  proves  that  all  things  tend 
By  their  owa  nature  to  descenl. 
He,  by  the  laws  of  gravitation, 
May  gain  a  more  convenient  station, 
Fh>m  whence  his  all-exploring  eye. 
In  nature's  secrets  best  may  pry. 
There  undiscover'd  yet,  may  find 
The  hidden  Origin  of  wind : 
And,  trac'd  from  their  mysterioos  sonros^ 
Detect  the  fountains  in  their  course ; 
With  curious  observation,  mark  well 
How  gushing  waters  fbam  and  sparkle; 
Compare  their  lustre  as  they,  pass 
With  hues  of  the  prismatic  glass : 
TiU,  yielding  now  to  his  inquiries,      , 
The  vet  impenetrable  Iris, 
Shall  all  the  various  colours  show. 
That  decorate  her  wond'rous  bow. 


TO  A   LADT 
WHO  WAS  VERY  HANDSOME, 

AMD  BAD  ASKtO  T«£  AtlTBOa  RU  OPlXtOH  OF  tU 
WITCH    OP   BNOOl. 

Dearmadam^ 

You  honmieil  me  with  yoar  oon- 
mandstogive  yon  the  moat  eomplete  kleaof  tke 
Witch  of  Endor ;— I  can  fii^  do  way  todo  it  socs- 
actly,  as  by  reeommending  ta  yon  to  look  in  tbs 
glass.  You  will  see  bf  this  how  much  lam, 
your  ^bfoted  humble  ssrrant, 

B.  Oi  CAHsaiOBfi 


A  cuntovs  lady  bidii  me  send  her. 

My  notions  of  the  witch  of  Endor ; 

And  1  her  person  to  describe  well. 

Shall  trust  to  nothing  but  the  bible. 

For  little  shall  I  mind  Delany, 

Who  only  writes  to  entertain  ye. 

Much  less  the  poet  or  the  pahiter. 

Who  both  with  age  and  wrinldes  taint  her. 

While  each  for  half-a-crown  wouM  uai  h^* 

But  I,  who  firom  my  eariieat  youth 

Have  never  writ  or  spoke  but  truth, 

>  Sir  Istao  NewtoD  waf  maittr  of  tte  afaA 
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Win  shov  her  merits  from  the  Scripture, 
Of  vbich  they  wmntonly  haTe  ftrippM  her. 
Tbere  you  wilt  find  no  word  of  her  age 
But  muHh  of  her  address  and  courage ; 
\^'ho  wben  she  saw  the  dastard  Saul 
So  weskeoM  by  his  fright  and  fall, 
Dumsy'd  with  griesly  ghost  of  saint. 
With  vapours  and  with  hunger  fiunt ; 
She  would  not  do  him' good  by  half. 
So  btk*d  her  bread  and  kill*d  her  calf: 
The  time  was  short ;  the  bread  was  hot ; 
No  yeast  or  leaven  to  be  got : 
The  Teal,  tbo'  fat,  could  not  be  tender. — 
— Bot  for  the  gen*rous  Maid  of  Endor^ 
Adoro*d  with  each  engaging  quality 
To  oroament  her  hospitality. 
Good  tense,  good  humour,  truly  rich  m, 
it  noit  be  own*d  she  was  bewitching. 


A     PARODY 

Of 

ACHILLES'  SPEECH, 
rort's  Boani,  book  piist,  limi  909.   ' 

Occsiionad  by  the  author  hearing  of  a  clergyman, 
who,  in  a  violent  fit  of  anger,  threw  his  wig  into 
the  fire,  and  turned  his  son  out  of  doors, 

**  Now  by  this  sacred  perriwig  I  swear, 
Which  never  more  shall  locks  or  ringlets  bear, 
^liich  never  more  shall  form  the  smart  toupee, 
Forc'd  from  its  parent  head, — (as  thou  from  me)  ; 
Once  twas  live  hair ;   now  form'd  by  tli*  artist's 
It  aids  the  labours  of  the  sacred  band ;  [hand. 

Adds  to  the  vicar's  brow  a  decent  grace, 
And  poors  a  glory  round  his  rev'rend  face* 
By  this  1  swear,  when  thou  whalt  ask  again 
My  doors  to  ^ter,  thou  shalt  ask  in  vain.*' 

He  spoke,  and  furllus  with  indignant  ire      , 
HorI'd  the  vast  hairy  texture  on  the  fire  ; 
Then  sternly  silent  sate — the  active  flame 
Remorseless  wastes  the  soft  and  tender  frame : 
W*rithcd  to  aad  fro  consumes  the  tortured  hair, 
And  k)st  in  smoke  attenuates  to  air. 


Now  by  this  sacred  sceptre  hear  me  swear, 

Which  never  more  shall  leaves  or  blossoms  bear  ; 

Which  severed  from  the  trunk  (as  I  firom  thee,) 

On  the  bare  mountains  left  its  parent  tree ; 

This  sceptre  form'd  by  tempered  steel  to  prove 

Ao  ensign  of  the  delegates  of  Jove, 

From  whom  the  power  of  laws  and  justice  springs , 

(Tremendous  oath  !  inviolate  to  kings,) 

By  this  I  swear,  when  bleeding  Greece  again 

Shall  call  Achilles,  she  shall  call  in  vain. 

t        4(        «        «        «        #        «        ♦ 

Be  spoke,  and  fhrious  burPd  against  the  ground 
His  sceptre,  starr'd  with  golden  studs  around. 
Then  sternly  silent  sate— with  like  disdain 
The  ragh^  kiog  retum'd  his  firowos  again. 


Ut  sceptrum  hoc  (dextrft,  sceptrum  nam  forte 

gerebat) 
Nunquam  fironde  levi  fnndet  virgulta  nee  umbras : 
Cum  semel  in  sylvis  imo  de  stirpe  recisum 
Matre  caret,  posuitque  comas  et  brachia  fenro : 
Olim  arbos,  nunc  artificis  manus  xre  decoro 
Inclusit,  patribusque  dedit  gestare  Latinis. 

Virg.  iEneid.  Lib.  nl  L  S06. 


A    PARODY 

ON 

DEATH  AND  THE  LADY; 

IM  A  DIALOOOB   BBTWEBN  LORD  MOaTH  AHD  tOB» 

SAtlOWICU  : 

Written  extempore,  and  occasioned  by  Lord  Sand- 
wich's exaggerated  praise  of  that  composition, 
and  his  defying  Mr.  Cambridge,  in  a  large  com* 
pany,  to  produce  any  thing  coequal  merit. 

fFriHen  about  the  Year  1780. 

Loan  NOXTH. 

Paouo  lord  of  fleets,  lay  your  commission  dowD» 
And  walk  a  private  man  at>ont  the  town. 
1  now  resume  the  shining  post  I  gave  ye. 
And  you  no  more  must  lord  it  o'er  the  navy. 

LORD  SANDWICH.    . 

What  bold  attempt  is  this ;  will  you,  my  lord. 
Presume  to  threat  or  move  me  from  my  board  ? 
Must  J,  lord  Sandwich,  yield  to  your  decree. 
Because  you're  bigger  round  the  waist  than  me  } 

LORD  NORTH. 

Reply  not  to  me  with  a  catch-club  jest. 
And  know  the  man  with  whom  you  dare  contest* 
Play  not  with  my  superior  power  and  worth  ; 
My  rank  is  premier,  and  my  name  is  North. 

LORD  SANDWICH. 

Thy  power  and  worth  ai-e  not  to  me  unknown ; 
But  still  I  think  more  highly  of  my  own : 
For  while  the  fleet  is  my  peculiar  care, 
I  awe  the  French,  the  Spaniard,  and  lord  mayor. 


Fair  lady,  lay  your  costly  robes  aside. 
No  longer  shall  you  glory  in  your  pride  j 
Take  leave  of  ev'ry  carnal  vain  delight, 
Tm  come  to  summon  yon  away  to  night. 


What  bold  attempt  is  this  ?  pray  let  me  know. 
From  whence  you  come  and  whither  I  must  go  ; 
Must  I,  a  lady,  yield  to  stoop  and  bow, 
To  such  a  pale-fao'd  visage  ?  Who  art  thou  ? 


Do  you  not  know  me  ?  Well ;  Pit  tell  you  then, 
Tis  1  that  conquer  all«the  sons  of  men : 
No  pitch  of  honour  from  my  dart  is  free  ; 
My  name  is  Death  i  have  you  not  heard  oitut} 
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CAMBRIPGE'S  POEMS. 


LOED  MOKTH* 

Greti  \m  your  power,  but  greater  my  eomiiuuid  ; 
You  pren the  city;  but  I  tav the  land; 
And,  ai  my  Tarious  features  imile  or  pout* 
80  fure  this  man  oomes  in«  and  that  goes  out. 

LOtD  SANDWICH. 

The  brave  with  tyrant  mioisters  contests ; 
Instead  of  speeches  now  IMl  write  protests  ; 
Call  back  the  thunderstruck  seceding  crew. 
Instead  of  going  out,  Pll  turn  out  you. 

<  IXMLD  MOaTH. 

Call  not  for  them,  their  skill  will  never  do. 
They  know  what  'tis  to  sUnre ;  and  so  shall  you. 
r\\  hear  no  more,  I'm  summoned  by  the  king; 
And  so— you  may  i>rotest,  or  speak,  or  sfaig. 


Yet;  I  haveheardofftee  time  alter  time; 
But  being  \u  the  glory  of  my  prime, 
I  did  not  think  yon  wou'd  have  caird  so  soon. 
What!  mustmy  morning  sun  go  down  at  noon? 


Talk  not  of  noon;  3rou  may  as  well  be  mute ; 
It  is  DO  longer  time  for  to  dispute; 
Your  riches,  jewels,  gold,  and  garments  leave, 
Your  house  and  land  must  all  new  masters  have. 


Come  all  you  learned  doctors  try  your  skill ; 
And  let  not  Deatii  of  me  obtein  his  will ; 
Prepare  your  cordials,  let  nnf  comfort  ftpd  t 
My  gold  shall  fly  like  chaff  before  the  wind. 

DEATH. 

Call  not  for  them :  their^iYl  will  never  do  ;  . 
They  are  but  mbrtali  here  as  well  as  you ; 
Mine  is  a  iatal  stroke,  my  dart  is  sure ; 
That  wound  I  now  wiU  give    and  none  riiall  core. 


jiN  INVITATION 

TO  A  BALL  AT  LADY  COOPER'S: 

warmM  vr  sia  caw  coowa,  1781 ; 

And  occanoned  by  Mr.  Cambridge  having  spoken 
in  admiration  of  the  dutehess  of  ^vonsbire. 

Evta  a  just  and  elegant  Spectator 
Of  beauty,  grace,  and  all  the  charms  of  nature. 
Your  moral  wit  witb  Addison  mtgbtshve 
The  trust  of  Ouardian  to  the  British  fair : 
With  you  conversftug  with  delight  we  foel 
You  could  with  perfect  ease  ouUTatler  Steele : 
You've  writ  the  best  things  in  the  World,  and  suie 
Your  taste  surpasses  far  th»  Connoitteur : 
A  liaiaAfet  too  you've  bten,  8(nd  like  the  Bw, 
Qathe^d  sweet  spoils  from  ev'ry  0ow'r  and  tree. 
At  last  yop  turn  i^dotnivrcr,  ap4  fly 
Too  Mar  tbefluiM  of  DevoBahhri^s  bright  eye.    * 


That  chaimmg  flame  whose  animating  ray 
Would  tempt  e'en  Dssdalus  to  soar  astray : 
Agahi  your  wings  to  bom  yon  seem  t'  aspire^ 
You  are  00  child,  and  do  not  dread  the  fire. 
But,  ah!  beware  the  foble's  fotal  end. 
And  e're  too  late  take  cautioufixmi  a  friend  : 
Come  hither  with  your  Icarus  and  try 
A  flight  together  in  our  middle  sky  ; 
That  region  has  its  staqi;  tho'  not  so  bright. 
They  shed  a  milder  and  a  safer  light 


ANSWER. 

Yeo'vi  dress'd  me  out  in  borrow'd  rags  and  tatters 
Of  Ramblers,  Ouatdians,  Tatlers,  and  Spectator*  ; 
You've  given  me  wings  to  fly  from  pole  to  pole, 
"  With  tiiougfats  beyond  the  reaches  of  my  aoul." 
To  claims  like  these  I've  not  the  least  pretence. 
Resume  them  all,  and  grant  me  Common  Sense  >• 


PROGRESS  Of  LIBERTY. 
mUten  in  the  Year  1790. 

What  progresa  does  liberty  make  09*17  week*! 
How  quick  from  Versailles  has  she  reach'd  Marti* 


And  so  soon  will  her  power  all  the  Indies  subdue. 
We  shall  see  her  dominion  orteod  to  Peru  $ « 
For  now  to  her  standard  so  great  the  resort  is. 
Her  conquests  she's  apreading  much  quicker  tlia» 

Cortez. 
At  the  rate  she  goes  on,  she  will  soon  be  poasest 
Of  all  hearts  that  too  long  have  been  slaves  in  tho 

West  [ocean— t 

Hien  eastward  she*ll  bend — 'tis  but  crossing  the 
And  she'll  put  the  poissardes  of  Morocco  in  motkm. 
Now,  turning  Algiers,  and  the  kingdoms  piratical^ 
Into  popular  boroughs  and  states  democratical ; 
In  Egypt,  a  new  constitution  and  laws 
Shall  end  the  contention  of  bejs  and  bashaws. 
But  how  shall  she  pass  by  the  strict  Dardanelle  ? 
How  teach  such  inveterate  sUves  to  rebel  ? 
How  impress  00  tlie  children  of  predestination 
Those  maxims  which  tend  to  such  strange  reforma- 
That  tyranny  turn  to  a  free  common-weal,    [tioo  } 
To  6tat8-g£oereaux,  and  a  hotel -de-ville } 
How  make  the  vizier  such  a  poor  renegade. 
As  to  change  bis  three  tails  for  a  christian  cockade  i 
Should  Constantinople  embrace  the  idea. 
Sure  nothing  will  easier  yield  than  Crimea  ; 
For  we  know  that  the  mighty  Tartarian  cham» 
Submitted  to  Russia,  as  medL  as  a  Iamb ! 
Content  to  resign  on  the  very  first  notice,  . 
Bag  and  baggage  he  sail'd  o'er  the  Pal  us  Mseotis. 
From  the  Crim',  the  divinity  lands  at  Oczakuw, 
Then  hey !  for  her  fevourite  veto,  at  Cracow  ! 
If  she  ijneet,  in  her  road,  hjrperborean  Kate, 
She  may  c^ncc  to  persuade  that  stiblime  autocrate^ 
'Ere  she  quits  this  vain  world,  to  adopt  her  opinions^ 
And  present  her  to  all  her  extensive  dominioos. 

1  Another  periodical  paper,   which   Sir   Grey 
omitted. 
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TRANSLATION  OF  BOILEAU. 


'  20^ 


Now  in  baste  ofer  Sveden  and   Denmark   the 


To  tee  bow  her  pupils  are  acting  in  Flanders. 
Froui  tbeoce  to  Great  Britaio  she  travels  with  speed. 
And,  perch'd  oo  the  pillar  in  feiined  Rumiyinead, 
She  surreirs  the  whole  island,  and  finds  it  in  awe 
Of  no  pow'r  upon  Earth,  but  of  justice  and  la# ; 
With  no  wrongs  to  redress,  and  no  rights  to  restore ; 
Sbe  has  all  she  can  wish,  and  she  asks  for  no  more. 


Olf  SIBtNO  THIS  MOTTO  TO  A  PKBKCtt  i^PII : 
MTLCt     BT    DBCOftUM     ITt    PRO    PATtIA    MOII. 

H^riiien  in  ike  Year  1793. 

To  die  far  one's  boontry,  I  gt$M  is  decoMm» 
To  estabtiah  the  right?  of  mankind  or  TfM»re  'em. 
^it  1  first  must  be  sure  off  Mf  fadts  ete  I  fait  tea 
That  the  fate  of  the  bleeding  Parisiwft  is  dtttoe. 
Must  men  with  poor  Agag  agree  that  'tis  "  bitter," 
And  for  Fkencbmen  1  find  'tis  an  epithet  fitter. 
Have  they  died  like  the  heroes  of  Rome  or  of 

Greece? 
Ko. — ^Tbey  suffer  their  fate  from  another's  caprice. 
And  when  not  in  the  humour  to  die,  they  are  mar- 

tyr'd  ;  [and  quarter'd. 

So,  without  their  consent,  they  are  bang'd,  drawn, 
As  a  tax  it  is  frequently  levied ;  but  no  man 
Has  made  a  free  gift  of  his  life  like  a  Roman. 
Their  zealous  compatriots  have  saved  them  the 

labour: 
Each  man  is  so  busy  in  hanging  his  neighbour. 
Which  has  made  the  mere  mob  such  expert  under- 


By  performing  the  funeral  rites  of  the  bakers. 
To  die,  in  fine  language,  is  noble  and  specious. 
But  who  dies  like  a  Paulus  ^  a  Curtius  or  Decius, 
Devoted  lor  Rome?  or  the  Thebaic  Memecius ^  ? 
Let  me  see  such  examples  of  virtue,  before  I 
Acknowledge  'tis  dulce  pro  patria  mori. 
But  leat  you  should  think  that  I  talk  like  a  ttry. 
Of  liyy  and  Tacitus  read  the  history : 
Examine  the  tales  which  they  teli  for  their  glory, 
And  you'll  find  that  of  France  a  quite  different  story. 


TO  A  FRIEND, 
WHO  WAS  A  GREAT  ASTRONOMER, 

aSCOlflfSKniVO  THI  BBAttBt  AS   A   PROPBa  PBRfOM  TO 
TAKE    CASa   OF   Hit    COWS. 

Ou>  Ovid  tells  (as  I  and  you  know) 
A  tale  of  Jupiter  and  Juno : 
Sbe,  jealous  hussy,  thought  her  cows 
Were  fatal  to  his  marriage  vows ; 
And,  swallowing  ev*ry  gossip's  lies,    . 
Beset  him  with  the  strangest  spies : 
Old  Argus  with  his  hundred  eyes. 
With  two  he  slept,  and  watch'd  with  four; 
The  rascal  ogled  with  a  score. — 


-AnimsBque  magnse 


Prodignm  Paulum.  '  Hor. 

*  Meueciua— edito  oraculo  largitus  est  patriae 

taum  aonguinem.  Cicero  T«ac. 


Well,  but  to  leave  the  ancient  story. 
How  is  it  in  the  case  before  ye? 
Your  rooted  passion  for  your  cows. 
Disturbs  the  quiet  of  your  spouse : 
This  youth,  I  prophesy,  she'll  find 
A  faithful  Argus  to  her  mind ; 
Whose  vigilance  and  care  supplies 
The  want  of  number  in  his  eyes. 
While  you,  so  practised  to  survey. 
Thro'  .Storer's  *  glass,  the  milky  way* 
Shall  there  find  out  a  proper  station. 
To  form  a  splendid  constellation ; 
When  you  and  Joe,  your  wife  and  cow. 
Shall  leave  your  dairy  here  below. 


A  FREE  TRANSLATION  OF  BOILEAU i 

XPfST.  1.  L.  61. 
APPLIED  TO  TUX  ItlMbDSaATX  AHBmOII  09  fftAKCX* 

JVritten  in  the  Year  1801  «. 

Thus  of  PyrHius,  inquired  his  old  tutor  and  frietld: 
These  elephants,  soldiers,  and  ships,  to  what  end  ? 

prttHUi. 
To  the  siege;  for  I've  oft'  been  invited  to  come. 
And  with  glory  to  conquer  all-conqueriug  Rome. 

TUTOl. 

I  agree  that  great  glory  from  thence  would  ensoe. 

And  *tis  worthy  alone  Alexander  or  yoxi. 

After  such  an  exploit,  there's  no  more  to  be  done,— 

PYKRRUS. 

Yes — the  countries  that  border  on  Rome  must  be  won. 

TUTOB. 

Any  more  ?  Pra.  Oont  you  see  Syracuse  is  so  near. 

TUTOa. 

Any  more }  Pra.  Give  me  that^  and  to  Carthage  I 
steer. 


Now  I  see,  you're  resolved  to  be  master  of  all. 
The  near  mid  the  distant,  the  great  and  the  small ; 
And  I  plainly  perceive  you  will  not  be  at  rest. 
Till  you've  tried  all  the  East,  when  you've  conquer'd 

the  West. 
So  Egypt  is  yours.    Your  ambttioD  then  ranges. 
And  boars  you  away  to  the  Tigris  and  Ganges, 
But  when  orown'd  with  success  and  with  glory  yon 

tire  us. 
What's  left  to  be  done,  when  retum'd  to  Epirus  ? 


Why  to  feast  on  good  cheer,  and  good  liquor  to  quaff: 
And,  forgetting  our  labours,  to  sit  down  and  laugh. 


Then  why  should  we  travel  to  Egypt  and  Rome  ? 
Wh\>  forbids  us  to  laugh  without  stirring  from  home? 

1  A  celebrated  optician. 

*  The  author  was  then  in  his  85th  year. 
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CAMBRIDGE'S  TOBMS. 


EPIGRAMS. 


ID  CINEREM  AUT  MANES  CREDIS  CURARE 
SEPULTOS. 

^      V«o, 

Thoi  FlaTia  exdnmM,  when  beholding  the  coffin. 
Which  her  dear  lofing  iponse  to  the'abbey  went  off  in; 
*'  And  why  might  not  I,  like  the  Braminy  damei, 
Leap  to  his  dear  amis,  through  the  midst  of  the 

flames; 
Here,  Jenny,  go  send  for  a  load  of  dry  fiiggote  ;— 
But  hold ! — ^They  may  say  these  are  whimsies  or 

maggots. 
Woold  it  gire  his  dear  manes  the  smallest  concern } 
Would  his  ashes  be  much  discomposed  in  their  urn  ? 
If  I  lay  with  St  Paul  '  Better  many  than  bom.; 


ON  MEETING  AT  MR.  GABRICK*S 

AV  AUTBOa  TiaY  SBABBILT  DRBS8BD  IN  AM  OLD 
TELVrr  WAISTCOAT,  OM  WBICH  BE  HAD  SBWBD  EK- 
BBOIDBBT  OP  A  LATBB  DATB^ 

Tbbbb  Waistcoats,  m  three  distant  ages  bom^ 
The  baid  with  &ded  lustre  did  adorn. 
The  first  in  veW et's  figured  pride  surpast ; 
The  next  in  broidery :  in  both  the  last 
His  purse  and  Hncy  could  no  further  go, 
1^  make  a  third  be  join'd  the  former  two. 


OUIN'S  DEATH. 

Try  death  shall  provide  us  a  genera]  treat. 
At  this  critical  epoch  all  creatures  shall  eat 
To  thy  tomb  each  voracious  insect  shall.haste. 
In  thine  entrails  to  batten :  luxurious  repast ! 
Bfay  the  worm  be  full-gorg'd  in  thy  liver  and  heart : 
Mayst  thou  surfeit  the  grub  with  some  delicate  part : 
May  the  poet  tiso  dine,  who  iulorns  thee  with  verse. 
And  drunk  be  the  panon  who  prays  by  thy  herse  K 


ACTEON  NO  CUCKOLD. 

I  KB^BB  can  agree  on 

The  Ule  of  Acteon, 
With  a  moral  so  much  misapplied ; 

As  by  wits  who  suppose, 

They  may  class  him  with  those, 
^^ho  have  err'd  in  the  choice  of  a  bride. 

But  Diaoa  nndrest. 

Was  too  tempting  a  jest. 
To  be  lost  on  so  curious  a  wag ; 

So  the  goddess  in  wrath       ^ 

Leaped  otit  of  the  bath. 
And  tum*d  the  rash  youth  to  a  stag. 

>  And  fist  be  the  gander  who  feeds  on  thy  grave,  i 

Bath  Guide. 
'  The  last  line  alludes  to  a  story  told  of  a  clergy- 
man, who  disgraced  himself  and  his  profession  by 
bani  drinking,  and  who  boasted,  that  at  a  supper 
alter  Thomson's  funeral,  he  left  Qnin  drunk  under 
the  table,  whUft  he  waa  able  to  walk  home. 


IMITATION  OF  SHAKESPEAR. 

Thbbb  is  a  honey-moon  in  works  of  taste, 
Which  gazed  on  for  a  while,  grows  full  and  qplendid; 
But  in  the  wane  is  wasting  to  obscurity. 
Shorn  of  its  beams  by  wanton  criticism. 
Or  houriy  fedbg  through  satiety. 


THE  HISTORIAN  IN  LOVE:. 

A5  IMPBOMPfQ, 

ON  TRB  AVTHOa  fBBtiro  RfS  DAnOBTBB  BBADIltO  TBI 
LtPB  or  MB.  OltBON,  JUST  AFTBB  SBB  BAn  BBBM 
AS9ISTIK0  LADT  WBWOI0ATB  IN  A  CBABITT  FOR 
SISTBBSSBD  BIIBOM  WBAVBBS. 

/ 

Now  Charlotte  has  done  with  theNewdigate  ribboo^ 
She  gives  all  her  leisuro  to  luminous  Gibbon, 
Who  laments  how  in  Oxford  the  colleges  stunk 
Of  mild  ale,  and  the  pipes  of  the  indolent  monk. 
Then  soon  as  the  striplmg  grew  up  to  a  man, ' 
He  relates  the  reception  be  met  at  Lausanne. 
He  begins  with  the  learned  and  ends  with  the  feir, 
— He  saw,  and  he  loved — *twas  an  object  so  rare. 
That  all  g^fts  she  possest  both  of  nature  and  art. 
And  she  offierM  her  lover  a  virtuous  heart       [her. 
So  he  wish'd  to  go  back  to  the  mountains  to  thank 
But  he  heard,  in  his  absence,  she'd  married  a 
banker'. 


OCCASIOKBD  BY  TBB  CONDUCT    Or  TBB    FBBWCH  TO* 
WABDS  TBB   POTB   IN  TBB  TBAB   1794. 

h  times  of  old,  at  war's  imperious  call, 
England  has  oft  "  robb'd  Peter  to  pay  Paul'* 
France,  her  enormous  reckoning  to  defeay, 
Peter  has  robb'd,  but  Paul  wiU  never  pay. 


ON  SBBIMO  A  DBCBNT-LOOKIHO  YOUNG  WOMAN  COMB 
DOWN   A  STAIBCASB   IN  CLBMBNTf-INN: 

A  PABOOT  OP  JANB  BBOBb's  SPBBCB. 

Act  1st  Scene  the  last. 

Ybs  !  man,  that  lawless  libertine,  may  sin 
In  ev'ry  comer  of  St  Oement's-Inn. 
But  woman  !  if  she  clember  in  the  dark' 
The  vice- worn  staircase  of  some  lawyer's  clerk» 
A  writ  of  errour  blots  her  spotless  name  ; 
A  habeas  corpus  ever  damns  her  feme. 


1  This  banker  was  Mens.  Neckar,  who  BUf^planted 
the  historian  in  the  lady's  affections  donof  hia 
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TO  A  YOUNG  FRIEND, 

Who  complained  of  one  relation  who  gafe  late 
hreakfasU  on  account  of  long  prayers, — and  of 
another  who  gave  bad  dinners. 

Oua  ghostly  guides,  to  Heav'n  who  point  the  way, 
Enjoin  this  golden  precept — Fast  and  pray. 
How  well,  O  pious  youth,  thy  days  are  passM, 
Who  pray  with  Sanctos  and  with  Parous  fast. 


LINES  GIVEN  EXTEMPORE 

TO  DOCTOR  MONSEY,   PHYSICIAN  TO  CHELSEA 
HOSPITAL, 

Upon  his  expressing  surprise  that  the  Scribleriad 
was  not  more  known  and  talked  of. 

Dear  doctor,  did  you  ever  hear  I  had 

So  piqued  myself  on  the  Scribleriad, 

That  every  pensioner  of  Chelsea, 

The  learning  andlbe  wit  should  well  see  ; 

Enough  for  me  if  only  one  see, 

But  let  that  one  be  doctor  Monsey. 


THE  FOLIX)WING  FRENCH  LINES 

Being  put  into  Mr.  Cambridge's  hand,  by  a  friend 
who  seemed  somewhat  too  partial  to  this  species 
of  French  writing,  he  was  induced  to  translate 
them,  for  the  sake  of  introducing  the  two  con- 
cluding lines,  which  expose  the  false  wit,  and  give 
a  just  ridicule  to  the  idea  of  dying  for  love. 

QuAMD  vous  venez  dans  ces  vergers 
Voyez  les  meux  que  vous  y  faites  : 
Vos  yeux  font  roourir  les  bergers, 
Et  votre  gozier  les  fauvettes  ; 
"Qui  chantera  done  le  printems, 
Quand  il  n'y  a  plus  d'oiseau  ni  d'amans. 

Each  shepherd  falls  a  victim  to  your  eye, 
Thriird  by  your  notes  the  birds  for  envy  die  j 
Henceforth  in  deserts  must  you  sing  alone. 
When  all  the  lovers  and  the  bards  are  gone. 
Yet  some  bUnd  bard  may  strike  the  social  string; 
And  a  (feii/*  nightingale  in  safety  sing. 


on   SBBIMO  A  TAPESTRY  CBAia-BOTTOM  BBAUTIFULLT 
WOEKED  BY  BIS  DAUGHTEa   FOB   MES.   HOLROTH. 

Written  in  the  Year  1793. 

While  Holroyd  may  boast  of  her  beautiful  bottom, 
I  think  of  what  numberless  ills  may  bespot  'em : 
'Tis  true  they're  intended  for  clean  petticoats; 
But  beware  of  th'  intrusion  of  bold  Sanculoftes; 
Who  regardless  of  Charlotte's  most  elegant  stitches. 
May  rudely  sit  down  without  linen  or  breeches : 
Would  you  know  from  what  quarter  the  mischief 

may  come. 
When  the  batt'ry's  nnmask'd  then  beware  of  the 

bomb. 


A  TRANSLATION 

OF  the  following  epigram  in  thb  btox 
collection. 

AOTKIAAI'OT. 


m  was  steppmg  out  of  bed. 


A  NOTE  TO  THE  AUTHOR. 

At  church,  or  at  Bushy,  your  sabbath  d»yc  spend, 
Your  mind  to  regale  or  your  morals  to  mend  ? 
If  the  former,  I  leave  you  the  devil  to  cheat; 
Of  the  latter,  I  beg  to  have  part  of  the  ti>eat. 

HIS  ANSWER. 
Why  your  lordship  is  now  so  impatient  to  search, 
If  I'm  passing  my  hours  with  the  state  or  the 

church, 
I  was  puzzled— but  now  I  perceive,  on  the  whole. 
So  you  get  but  my  news,  you  don't  care  for  my  souL 


A  lurking  mouse  he  spies  ; 
And  thus,  alarm'd  with  sudden  dread, 
,  Aloud  to  Tony  cries : 
Tony  make  haste — the  trap  prepare— 

I  see  the  rascal  dodging.— 
Friend,  quoth  the  mouse,  you  need  not  fear, 

I  come  but  for  a  lodging  ; 
Nor  plant  that  dreadful  engine  there. 

To  catch  me  by  the  neck  fast ; 
For  surely  I  had  ne'er  come  here. 

If  I  had  wanted  breakfast. 


VERSES 

ADDBBSSED  AT  YABIOUS  TIMES 
TO 

R.  O.  CAMBRIDGE,  ESa 

BY  HENRY  BERKLEY,  ESQ. 

Writien  ahout  the  Year  1739. . 

Carmina  sunt  diceada  neget  quia  carmina  Gallo  ? 

Virg. 

Tho'  all  the  silly  world,  my  friend. 
Thy  manners,  and  thy  life  commend. 
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Nor  enry^  self  would  grudge  to  swear 
Thoa'rt  boiiett»  dpea,  ud  sinoere ; 
TIstnieperiiaiiB  in  prose;  bafetbea 
In  irerse  thou'rt  dean  another  man : 
Generous  in  aditbiogs  else,  and  free, 
A  very  jew  in  poetry. 
Tor  whb  hot  Sfaylopk  (with  a  store 
That  makes  all  other  plenty  poor, 
A  toaeh  like  Midas  that  refines 
All  sukjects  straight  to  sterling  lines) 
Would  not  unreoompensed  bestow 
Those  riches  which  so  freely  flow. 
Rather  than  poorly  condescend 
T*  accept  vile  usance  from  a  friend. 
Which  he,  Vm  sure,,  must  toil  to  giv^ 
And  you  unsatisfied  receive  ? 

Ask  verse  of  him  who  knows  to  sing. 
His  well-tnn'd  lyre  bid  Dtvies  bring  ', 
And  boldly  strike  the  docile  string ; 
]>rawn  by  the  pow'r  of  that  sweet  sound  *, 
The  listening  herds  shall  gaze  around  ; 
Whilst  from  the  deep  and  oozy  bed  ' 

Sabiaa  rears  her  aweftti  bead,  i . 

And,  as  bis  notes  harmooidus  giide. 
Forgets  to  roll  her  ample  tide. 
Ah,  Cambridge !  may  the  obatf  ring  pie 
With  Philomela's  music  vie. 
Then  shall  be  heard  my  Clio's  toague. 
Where  you  and  Davies  deign  a  song. 

Mine's  but  a  hxtie  and  sullen  Muse, 
A  Flemish  frow  in  wooden  shoes, 
Scarce  once  a  lustre  smiles,  aivl  then 
Most  people  think  she  does  but  grin. 
However  when  she^  in  the  vein  3, 
I  thank  my  stars,  and  ease  my  brain : 
But  if  she  frown,  why  fiuewell  she 
With  all  her  medley  trumpery. 
With  all  her  fustian,  fbreed  ooooeit. 
And  limping  rhimes,  and  «Kiii)d4Ni  wits 
I'm  caidess  wbdn,  or  Jiow  she  goes. 
Content  with  truth  and  humble'  prose. 
Yet  ♦♦*♦♦»  if  kind  Jove  to  day  ♦^ 
Decend  in  turtle  and  tokay. 
To  morrow  o'er  a  chop  at  Dolly's 
Calb  gluttony  the  worst  of  lollies  ; 
So  3fOU,  with  dainties  cloyed  at  home. 
For  change  to  me  f^ill  wisely  come ; 
My  homely  board  sTiaH  set  you  right. 
Shall  whet  your  blunted  appetite. 
Restore  your  jud|;^nent  to  its  tone. 
And  teach  you  how  to  prize  your  own. 

<  A  firiend  of  the  author  and  of  Mr.  Cambridge, 
who  was  a  very  elegant  poet 

s  Immemor  beibanim  qnos  est  ioinil»  juvenca, 
£t  mutata  suos  requierunt  flumina  cwsus. 

Vii^.  Be  8. 

9  Lando  manentem.    Si  celeres  quatit 
Peonas  nsigno  quss  dedit  et  mei 
Virtute  me  involve  probamque.  ^ 

PftuperiMD  tine  dote  q\ueia 

lib.  S.  Hot.  Od.  89 

t  Jupiter  «t  beCo  desoMdel  plMBi»  iabii 

Vjif  .  Ec  7. 


V  B BS  B  8 

LEFT  ON  A  PEDESTAL 

BEKBATB    A    aOW    Of    BLM8     IW     Ml.     CAMSaiDGB'a 

oaooiios,  neo  K 

Ye  green  bair'd  aymphs,  whom  Pan  allows  «, 
To  guard  from  harm  these  favour*d  boughs  ; 
Ye  blue-eyed  Naiadt  of  ibe  stream. 
That  soothe  the  warm  poetic  dream ; 
Ye  elves  and  sprights,  that,  tbroogiog  round. 
When  midnight  darkens  all  the  gitmnd. 
In  aatio  measures  vnoootrot'^l. 
Your  fiury  sports  and  revels  hold. 
And  up  and  down  where'er  ye  pass. 
With  many  a  ringlet  print  the  grasa; 
If  e'er  the  bard  hath  baii'd  your  power 
At  morn's  grey  dawn  or  evening  hour, 
If  e'er  by  moen-ligbt  on  the  plain. 
Your  ears  haveKMugbt  th*  enrapturad  stram, 
From  every  flbw'rol^  velvet  bead. 
From  revifsnd  Thames^  oozy  bed. 
From  these  moss'd  elms,  wheie  prbonM  deep, 
Conceal'd  from  human  eyes  ye  sleep ; 
If  these  your  haunts  be  w^rth  your  caie. 
Awake,  arise,  and  henr  my  prayer  f 
O  banish  ^m  this  peaceful  plain. 
The  perjuPd  nymph,  the  fkithless  swain  ; 
The  stubborn  heart,  that  scorns  to  bow. 
And  harsh  rejects  the  honest  vow ; 
The  fbp,  who  wounds  the  virgin's  ear. 
With  auj^t  that  sense  would  blush  to  hetr^ 
Or  false  to  honour,  mean  and  vain, 
Defkmes  the  worth  he  cannot  stain : 
The  light  coquet,  with  various  art. 
Who  casts  her  net  for  every  hear^ 
And,  smiling,  flatters  to  the  chase. 
Alike  the  worthy  and  the  base : 
The  dame,  iHio,  proud  of  virtuous  praise. 
Is  happy  if  a  sister  strays, 
And  conscious  of  unsullied  fiune. 
Delighted  spreads  the  tale  of  shame. 
But  far,  O  banisb'd  far  be  they, 

Who  hear,  unpioved,  the  orphan's  ciy. 
Who  see,  nor  wish  to  wipe  away. 
The  tear  that  swells  the  widow's  eye. 
The  unloving  man,  whose  narrow  mind 
Dizains  to  reel  for  human  kind, 
At  other's  Mis^  whose  cheek  ne'er  glows, 
Whose  breast  ne'er  throbs  with  other's  woes» 
Whose  hoarded  sum  of  private  joys  .... 
His  private  care  alone  destroys  ... 
Ye  fiuries,  CMt  your  spellf  around, 
And  guard  from  such  this  hallow'd  ground  I 

But  ifeleome  all  who  sigh  with  truth. 
Each  ooosUnt  m«id  «nd  fiuthful  youth, 

>MnQMibridge  tiefer  learned  who  WMiba  a«. 
thor  of  these  elegant  verses. 

9  The  first  line  is  borrowed  from  an  Ode  by  Mr. 
MasQi^  pubUsl^e*)  in  I>odsley'«  collection. 

Note  by  the  author. 
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Whom  mntQa]  lore  alooe  hath  joined, 

(Sweet  unkm  of  the  willing  uuDd  !) 

Hearts  pair*d  above,  not  meanly  sold, 

Law-licensed  prostitutes  (or  gold. 

And  welcome  thrice,  and  thrice  again. 

The  chosen  few,  the  worthy  train, 

Whoae  steady  feet,  untaught  to  stray, 

Still  tread  where  virtue  points  the  way  ; 

Whoae  souls  no  thought,  #hose  hands  have  known 

No  deed,  which  honour  might  not  own ; 

Who,  torn  with  pam,  or  stnng  withcare, 
In  other*8  bliss  can  claim  their  part, 

And  in  life's  brightest  hour  can  share 
Each  pang  that  wrings  another's  heart 
Ye  guardian  spirits,  when  such  ye  see. 
Sweet  peace  be  theirs,  and  welcome  free ; 
Clear  be  the  sky  from  clouds  or  sbow'rs  ! 
Green  be  the  turf,  and  fresh  the  flow'rs  ? 
And  that  the  youth,  who^  pious  care 
Lays  on  your  shrine  this  honest  prayer, 
May  with  the  rest  admittance  gain. 
And  visit  oft  this  pleasant  scene ; 
Let  all  who  luve  the  Muse  attend — 
Who  loves  the  Muse  is  Virtue's  friend. 

Such  then  alone  may  venture  here. 
Who,  free  from  guilt,  are  free  from  fear. 
Whose  wide  affscuons  can  embrace 
The  whole  extent  of  human  race. 
Whom  Virtue  and  her  friends  approve, 
Whom  Cambridge  and  the  Muses  love. 

T.  8, 


FaoK 
OEOROE   BIRCH,    ESa  > 

OK  aSCBtVIllG  A   LSTTBa   FltOK    Kt.     CAMBBIOOt  Of 
JANUARY    1782,   PRAVKBP  IT  GBOIOB  tBLWYM. 

What  less  than  wit  could  be  expected 
From  what  a  Selwyn's  pen  directed  ? 
Whatever  comet  in  such' a  guise. 
Meets  Mirth  on  tiptoe  in  our  eyes ; 
And  Fancy  chuckles  at  the  thought. 
What  such  a  signature  has  brought  ? 
Rut  say  what  needs  the  pen  of  two 
For  that,  one  pen  within  can  do } 
A  pen,  that  alwajrs  can,  at  pleasure, 
Command  our  laughter  without  measure; 
Laughter ! — away  with  niggard  praise. 
That  can  delight^-<ten  thousand  ways  ; 
Such  wit  bad  current  pass'd  alone, 
Tho'  Selwyn's  fun  had  ne*er  been  known» 
And  must  for  ever  stand  the  test. 
When  each  bon  mot  is  gone  to  rest 
>^'hat*s  the  preservative  you'll  say. 
That  will  ensure  it  from  decay  ? 
Tis  steriiag  sense  that  guides  the  whole, 
Temper*d  by  candour's  mild  control ; 
Unfailing  titles  to  engage. 
Applause  and  love  from  every  age ! 

>  Author  of  some  much  admired  Love  Elegies  j 
the  second  edition  of  which  is  dedicated  to  Mr.' 
Cambridge,  and  published  1771. 
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LIFE  OF  MASON. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


1  HESE  Memoirs  of  Mr.  Mason  are  for  less  complete  than  could  have  been  i^Ulied. 
He  b  said  to  have  left  his  peems»  and  some  unpublished  works,  for  tiie  benefit  of  a 
diaritable  institution ;  but  eleven  years  have  elapsed  since  his  deal  b,  and  no  step  has 
been  taken  to  fulfill  hb  intention,  or  to  honour  his  memory.  Whtit  is  now  offered^ 
has  been  collected  from  various  sources,  and  it  is  hoped  without  falling  into  any  veiy 
important  errour. 

William  Mason  was  the  son  of  the  vicar  of  St.  Trinity  HaU,  in  the  East  Riding  of 
Yorkshire,  and  was  bom  in  the  year  1725.  His  education,  previously  to  hb  going  to 
the  university,  was  probably  superintended  by  his  father,  whose  indulgence,  m  permit- 
tiog  him  to  follow  the  bent  of  hb  youthful  mind  towards  poetry  and  painting,  he 
acknowledges  in  an  Epistolary  Address,  written  in  1 746.  He  went  to  Cambridge  in 
1742-3,  and  was  entered  of  St  John's  College,  where  hb  tutor.  Dr.  Powell,  encouraged 
him  to  publbh  his  excellent  Monody  to  the  Memory  of  Pope,  which  appeared  in 
1747.  He  took  hb  bachelor's  degree  in  1745,  and  his  master's  in  1749;  but  little  else 
has  been  recorded  of  his  i^demical  progress,  except  that  hb  attachment  to  the 
Muses  continued  during  hb  residence  at  the  university,  of  which  he  took  leave  in  an 
.ode  complimentary  to  hb  college  and  his  tutor. 

In  I747«  by  means  of  Gray,  with  whom  he  had  become  acquainted,  and  who,  on 
account  of  ill-treatment  had  left  Peterhouse  for  Pembroke  Hall,  he  was  nominated  to 
a  vacant  fellowship  in  the  latter  college,  but  owing  to  a  dbpute  between  the  fellows 
and  their  master,  he  was  not  elected  till  1749*  His  own  account  of  thb  afiair  has 
lately  been  publbhed. — "  I  have  had  the  honour  since  I  came  here  last  to  be  elected 
by  the  fellows  of  Pembroke  into  their  society  ;  but  the  master,  who  has  the  power 
of  a  negative,  has  made  use  of  it  on  thb  occasion,  because  he  will  not  have  an  extra* 
smrt  when  they  have  fit  persons  in  their  own  college.  The  fellows  say,  they  have  a 
power  from  their  statutes  indifferenter  eligere  tx  uiraqui  academia,  and  are  going  to 
try  it  with  him  at  common  law,  or  else  get  the  king  to  appoint  a  vbitor.    If  this  turns 
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out  well  it  will  be  a  very  lucky  thing  for  me,  and  much  better  than  a  Plait  \  whidi  I 
came  hither  with  an  intention  to  sit  for,  for  they  are  reckoned  the  best  fellowships  in 
the  university.'' 

His  intimacy  with  Gray  was  cordial  and  lasting.  Their  correspondence  shows  the 
high  respect  they  bad  for  each  other,  and  then*  ftiendship  was  never  mterrupted  by 
the  freedom  and  unfeigned  candour  with  which  they  criticised  each  other's  perform- 
ances. About  this  time,  Gray  describes  him  as  a  young  man  '*  of  much  &ncy,  little 
judgment,  and  a  good  deal  cff  modesty,"  as  '^  a  good  and  well-meaning  creature,  but 
in  sunplicity,  a  child ;  he  reads  little  or  nothhig,  writes  abuiklance,  and  that  with  a 
design  to  make  a  fortune  by  it,**  which  does  not,  however,  appear  to  have  been  the 
case ;  *'  a  Utde  vain,  but  in  so  harmless  and  comical  a  way  that  it  does  not  offend :  a 
Httle  ambitious,  but  withal  so  ignorant  of  the  world  and  its  ways,  that  this  does  not  hurt 
hhu  in  one's  opinion ;  so  smcere  and  undisguised,  that  no  mind  with  a  spark  of  gene- 
rosity would  ever  think  of  hurting  him,  he  lies  so  open  to  injury ;  but  so  indolent, 
that  if  he  cannot  overcome  thb  habits  all  his  good  qualities  will  signify  nothing  at  alL*^ 
Some  of  these  characteristics  of  the  poetical  temperament  adhered  to  our  author 
throughout  life ;  others  were  efiaced  by  a  closer  intimacy  with  the  world. 

He  appear3  to  have  been  early  attached  to  what  he  considered  as  tire  cause  of  free- 
dom;' Of  this  he  gave  proof  in  a  poem  totided  Isis,  Which  Wtti  pirtntdd  in  1748, 
directed  dMefiy  against  the  supposed  Jacobilism  df  Onifbrd.  Whatever  truth  might 
hb  in  thb  k<^ifts^ti<Sti,  it  had  the  happy  effect  of  pMucUg  the  t'riiiniph  «f  lets,  by 
Blr.11i(mii(8  W«rton,  Which  Mason  had  the  candotir  to  dllfiir  ^ffls  k  )»ipe¥foir  poem. 
Thus  early  these  two  writers  attracted  notice  by  the  defence  of  their  rMpe^tiVe  uniV^^ 
dties;  bdt  their  generous  rivalship  ^  not  end  hi  mutuail  respi^ct,  fcfr  Which  perhlil|)Sy 
the  deference  of  political  pritfciple  may  in  some  measure  account. 

Mason  was  now  requested  to  compose  lui  ode  fc^  the  histaHation  of  the  Doke  iit 
Newcastle^  as  chancellor  of  the  univen^ty  of  Cfltoibridge  m  1749,  to  which  be  ddes 
not  appear  to  have  acceded  with  much  lotfc  of  tUe  ftuli|)ect  Gray  thought  hb  pro-* 
duction  ^*  uncommonly  wdl  for  siidi  an  occasion,''  but  the  author  had  no  pleasure  ia 
the  recollection,  and  omitted  it  in  hid  works. 

In  1752,  he  published  ElfHda,  a  dramatic  poem,  bdiistnicted  on  the  model  of  th^ 
ancients,  to  which  he  was  enthusiastkally  attadied,  and  Hving  onte  formed  the  opinion 
Aiat  dramas  might  be  successfully  written  hi  thb  way  he'  pernsted  in  it  to  the  last, 
contraiy  to  argument  and  experience.  In  the  present  mstance  he  attempted  the  plan 
ivith  cert»n  limitations.  He  |>rofessed  that  hk  intetition  was  only  to  follow  the  ad- 
vert method  ^  fcr  as  it  is  probable  a  Greek  poet.  Mere  hb  alite,  wooW  now  do,  h 
brder  to  adapt  himself  to  the  genius  of  our  times,  tmd  the  character  of  our  tragedy. 
How'far  he  has  executed  an  intentioti,  evidently  suggested  by  a  series  of  conjectures, 
will  hardljf  ti6w  admit  of  a  question.    All  critics  are  agreed  that  Elfridk  h  neither 

1  Ttm  Piatt  Mlo«riiH»  •!  St  Jolm^  lie  iMiUr  to  what  limcaUad  the  bye4bllciMUpi  ikiKMM  «ai» 
colleges  at  Cimbridge,  and  are  not  on  the  fouiHiation.  Their  original  number  was  six,  with  a  ttipeBd  of 
201.  per  annum  each,  bendet  rooms  and  commons  at  the  fdlowi'  table.  They  were  fimnded  by 
Wdliam  Piatt,  esq.,  an  opulent  citizen  of  London.  See  Gent  Mag.  vol.  hm,  p.  45«.  and  voL  lai, 
1^681^  ihwhichMr.  Ifiloh'saocottpitofthisaflkirlsghr^    C. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


LIFE  OF  MASON.  3Q9 

adapted  to  tbe  genius  of  our  timciy  nor  to  the  chtnu:ter  of  our  tmgedy.  The  lettetly 
however,  which  be  published,  are  retained  in  tbb  edition,  and  may  yet  he  perused  as 
ingenious  apologies  for  his  judgment ;  and  whatever  the  decision  may  be,  there  can 
be  little  diSEerence  of  opinion  respecting  the  merit  of  Elfrida  as  a  poem. — In  1772,  Mr. 
CoUnan,  at  that  time  manager  of  Coveot-gaiden  theatre,  made  such  iterations  m 
were  supposed  necessary  lo  its  appearance  on  the  stage,  and  besides  the  decoration  of 
qplendid  scenery.  Dr.  Ame  contributed  some  characteristic  music.  The  author,  how- 
erer,  was  so  much  o0ended  at  the  alterations,  as  to  have  meditated  a  very  angry  ad- 
dress to  Colman,  who,  on  his  part,  threatened  him  with  the  ii^roduction  of  a  chorus 
of  Grecian  washerwomen  in  some  future  stage  entertainment.  Mr.  Mason  afterwards, 
in  1778  or  1779f  made  his  own  alterations  and  arrangements^  and  had  it  pfrfonn^  at 
the  Slime  theatre,  but  neither  attempt  was  successful 

His  fether  died  in  1753,  and  m  1754  he  went  into  orders;  and  through  the  iato- 
jest  of  the  earl  of  Holdemesae,  whose  patronage  he  had  obtaiued,  he  was  preferred 
to  be  one  of  the  King*s  Chapiams,  and  received  about  the  same  time  the  living  of 
Aston.  The  reputation  he  had  acquired  by  the  odes  of  his  Elfrida,  encouraged  him 
to  publish,  in  1756,  four  compositions  of  that  class  on  Memory,  Independency,  Melan- 
choly, and  the  Fate  of  Tyranny,  which  were  not  received  with  favour  or  kindness. 
Both  ridicule  and  legitimate  critidsm  seem  to  have  l>een  employed  on  tbb  occasion  to 
expose  the  wanton  profusion  of  glittering  epithets,  and  the  many  instances  of  studied 
alliteration  scattered  over  these  odes.  Colman  and  Uoyd,  who  were  now  beginning  to 
look  for  satirical  prey,  published  two  excellent  parodies  on  one  of  them,  and  on  one 
of  Gray's.  His  praise  of  Andrew  Marvell,  and  attack  on  bbhop  Parker,  produced 
about  the  same  time  a  dull  letter  of  censure,  which  probably  gave  him  less  uneasiness 
than  the  cool  reception  of  his  odes  by  those  who  then  dispensed  the  honours  of  literary 
fame.  On  the  death  of  Gibber,  he  was  proposed  to  succeed  bmi  as  poet  laureat, 
but,  instead  of  an  offer  of  this  place,  an  apology  was  made  to  him  by  lord  John 
Cavendish,  that  **  being  in  orders,  he  was  thought,  merely  on  that  account,  less  digi- 
ble  for  the  office  than  a  layman.**  The  notice  of  this  circumstance  in  his  life  of  W. 
Whitehead,  is  followed  by  a  declaration  of  his  indifference.  "  A  reason  so  politely 
put,  I  was  glad  to  hear  assigned,  and  if  I  had  thought  it  a  weak  one,  they  who  know 
me,  will  readily  believe  that  1  am  the  last  man  in  the  world  who  would  have  attempted 
to  controvert  it"  The  probability,  indeed  is,  that  Mr.  Mason  would  not  have  thought 
himself  honoured  by  the  situation  if  compelled  to  fulfil  its  duties,  for  though  by  his 
mediation  the  office  was  tendered  to  Gray,  it  was  "  with  permission  to  hold  it  as  a 
mere  sinecure,** 

The  severity  exercised  on  his  odes,  deprived  him  of  no  fame  but  what  be  amply 
recovered  by  the  publication  of  Caractacus  ^  in  1759,  another  dramatic  poem  on  the 
plan  of  the  ancients,  and  possessing  all  the  beauties  and  defects  of  the  former,  with 
more  poetry  and  passion,  yet  with  touches  of  nature,  which,  although  sometimes 
spoiled  by  useless  expletives,  are  in  general  just,  natural,  and  affecting.    Gray  bestows 

s  In  a  note  on  his  Ode  to  Mr.  Pitt,  we  art  informed  that  Caractacus  was  read  in  manuscilpt  by  the 
late  earl  of  Chatham,  who  honoured  it  "  with  an  approbation  which  the  author  was  proud  to  record.''  C 
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bigh  pndse  on  tbe  ehonises  of  thb  dratna,  ptrticalaily  thatbcgiayiBg  "  Havkl  Heard 
ye  not  yon  footstep  dread  t  ict."  Notwithstanding  the  oljectidns  of  tbe  critics,  Ca- 
TBctacns  contmued  to  be  riiad  with  interest,  and  the  author  was  not  the  only  person 
who  thought,  that  with  some  alterations,  imder  the  uispection  of  a  connmsseur  m 
fltage  efiect,  it  night  become  an  acthig  play.  Accordingly  it  was  perfonned  oa 
Covent  Garden  theatre  m  1776,  and  received  with  considerable  applause,  but  it  oIh 
lained  no  permanent  rank  on  the  stage,  and  it  was  thought,  that  the  alterations  wliicfa 
made  it  more  dramatic,  made  it  less  poetical.  Some  years  after,  it  was  again  brought 
Into  public  notice,  by  a  tranaOation  into  Giedc  from  the  pen  of  the  rer.  O.  H.  Glasses 
who  proved  himself  by  this  efibrt  one  of  the  first  writers  of  Greek  poetry  in  Eogfamd. 

In  1762,  Mason  published  three  Elegies,  which  are  elegant,  tender,  and  correct  be> 
yond  the  productions  of  any  of  his  contemporaries.  These,  with  all  his  former  pieces 
extept  the  Isis  and  the  hisbUation  Ode,  were  collected  into  one  volume  and  published 
in  I764p  with  a  beautiful  dedicatory  Sonnet  to  his  patron  the  eari  of  Holderaess0. 
l¥hy  he  omitted  Isis  from  this  collection  is  not  very  evident  We  have,  indeed,  his 
own  authority,  that  he  never  would  have  published  it  if  a  surreptitious  copy  bad  not 
found  its  way  to  the  press ;  but  although  he  omitlcd  it  now,  he  reprinted  it  in  th^ 
third  volume  of  hb  poems,  published  in  1796,  when  his  sentimtots  on  pottical 
topics  were  more  perfectly  in  unison  with  those  held  at  Oxford.  Mr.  Mant,  in  hb  life 
of  Mr.  T.  Warton,  mforms  us  that  several  years  after  he  had  written  tiiis  elegy,  he  was 
coDimg  mto  Oxford  on  horseback,  and  as  he  passed  over  Magdalen  Bridge,  0t  was 
then  evening)  he  turned  to  hb  friend,  and  expressed  hb  satisfaction,  that,  as  it  was 
getting  dusk,  they  should  enter  the  place  unnoticed.  Hb  friend  did  not  seem  aware 
of  the  advantage.  ^  WhatT  rejouied  the  poet,  **  do  you  not  remember  my  Isbr 
Tbb  may  be  reckoned  an  mstanoe  of  tbe  **  harmless  and  comical  vanity*  which  Gny 
attributed  to  him  when  at  college. 

But  a  more  angular  omission  occurs  m  Ihb  volume,  m  the  Ode  to  a  Waler  Nympk 
Thb  formeriy  conchidad  with  a  handsome  compliment  to  lord  Lyttelton,  both  as  a 
poeti  and  as  a  qwaker  in  tbe  senate. 

Whether  to  gloom  henetth  the  diady  grottt. 
Or  in  the  meed  reflect  the  •parkling  my. 
Not  Hagley't  ▼mrions  stream  efaall  thine  impe% 
Though  Naftare,  and  her  Lyttelton  ordain 

That  there  the  Naii^  band  ahodd  gmoe 

With  every  watiy  charm  the  plain  ; 

That  there  the  frequent  rilb  thonld  roD, 

And  health  to  every  flower  dispense. 
Free  as  tfa^ir  master  poors  from  all  his  sool 
The  gen'roos  tide  of  warm  benevolence ; 
Shoald  now  gHde  sweetly  plaintive  tfarooi^  dm  vale 
In  melthig^marmnrs  qnerakmsly  slow ; 

Soft  as  that  master's  loverlom  tale. 

When  Locy  calb  forth  all  his  woe : 

Should  now  from  steepy  heights  descend, 
*  Deep  thmMTriug  the  rough  rocks  among^ 

Load  as  the  praise  ^plaadtnl  senates  lend. 
When  Eo^and's  caose  inspires  hi§  glowing  toogna. 
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,  TbaK  were  dow  mno^,aDd  a  fayourite  desoriptioD  was  substituted^-^In  the  same 
^ear,  bis  nuyesty  presented  our  author  to  the  canonry  and  prebend  of  Drffield^  in 
ttc  cathedral  church  of  York,  together  with^the  precentorship  of  4bat  chuith,  vacant 
iff  the  promotion  of  Dr.  Newton  to  the  bishopric  of  Brbtol. 

Mason  was  probably  not  enrolled  ainong  the  friends  of  liberty  when  Chuichill 
wrote.  That  libeller  takes  frequent  ^opportunities  to  turn  his  writings  into  ridicule, 
but  pays  him,  perhaps  inconscioiUy,  a  well-turned  compliment  on  his  extreme  cor- 


In  the  snuUl  compaat  of  my  careless  page 
Critics  may  find  employmeot  iTor  an  age : 
Without  my  blunders  they  were  all  undone^ 
I  twenty  feed  where  Mason  can  feed  one. 

Against  the  author  of  these  unprovoked  attacks,  our  author  betrayed  no  immediate 
resentment,  and  when  he  speaks  of  Chi^rchili's  abuse  of  his  friend  Whitehead,  disdaipa. 
to  recollect  that  he  was  the  object  of  the  same  malignity. 

His  principal  residence  alK>ut  this  time  was  at  Aston,  where  he  displayed  hb  taste 
in  improving  the  grounds  and  scenery  near  his  parsonage-house,  and  was  jet  more  as- 
^ttous  in  discharging  the  duties  of  his  clerical  function.  In  Sept.  1765,  he  married 
Miss  Sheonan,  daughter  of  William  Sherman,  esq.  of  Kingston-upon  Hull,  a  veiy 
amiable  lady,  with  whom  bis  happiness  was  but  short  Throughout  the  greater  part 
of  their  connection,  he  had  little  intermission  from  the  misery  of  watching  the  progress 
of  consumption,  which  terminated  her  life  in  17 67 j  at  Bristol,  whither  he  had  been 
advised  to  remove  her  in  hopes  of  recovery.  The  lines  he  wrote  on  this  occasion, 
need  no  recommendation  to  a  feeling  heart,  nor  would  it  be  easy  to  discover  a  poem 
which  conveys  more  quick  sympathy  in  the  whole  range  of  elegiac  poetry. 

In  1772,  he  published  the  first  book  of  his  English  Garden,  a  work  in  which  Mr. 
Warton  says,  "  didactic  poetry  is  brought  to  perfection,  by  the  happy  combination  of 
judicious  precepts,  with  the  most  elegaut  ornaments  of  language  and  imagery.''  This 
opimon  is  quoted  not  only  l>ecause  it  appears  to  be  just,  but  because  it  proves  that 
Mr.  Warton  entertained  a  very  high  opinion  of  Mason  as  a  poet,  although  there  did 
not  exist  so  much  cordiality  of  friendship  as  could  have  been  wished,  between  men  who 
were  certainly  among  the  ornaments  of  literature  in  their  day. — The  usual  objections 
to  dklactic  poetry  are  undoubtedly  in  force  against  this  specimen,  yet  the  English 
Garden  was  read  with  avidity  and  approbation.  The  subject  was  more  familiar  and 
interesting  than  those  of  former  poems  of  instruction,  and  it  afforded  him  more  fre- 
quent opportunities  to  introduce  rural  imagery,  and  those  descriptions  which  give 
scope  to  a  poetical  imagination.  But  the  approbation  of  his  friends  did  not  flatter 
him  into  carelessness  and  precipitation.  He  appears  to  have  been  one  of  the  few 
authors  who  are  desirous  to  retain  the  fame  they  have  acquired^  The  remaining 
books  of  the  English  Garden  were  published  at  periods  sufficiently  distant  to  admit 
all  the  niceties  of  polish  and  frequent  correction.  Book  11.  appeared  m  1777, 
Book  III.  in  177^  and  Book  IV.  in  1782. 

During  some  of  these  intervals  he  executed  a  very  important  task,  which  devolved 
on  him  in  consequence  of  the  death  of  his  friend  Gray.    This  justly  celebrated  poet 
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jVMHMF  hlih  by  il  iUlt  Ht  AittM  id  lf70»  ^Bd  sAtt  feii  MMI  lifr  RttMoM'lIii^  '#8t 
*i26d  with  the  gottliri  Us  itonmdi^  wAidi  pHvti  tmA&eOf  fiM.  MiMi  liMMltf 
to  Onnbridge  to  |%  tBeJ^st  dotted  of Meftd8fai|y»  bift  arriired  too  Ittefor  At  fiiMfit 
which  had  been  conducted  by  Dr.  tlMnH,  tttam  of  Pi»ttMok6  KnH,  who  wa«  ii|W 
]Mnted  joiflf-eicecutor.  To  llawni.  Qny  left  O^  Mttl  of  56011  witb  all  his  books^ 
■tano^np^,  tmsical  insttnmentSy  ttedtthy  Stt.  and  Mason  mHtertooft  to  itM&  his  lifey  and 
to  puMMi  sttdi  of  hid  nmbU96ri[M8  as  might  appear  to  be  woMly  of  his  high  character 
in  the  liteiary  world.  In  his  biography,  he  chose  to  deviate  from  the  usual  fbta,  by 
adopting  one  which  seemed  to  present  more  adtantages.  Oljectioas  have  been  made 
to  it,  because  the  biographer  seldom  appears  either  as  the  narrator  or  the  ciitic»  bat 
it  must  be  allowed  that  the  whole  is  rendered  more  interestingv  and  that  the  attentkm 
of  the  reader  being  constantly  fixed  on  the  principal  character,  he  is  enabled  to  form 
t  more  impartial  opinion  thao  if  he  had  perased  tio  etidence  bat  tiie  assertiom^of  the 
biographer.  The  |dan  has  smce  been  fUlowed  hi  the  cases  of  Johnson,  Cowp«-r,  Af 
William  Jones,  Mrs.  Carter,  and  Dr.  Beattie,  and  where  Kfes  of  e<|ttal  importanee  to 
Bferary  curiosity  are  to  be  recorded,  which  cannot  be  often,  it  appears  to  be  not 
only  Ae  most  engaging  species  of  mnrale  biography,  hot  also  the  tnost  nnpartial. 

The  Memohv  of  Gray  were  published  in  1775,  in  an  elegant  quarto  tohioie,  ih- 
dudiog  an  edition  of  hb  poems,  with  additions  and  a  series  of  his  coiiespond^fteey 
illostratiTe  of  those  particulars,  of  education,  genius,  opinion,  and  temper,  which,  ins^ 
nificant  as  they  may  often  appear,  are  all  that  form  the  life  of  a  scholar.  In  exeeut- 
ing  thik  task,  Mr.  Mason  has  been  accused  of  partiality,  but  his  partiality  appears  to 
be  more  in  hrtention  than  effect.  Some  things  he  may  hate  oitutted,  and  Otfaert  are 
eertamiy  thrown  into  shade;  but  by  exhibiting  so  much  of  hb  friend's  correspondence 
be  has  laid  him  more  open  to  public  mspection  than  could  have  l>een  done  by  any 
species  of  narrative.  So  much  may  be  known  of  Gray  from  thb  volume,  that  pro- 
bably very  little  b  concealed  which  was  necessary  to  be  told,  and  accordngly  we  find 
that  it  has  been  appealed  to  with  equal  confidence  by  Gra/s  eneoto,  and  l>y  hb 
admirers. 

Id  1 779,  he  published  hb  political  creed  in  the  shape  of  aO  animated  Ode  to  the  Navd 
Officers  of  Great  Britain,  written  immediately  after  the  trial  of  admiral  Keppel  m 
February  of  that  year.  Although  attached  to  a  retired  Hie,  he  became  tired  of  fiMS 
bearance  when  the  disappoidtments  of,  the  American  war  had  indted  the  Whig  party 
to  discover  the  more  distant  or  latent  sources  of  national  misfortune,  and  to  propose 
remedies  by  which  Britain  should  be  always  prosperous  and  always  v^orioos.  He 
was  already  one  of  those  who  thought  the  decision  of  parUament  on  the  Middlesex 
election  a  violation  of  the  rights  of  the  people,  and  when  the  counties  began,  in  1779»  to 
associate  for  parliamentary  reform,  he  took  an  active  part  in  assisting  therr  defiberations, 
and  wrote  several  patriotic  manifestos,  which  raised  him  as  high  in  the  opniion  of  hb  own 
party,  as  they  degraded  him  hi  the  eyes  of  the  other.  He  b  even  said  to  have  given 
ao  nmch  offence  at  court  that  he  found  it  convenient  to  resign  hb  diaplainship.  It 
appears,  however,  by  the  poems  he  wrote  m  hb  latter  days,  that  the  fever  of  reform 
had  abated,  and  that  hb  cure,  which  was  begun  by  Mr.  Fox's  India  Bill,  was  after- 
wards completed  J>y  the  French-  revolution.    Hb  ode  to  Mr.  Pitt»  pubfished  in  1782, 
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^EfHresMihe  sanguine  hopes  he  entertained  of  the  Tirtaes  and  talents  of  that  youn^ 
^tafcman.  When  he  prepared  ftis  ode  for  a  new  edition  in  1795,  he  altered  the  last 
line  from 

ItttuMtbtMoi^twreirtb;  be  tbo«  tte  pMpk't  friMi. 

to 

To  ck!ift  fby  sovereignPB  lore,  be  tlkm  thy  ooontry'i  friend 

The  reason  of  lUsiriteration  be  assigns  in  a  note,  <«  aperson  (Mr.  Fox)  had  nilirpgg 
the  name  of  tie  Friend  of  the  People  kc."'  To  such  ndssitadef  ars  the  eager  assertoif 
4tf  fhaotetk  liberty  exposed. 

AoMngMr.  Mason's  accompli^hmfnts,  his  taste  for  painting  was  perhaps  not  inferior 
ft^  that  be  diqihiyed  for  poetry,  and  it  has  been  thooght  that  hu  judgment  was  mora 
uniformly  correct  in  the  former  than  in  the  latter.  His  translation  of  Du  Fresno/s 
Aft  of  Painting,  which  appeared  in  1 783,  was  begun,  as  he  infems  us,  in  his  early  years, 
iriKtk  a  double  view  of  implanting  in  his  memoiy  the  principles  of  a  favourite  art,  and 
of  aeqnifing  a  habit  of  "versification,  for  which  purpose  the  close  and  condensed  stylo 
of  the  original  seemed  peculiarly  calculated,  especially  when  considered  as  a  sort  of 
Khool  exercise.  The  task,  however,  proved  so  difficult,  that  it  was  long  laid  aside  for 
drigiflfd  composition,  and  his  translation  would  have  never  been  made  public,  if  sir 
Joshua  Reynolds  had  not  requested  a  s^ht  of  it,  and  offered  to  illustrate  it  by  a  series 
of  notes.  This  induced  him  to  revise  the  whole  with  such  scrupulous  care  that  it 
may  be  considered,  in  a  great  measure,  as  the  production  of  his  mature  talents,  and 
irfaetber  perused  as  an  original  or  a  translation  is  certainly  not  ioforior  to  hb  most 
favourite  works.  In  the  poetical  address,  however,  to  sh:  Joshna  Reynolds,  he  has  not 
been  thought  so  happy,  and  some  inaccuracies  of  rhyme  may  be  objected  to  a  transla- 
tion which  b  generally  elegant  and  faithful.  How  much  its  value  was  enhanced  to 
the  artist  and  to  the  connoisseur  by  the  annotations  of  sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  b  too 
obvious  to  be  noticed. 

Hu  last  separate  publication  of  the  poetical  kind  was  a  Secular  Ode  in  commemora- 
tion of  the  glorious  revolution,  l688,  and  appeared  when  men  of  all  parties  joined  in 
festal  meetings  to  celebrate  the  restoration  and  establishment  of  English  liberty.  In 
the  same  year  he  condescended  to  be  the  biographer  and  editor  of  the  poems  of  hb 
fdmd  William  Whitehead,  esq.  Of  hb  life  of  Whitehead,  some  notice  has  been 
already  taken.  Neither  hb  subject  nor  his  materials  could  furnish  such  memoirs  as  he 
has  givca  of  Qray ;  but  it  b  interesting,  in  an  inferior  degree,  and  would  not  have  de* 
teacted  much  from  hb  fame  as  a  biographer,  had  he  suppresed  hb  splenetic  notice  of 
Dr.  Johnson,  and  shown  that  he  had  preserved  tliat  simplicity  of  character  and  those 
l^ieroos  feelings  which  Gray  once  attributed  to  him.  He  appears  to  have  been 
equally  mbtakcn  in  a  pamphlet  which  he  published  about  thb  time,  animadverting  on 
the  government  of  the  York  Lunatic  Asylum ;  but  the  mbtake  was  rather  of  the  bead 
than  the  heart,  for  he  was  a  cordial  and  liberal  supporter  of  that  institution,  and  was 
betrayed  into  a  degree  of  intemperance  of  remark  by  excess  of  zeal  for  its  prosperity. 
Of  hb  general  humanity,  or  what  he  has  termed  "  moral  patriotbm,"  he  afforded 
ihiring  thb  year  an  eloquent  proof  in  a  discourse  delivered  in  York  Cathedral  on  the 
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Milyecl  of  the  African  slate  trade.  He  was  one  of  the  first  who  contributed  to  ezposO) 
the  infiusy  of  that  trade,  and  to  invigorate  those  remonstrances.irhich  bave^at  k^^. 
been  heard  with  effect. .  ,  , 

In  179^  he  published  a  judicious,  eomprebeasive  and  el^;ant  essay,  historical  and 
critical,  on  English  Church  Music*  This  work  embraces  so  many  subjects  connected 
with  the  decorous  administration  of  public  worshqp,  as  to  deserve  mnch  more  atteation 
than  has  yet  been  bestowed  upon  it  His  answer  to  Mr.  Thomas  Warton's  objections 
to  metrical  psalmody  is  not  the  least  vahiable  part,  and  the  spuitandinlelligeQee  wbidK 
he  displays  on  this  sutyect  do  credit  te  him  )K>tb  as  a  poet  and  a  divine*  His  fai^wledget 
of  music  was  very  accurate,  and  he  is  said  to  have  composed  a  Te  Oenm,  a  hynm,aod« 
other  pieces  for  the  choir  of  York.  The  improvement,  if  not  the  inventioo  of  the 
^no  forte  is  also  attributed  to  him  in  an  elaborate  article  on  that  subject  inserted  ij» 
Dr.  Gleig's  supplement  to  the  Encyclopedia  Britannica. 

In  nil  the  editions  of  his  poems  hithertp  published,  Mr.  Mason  omitted  some  pieces 
for  various  reasons;  but  about  the  year  i79<>»  he  determined  to  collect  the  whole  into 
an  additional  or  third  volume,  interspersed  with  some  which  had  never  been  printed. 
This  appeared  in  1797  immediately  after  bb  death.  The  collection  now  before  the 
reader  consists  only  of  the  pieces  which  have  long  been  considered  as  conunon  proper^. 

His  death,  although  he  had  reached  his  seventy  second  year,  was  not  the  consequence 
of  age.  His  health  was  yet  more  robust  than  most  men  eiyoy  at  that  advanced, 
period,  and  his  faculties  bad  undergone  no  perceptible  alteratU>n,  when  he  received  a 
hurt  in  stepping  mto  a  carriage,  which,  producing  a  mortification,  terminated  his  life 
on  the  7th  of  April  1797*  A  monument  ha^  been  since  erected  to  his  memory  iii 
Westmnister  Abbey  adjoining  to  that  of  Gray,  with  the  following  inscription, 

Optimo  Viro 

GULIELMO  MASON.  A.  M. 

Poetse,  . 

Si  qub  alius 

Culto,  caste,  pio. 

Sacrum. 

The  countess  Harcourt  also  erected  an  urn  to  his  memory  in  the  flower  garden  at 
Nuneham,  with  an  mscription  celebrating  his/* simple  mannels,  fnety,  and  steady 
friendship.'^  A  yet  higher  tribute  of  respect  has  been  paid  by  his  firiend  Mr.  GiAone 
in  some  elegant  verses  which  are  prefixed  to  the  present  edition  of  hb  poems.  The 
opinion  of  so  good  a  man  as  Mr.  Cxbbome  b  entitled  to  confidence,  and  there  b  no 
reason  to  doubt  that  Mason  deserved  the  praise  he  has  given  him,  nor,  considering 
the  general  and  acknowledged  frailty  of  human  nature,  will  thb  panegyric  sufier  by 
the  few  exceptions  which  truth  and  justice  to  the  merits  of  others,  hb  contemporaries, 
may  pflfer. 

Mr.  Mason's  life  appears  to  have  been  prindpally  devoted  to  the  duties  of  hb 
profession,  occasionally  relieved  by  the  cultivation  of  the  fine  arts.  Hb  associates,  rt 
least  in  the  latter  part  of  hb  life,  were  few.     He  had  the  mbfertune  to.survive  the 
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peitter  namber,  whose  frieDdshiplie  had  cultivated  in  his  early  year^  and  he  was  not 
ambitious  of  new  connections.  This  brought  on  him  the  imputation  of  that  pride,  or 
dbtance  of  manner  which  is  ascribed  to  men  of  unsocial  habits.  But  Mason's  heart 
was  n»t  inaccessible,  and  his  friendships  were  inviolable.  The  simplicity,  however,  at- 
tributed to  him  in  his  young  days  by  Gray,  and  the  patience  with  which  lord  Orford 
informs  us,  he  heard  hn  fieiults,  did  not  accompany  him  through  life.  On  the  publica- 
tion of  Gray*s  life,  he  was  ready  to  allow,  that  "  twenty-five  years  had  made  a  very 
considerable  abatement  in  his  general  philanthropy,"  and  by  philanthropy  ht  seems 
here  to  mean  a  diffidence  of  opinion  on  matters  of  literature,  and  an  unwillingness  to 
censure  acknowledged  merit.  It  can  have  no  reference  to  philanthropy  in  the  more 
general  acceptation  of  the  word,  for  he  was  to  the  last  liberal,  humane,  and  charitable. 
What  it  really  means,  indeed,  we  find  in  the  work  just  alluded  to.  The  contemptuous 
notice  of  Waterland,  Akenside,  and  Shenstone,  which  he  did  not  suppress  in  Gray,  he 
employed  himself  with  more  harshness  whenever  he  could  'find  an  opportunity  to  at* 
tack  the  writings  of  Dr.  Johnson.  The  opinion  this  great  critic  pronounced  on  Gray 
may  be  probably  quoted  as  the  provocation,  and  great  allowance  is  to  be  made  for 
the  warmth  and  zeal  with  which  be  guards  the  memory  of  his  departed  friend.  But 
surely  one  of  his  notes  on  Gray  s  Letters  may  be  here  fairly  quoted  against  him.  ;*  Elad 
Mr.  Pope  disregarded  the  sarcasms  of  the  many  writers  that  endeavoured  to  eclipse 
his  poetical  fame,  as  niuch  as  Mr.  Gray  appears  to  have  done,  the  world  would,  not 
have  been  possessed  of  a  Dunciad ;  but  it  would  have  been  impressed  with  a  more  ami* 
able  idea  of  its  author's  temper."  Nor  was  his  prosecution  of  Murray  for  taking  about 
fifty  lines  from  his  works  of  Gray  into  an  edition  which  that  bookseller  published, 
much  to  the  credit  of  his  liberality,  especially  as  he  refused  to  drop  the  prosecution, 
when  requested  to  name  his  own  terms  of  compensation.  Such  littlenesses  are  to  be 
regretted  in  a  man  who  was  the  friend  of  genius  and  literature,  whose  circumstances 
placed  him  far  above  want,  and  whose  regular  discharge  of  the  duties  of  piety  and 
humanity  be^ke  an  ambition  for  higher  enjoyments  than  fame  and  wealth  can 
yield. — ^Of  his  regard  for  sacred  truth  and  the  respect  due  to  it,  he  exhibited  a  proof 
in  a  letter  to  lord  Orford,  on  his  lordship's  childish  epitaph  on  two  piping  bullfinches^ 
to  which  he  received  an  answer  that  was  probably  not  very  satbfactory. 

As  a  poet,  his  name  has  been  so  frequently  coupled  with  that  of  Gray,  and  their 
merits  have  been  supposed  to  approach  so  nearly,  that  what  has  been  said  of  the  one 
will  in  some  degree  apply  to  the  other.  It  is  evident  that  they  studied  ip  the  same 
-school,  and  mutually  cultivated  those  opinions  which  aim  at  restoring  a  purer  species 
of  poetry  than  was  taught  in  the  school  of  their  predecessor  Pope.  Whether  we  con- 
sider Mason  as  a  lyric,  dramatic,  or  didactic  writer,  we  find  the  same  grandeur  of 
outline,  the  same  daring  and  inventive  ambition  which  carries  out  of  the  common 
trade  of  versification  and  sentiment  into  the  higher  regions  of  imagination.  His  at- 
tachment to  the  sister  art,  and  his  fuiequent  conteropbtion  of  the  more  striking  and 
sofolime  objects  of  nature,  inclined  him  to  the  descriptive ;  and  his  landscapes  have  a 
warmth  and  colouring,  often  rich  and  harmonious,  but  perhaps  too  frequently  marked 
with  a  glare  of  manner  peculiar  to  the  artbt.  His  compositions,  however,  even  on 
the  same  sul^ject,  have  all  the  variety  of  a  fertile  invention.     Although  we  have  even- 
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hg,  monuo^t  &c.  otm  dq^eted,  tbey  are  to'  ha  diwingwiihed,  mhI  the  {mfarence  ve 
ire  indiDed  to  give  b  r^ultted  by  the  fediog  which  the  varieties  of  natural  apptai^ 
aneei  excite  io  diflbrent  miiid^  and  in  the  same  mind  at  different  times. 

Mason's  correctness  b  aknost  proverbial*  and  hb  ambition  undoubtedly  was  Io  be 
equaHy  correct  and  elegant ;  yet  hb  style  must  often  lead  the  reader  to  question  hb 
jisdgmeoty  and  to  woader  that  he  could  not  see  what  every  one  else  saw.  That  a  man 
with  so  many  endowments  as  a  scholar^  a  critic*  and  an  admirer  of  the  simplicity  ef 
the  ancients,  should  have  fidlea  sO  frequently  into'  a  style  ornamented  with  a  finical 
profusenessy  would  he  sufficiently  remarkafok*  if  hb  decorations  had  readily  presented 
themselves;  but  when  we  sea  him  so  frequently  pausing  Cor  an  epithet  that  encumbers 
what  it  cannot  iilustrate*  when  we  see  him  more  attentive  to  novelty  than  strength  of 
imagery,  and,  above  mJH,  taxing  hb  memory  to  produce  rqieated  alUteratiou^  we  are 
forced  to  conclude,  that  judgment  b  not  always  consistent,  or  that  in  some  men  it 
occasionally  exists  independent  of  true  taste.  With  these  exceptions,  however,  few 
indeed  of  the  modem  poets  in  thb  collection  deserve  a  higher  rank  than  Mason,  as  a 
lyric  and  descr^ve  poet,  nor  has  he  given  any  fiuished  piece  to  the  world  fiom 
which  examples  of  excellence  may  not  be  quoted* 

It  b  now  necessary  to  advert  to  a  series  of  poems  which  are  added  to  Mr,  Mason's 
worin  in  the  present  edition.  The  author  of  the  Heroic  Epistle  was  long  concealed 
from  the  world,  and  for  reasons  which  are  obvious:  but  it  had  merit  enongh  to  be  as- 
cribed to  the  best  living  satirists,  to  Mason,  Walpole,  Ha]^ey,  Cowper,  Anstey  and 
others.  It  appears,  however,  to  be  now  .universally  given  to  Mason.  Mr.  Thomas 
Warton  was  of  opinion  that  "  it  might  have  been  written  by  Walpole  and  huckramed 
by  Mason.**  Mr.  Malone,  in  a  note  on  this  opinion,  which  occurs  in  Bosweli's  life  of 
Johnson,  says  '^  it  b  now  known  that  the  Heroic  Epistle  was  written  by  Mason.**  Mr. 
Mant,  in  hb  Life  of  Warton,  informs  us,  thai  when  it  was  first  published,  Warton  as* 
cribed  it  to  Mason,  and  endeavoured  to  confirm  hb  opinion  by  internal  evidence. 
Mason  hearid  of  thb,  and  sent  to  him  a  l^ter  in  17f  7*  published  by  Mr.  Mant,  in 
which  he  professes  to  expostulate  with  him  for  raising  a  report  mendy  from  critical 
conjecture. — "  I  have  been  told  that  you  have  pronounced  me  very  frequently  m 
company  to  be  the  author  of  the  Heroic  Epistle  to  Su*  William  Chambers,  and  I  am 
told  too  that  the  premkr  himself  suspects  that  I  am  so,  upon  your  authority.  Surely, 
•ir,>  mere  intenial  ei^ence  <and  you  can  possibly  have  no  other)  can  iierer  hit  sufficient 
Io  ground  such  a  detemsination  upon,  when  you  consider  how  many  penoos  m  thb 
rhyming  age  of  our^s  are  possessed  of  that  knack  of  Pope's  versification,  which  consti- 
iutes  one  part  of  the  merit  of  that  poem,  and  as  to  the  wit,  humour,  or  satke  which  it  coo* 
tains,  no  part  of  my  writings  could  e^er  lead  you,  by  theb  analogy,  to  fona  so  peremp- 
tory a  judgment.  I  acquit  you,  however,  in  thb  procedure  of  every,  even  the  sli^- 
est  degree  of  iU*natnre :  and  believe  that  what  you  have  saki  was  only  to  show  your 
critical  acumen.  I  only  mention  it  that  you  may  be  more  cautious  of  speaking  of 
other  persons  in  like  manner,  who  may  throw  such  anonymous  bantlings  oi  thek 
brain  into  the  wide  worid.  To  some  of  these  it  might  prove  an  esaealial  iiyury:  for 
though  tbey  might  deserve  the  frown  of  power  (as  the  author  in  qiKstion  certainly 
does)  yet  I  am  persuaded  that  your  good  nature  would  be  hurt  if  that  frown  was 
either  increased  or  fixed  by  your  ipse  dixit 
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**  To  say  more  on  this  trivial  subject,  would  betray  a  solicitude  on  my  part  very 
foreign  from  my  present  feelings  or  inclination.  My  easy  and  independent  circum- 
stances make  such  a  suspicion  sit  mighty  easy  upon  roe ;  and  the  minister,  nay  the 
whole  ministry,  are  free  to  think  what  they  please  of  a  man,  who  neither  aims  to  so- 
licit, nor  wishes  to  accept  any  favour  from  them." 

What  our  author  has  here  remarked  concerning  internal  evidence,  has  probably 
occurred  to  all  who  fixed  their  suspicions  on  him.  From  the  works  published  under 
his  name,  no  person  could  for  a  moment 'suppose  him  to  be  a  roan  of  humour,  or  in- 
clined to  personal  and  poUtical  satire.  He  might  even  have  asked  whether  it  vras 
probable  that  a  man  whose  pen  had  been  uniformly  devoted  to  solemn  and  serious 
poetry,  and  who  had  never  brought  forward  the  shadow  of  a  claim  for  the  honours 
of  wit,  should  at  an  advanced  period  of  life  suddenly  eclipse  hb  contemporaries  and 
some  of  his  predecessors,  by  exhibiting  a  humour  which  he  had  never  been  suspected 
to  possess,  and  a  spirit  which  would  have  better  l)ecome  a  Paul  Whitehead,  or  a 
Charies  Churchill :  and  that  he  should  carry  this  humour  and  this  spirit  through  six 
poems  of  no  inconsiderable  length,  on  dissimilar  subjects.  Yet  as  even  this,  however 
remarkable,  b  not  beyond  the  reach  of  genius,  it  was  surely  in  his  power  to  bring  the 
question  to  a  more  prompt  issue.  But  this  he  evades,  and  uses  every  argument  against 
Mr.  Warton's  opinion  but  that  which' must  have  at  once  refuted  it,  the  plain  and  flat 
denial  of  a  man  of  honour  and  pjrinciple."  '^ 

On  this  account,  therefore,  the^Heroic  Epistle,  and  the  other  pieces  published  under 
the  nameof  Macgregor,  are  now  added  to  Mr.  Mason's  works,  but  not  without  a  wish  that 
they  could  have  been  attributed  to  some  writer  of  less  private  and  public  worth.  If  they 
be  his,  they  will  add  to  hb  literary  reputation,  by  placing  him  among  the  first  satirical 
poets  of  hb  day,  if  not  above  the  first ;  but  whoever  contemplates  the  disaffected 
spirit  in  which  they  are  written  will  probably  be  of  opinion,  that  by  adopting  the 
floating  mvectives  and  prejudices  of  a  party  and  of  a  turbulent  period,  he  did  not  • 
consult  the  consbtency  of  hb  character,  or  the  dignity  of  hb  Muse. 
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E  L  tl  G  Y 

TO  THE 

MEMORY 

OF  THB 

REV.    WlLLIAM^  MASON. 

nOM   POEMS  SACtEO  AND   MORAL  J 
BY 

THOMAS  OISBORNE,  M.  A. 

MASON  is  dead!  From  Aston's  airy  tow'r 
The  solemn  wmrning  vibrates  down  the  vale. 
Fame  stood  observant  of  bis  parting  boar ; 

And  all  her  hundred  tongues  proclaim  the  tale. 
"  Now  baste,"  she  cries,  '*  to  yon  funereal  scene  : 

Prepare,  ye  sons  of  Poesy  !  the  verse ; 
Round  the  dead  bard  in  crowded  pomp  convene, 

And  haog  with  tribntary  praise  the  hearse. 
*'  Long  did  his  name  my  labouring  trumpet  fill ; 
O'er  many  a  realm  the  pealing  echoes  rolPd : 
And  long  and  loud  the  blast  that  yet  shall  thrill. 

Ere  the  full  triumphs  of  his  Muse  be  told. 
*'  Ope  then  each  fountain  of  poetic  grief; 

Fulfil  each  rite  by  Time's  sure  stamp  approved : 
Qftide  med'cine's  god,  whose  hand  withheld  relief; 

Chide  the  rdenUess  Fates,  by  song  unmoved. 
"  Breathe  chilling  blight  on  each  Parnassian  glaile ; 
Call  from  their  withering  bowers  th*    Aonian 
c{uire  J 
In  sabler  stole  array  the  tragic  maid ; 

Let  sad  Thalia  trait  the  inverted  lyre. 
"  Beckon  the  Dryad  from  each  rifted  oak  ; 

From  mountain  dells  be  Oreads  heard  to  sigh  ; 
Vtom  lake  and  stream  the  Naiad  train  convoke  ; 

Firom  coral  groves  let  Nereid  plaints  reply. 
*'  O'er  man  and  brute  the  cloud  of  woe  extend ; 

Let  sympathizing  gods  for  Mason  grieve  : 
His  lyre,  a  new-born  star,  in  Heav*n  suspend  ; 

Let  meads  of  asphodel  his  shade  receive." 
Hence,  Pagan  dreams  f  I  mourn  a  Christian  dead : 
Avannt !  his  Christian  friend  a  Christian  weeps : 
Hence,  fisbled  gods,  of  doubt  and  folly  bred ! 

Here  ('twas  his  loftiest  praise)  a  Christian  sleeps. 
Shall  the  pale  meteor,  whose  illusive  light     [eyes, 
Through  fogs  and  darkness  gleam'd  on  Gentile 
Survive  the  reign  of  antiquated  night, 

To  claim  the  empire  of  meridian  skies  ? 
Hence,  Pagan  dreams !  Too  oft  poetic  youth 

In  Grecian  robe  hath  stalked  on  British  plains  ; 
With  backney'd  fiction  decked  the  song  of  truth. 
And  pranced  with  freedom's  air  in  classic  chains. 


O'er  Ma»on*s  grave  l«t  no1>1er  sorrows  flow ; 

O'er  IVra&on's  i^rave  Iqt  nabi^r  theme*  asceod ; 
Themes,  that  Dor  sbame  the  Jieail  that  rests  hclaw^ 

Nor  him  who  mourns,  but  mtmms  m  hope,  tb* 
fripiid. 

Belter,  by  Fancy  if  Use  robe  be  plannM 

That  wraps  tiie  poet  io  sepulchral  btatc. 
In  BrituLi  loo  en  the  purple  woof  eKpatid> 

"With  Britisb  hues  the  flowety  verge  rlHate^ 
Ym,  til  ere  are  ndlive  flcrwers,  to  Mason  dear, 

By  Mason  nurs'd,  Uifit  fairer  tints  might  yieU 
Tliari  those,  the  Tauoted  glory  of  the  year, 

Purloined  from  Laliaa  or  Achaiau  field. 
Yes  J  with  ideal  honuur's^  richest  meed 

Thi?  bard,  creative  Fiincy,  would^st  thou  grace  ; 
trnfurl  thy  tragic  wiag,  to  Mona  speed, 

BcT  h4Utiiet!  rocks,  her  wizard  caverns  trace* 

Vlcrcc  the  dread  midnight  of  her  hotie<tt  wood. 

The  uyhewn  fanc^  the  living  tpherf^  ■  obtest , 
Patue  where  of  old  the  guileful  Roman  *tood  \ 

And  guilt  and  horror  smote  his  Iron  breaiL 
Thi^rt^,  on  that  turf,  to  saored  grief  consignM» 

JJcnt^sth  the  central  oak's  mystentjtis  ^hade. 
Where  pale  in  deal h  Arvimgus  rt'ciin'd, 

Even  on  Usat  turf  be  Mason's  rctiqun  laid* 
Til  it  her,  from  den  J  beoealh,  frotn  clifls  abov«. 

Let  Dmids,  hards,  a  sormwnig  throf^,  repair  : 
There  let  each  dark-rob'd  |j  nest  ess  of  the  grorc 

Whirl  the  rctl  torch,  and  s^lmke  her  streaminf 
hair. 

Then  let  the  frantic  burst  of  woe  rebound 

In  wildest  symphony  from  every  steep  ! 
Then  ring,  ye  "  notes  that  Mona*s  bards  sbonld 
sound;''  [weep'!*' 

Then  gush,  ye  "  tears  that  Mona*s  bards  should 
Or,  Fancy,  seek  in  Harewood's  shade  the  dell. 

Where  Edgar's  falchion  pierc'd  the  rival  youth  j 
Where  votive  spires  the  fond  memorial  tell 

Of  widow'd  anguish  and  connubial  truth  \ 
The  cloister  pass,  the  aisle's  meridian  gloom,. 

The  hallow 'd  portals  of  the  choir  unclose. 
Near  God's  high  altar  where,  in  marble  tomb. 

The  bones  of  sainted  Athelwold  repose. 
Mark  where  aloft  the  pitying  angel  weeps ; 

Behold  the  speaking  bust,  the  iaureil'd  urn: 
Then,  by  the  tomb  where  Harewood's  chieftain 
sleeps, 

For  Harewood*s  bard  a  kindred  tomb  adorn. 

1  The  rocking-stooe. 

s  Aulus  Didius. — See  the  first  scene  of  Garao* 
tacus. 

3  See  the  dirge  sung  over  the  dead  body  of  Arri* 
ragus  in  Mason  s  Poems. 

*  See  the  last  scene  in  Elfrida^ 
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There  let  the  virgin  train  thor  sorrows  blend  ; 

There,  as  for  Athelwold,  Elfrida  sigh ; 
And  wrathful  Orgar,  as  he  moam*d  a  fHend, 

Veil  the  red  lustre  of  his  tearful  eye. 

Yet  why  to  scenes  of  imitative  grief 
Direct  the  wanderings  of  a  troubled  heart  ? 

In  vaiin  would  genuine  sorrow  court  relief 
From  gayest  fictions  of  poetic  art. 

See  Aston's  fane  her  groaning  valves  expand. 

In  saUe  woe  receive  her  pastor  dead ; 
See  round  his  bier,  no  mimic  mourners,  stand 

The  friends  be  cherish*d,  and  the  fiodc  be  fed. 
Mark  from  its  height  the  solemn  organ  breathe ; 

Tiras  bis  own  band  that  plac*d  the  music  theve ; 
list  to  the  infant  chohr  that  chants  beneath ; 

Twas  his  own  task  their  early  song  to  rear. 
Behold  the  white-rob*d  minister  of  Heav*B 

(Such  was  he  once  !)  the  haHo«r*d  rites  begin  ; 
Tell  of  the  grave  subdued,  a  Saviour  giv*D, 

life  without  end,  and  bliss  unstain'd  by  nip. 

Harkt  Heard  ye  not  the  gistnig  ooids  withdraim  ? 

Then  sought  Mortality  her  last  abode ; 
Tben  waits  the  blush  of  that  eternal  dawn, 

Which  *'  bids  the  pure  in  heart  behold  theirGod.'* 

Hark !    «  Earth  to  earth—*'  The  lifted  spade  be- 
hold ! 
With  listening    awe   behold   each'  faoe    over- 
spread!— 
With  suUen  sound  fee  embbinatfe  moold 


Drops  on  the  hollow  •mansion  df  the  dead ! 
'*  Ashes  io  ashes**— Yet  again  the  sound  ! 

Accordant  groans  from  every  breast  reply. 
**  Dust  to—**  In  sobi  the  Ikiling  voioe  is  drownHl ; 

The  bunting  ear  rows  stream  from  every  eye. 
Clos'd  be  the  funeral  scene!  On  seraph  win^ 

Let  Hope  the  dead  pursue  to  realms  slbove ; 
View  him^o  meet  his  Meet  Hiaria  tprin|r> 

Nor  fear  $Stkt  ageoies  of  iefei*d  lova. 
For  Hope  was  his,  and  Faith?s  oelestia]  ray : 

Faith  could  the  gloom  of  severed  love  assuage  ^; 
Brightened  in  manhood's  golden  prime  the  lay  ^, 

And  warmM  with  holy  flame  the  aong  of  age  *>. 

«  fee  the  aBpkapb  on  his  WilB. 

«  fee  the  Elegy  OQ  the  Death  of  a  IjM|(. 

''  See  the  flu— els  oMbe  AniivfiryofJiii  fiiith- 
Day  1795  and  1195.  A  third,  on  the  Annivarsaiy 
in  the  present  year,  (Feb.  23, 1797}  wm  Aonmu- 
nicated  byhimtoaomeafthitlQesds.  The 
was  tbiojtvtnty-tso. 


His  breast,  of  lawless  anarchy  the  foe. 

For  Britain  swelPd  with  Freedom's  patriot  teal  *; 
Nor  thus  confined,  for  every  clime  could  glow. 

And  iB  a  «Ui»*t  a  btolher'f  wrongs  coiUd  feel : 
Could  feel,  o'er  Afrie's  race  when  Avarice  spread 

Her  bloody  wmg,  and  shook  in  scorn  the  chain  ; 
While  Justice,  hand  in  hand  by  Mercy  led. 

To  Christian  senates  cried,  and  cried  in  vain ! 
Now  their  new  guest  the  sacred  hosts  include. 

They  who  on  Earth  with  kindred  lustre  shone  ; 
Whom  love  of  God  to  love  of  man  subdu'd. 

Nor  Pride  nor  Avarice  seai'd  the  heart  to  stone. 
There  shall  he  join  the  bards  whose  hallow'd  aim 

Sought  from  the  dross  of  earth  the  soul  to  raise  ; 
Disdained  the  meed  of  perishable  fame. 

And  sunk  the  poet*s  in  the  Christian's  praise. 
There  'ipid  empyreal  light  shall  hail  ha  Gray  s 

There  Bfikon  thfon*d  in  peeriess  glory  ste  ; 
The  wreath  that  flames  on  Thomson's  brow  survey  ; 

The  vacant  crown  that,  Cowper,  waits  lor  thee. 
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BarrAtv!  If  ftrains  that  Greece  had  jc^M  to  •wn» 

Strains  that  iqmiphonitHtt  to  the  Dmid's  Isne, 
While  F^Nadom  lingered  oo  Jier  jU)ttering  throne, 

Bceathed  o*er  the  soul  the  glow  of  patriot  fire  $ 
Britain!  If  .ilcains  like  these  can  tonch  thy  heart 

Or  UysAhat  flow'd,  when  Taste,  by  Nature  le^ 
O'er  her  wild  beauties  flung  the .gcaee  of  Art; 

Here  duteous  bend  before  thy  Mason  dead ! 

So,  tiU^PQm&aveo  the  Jwdl  of  Earth  is  rangy 
1^1  Um  laat  flames  thy  «f  Ivan  pomp  invade^ 

So  aayst  thou  graspithe  liberty  be  aung, 
.So  bloom  thine  isle  the  garden  he  pourtray'd ! 

SweU  jthepfrBm  aM  thy  malms  thy  poet's  pcmisf — 
Hark  to  the  nobler  praise  that  shakes  the  skiea  ! 

See  angel  myriads  OQ  his  marble  gazo: 
Hear  mptaied  «amphv^*<  VMOse  m  Cbiislian 
lies!" 


•  See  the  SecularOde  on  Oe 
RevohitiMr  >fl66. 


^Hn 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


TO 


ROBERT  EARL  OF  HOLDERNESSE, 

BARON  D'ARCY,  MENIL  AND  CONYERS, 
LORD  WARDEN  OF  HIS  MAJESTY'S  CINQUE  PORTS, 

AND 

GOVERNOR  OF  DOVER  CASTLE. 


SONNET. 

XJ'ARCY,  to  thee,  whatever  of  happier  vein, 
Smit  with  the  love  of  song,  my  youth  essay'd^' 

This  verse  devotes  from  Ast'on's  secret  shade, 
Where  letier'd  ease,  thy  gift,  endears  the  scene. 
Here,  as  the  light-wing'd  moments  glide  serene, 

I  weave  the  bower,  around  the  tufted  mead 

In  careless  flow  the  simple  pathway  lead. 
And  strew  with  many  a  rose  the  shaven  green. 
So,  to  deceive  my  solitary  days. 

With  rural  toils  ingenuous  arts  I  blend, 
Secure  from  envy,  negligent  of  praise. 

Yet  not  unknown  to  fame,  if  D'Arcy  lend 
His  wonted  smile  to  dignify  my  lays. 

The  Muse^s  patron,  but  the  poef  s  friend« 


May  12,  1763.  W.  MASON. 


Vou  XVIII.  Y 
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POEMS 


OF 


WILLIAM  MASON,    A.M. 


U  V  S  M  US: 


MONODY 


MEMORY  OP  MR.  POPE.  » : 

W    IMIti^ION    OF  MILTON*S   LYCIDAS. 

mm^  fuu^mm  \y^mety  n^mft  rt  (Sftin  ro  lvtJMi»' 
Diooyt.  Halicarn.  in  Dinarcho. 

Sotiownco  I  catch  the  retd,  and  call  the  Muse; 
If  yet  a  Muse  on  Britaia*s  plain  abide, 
Since  rapt  Musseus  tuoM  his  parting  strain : 
With  him  they  lir'd,  with  him  perchance  they  dy'd. 
For  vbo  e'er  t>inoe  their  virgin  chamw  espy'd, 
Or  on  the  hanks  of  Thames,  or  met  their  train. 
Where  Itis  aparkles  to  the  sunny  ray  ? 
Or  hare  they  deign'd  to  play, 
Where  Gamut  winds  along  his  broideHd  vale. 
Feeding  each  blue.beU  pale,  and  dai^ie  pied. 
That  fling  their  fragrance  round  his  rushy  side  ? 

Yet  ah  !  ya  are  not  dead,  celestial  maids ; 
Immortal  at  ye  are*  ye  may  not  die : 
Kor  is  it  meet  ye  fly  these  pensive  glades, 
Ere  roond  his  laiireat  herse  ye  heave  the  sigh. 
SUy  then  awhile.  Oh  stay,  ye  fleeting  fair ; 
Rerisit  yet,  nor  hallowed  Hippocrene, 
Nor  Tbespi»'a  grove ;  till  with  harmonious  teen 
Ye  sooth  his  shade,  and  slowly^ttied  air. 
Soch  tribute  pour'd,  again  ye  may  repair 

*  Mr.  Pope  died  in  the  year  1744;  this  poem 
^MB  then  written,  and  published  first  in  the  year 
VT47.  ^ 


To  what  lov'd  hannt  ye  whilom  did  elect  j 

Whether  Lycseus,  or  that  mountain  fair 

Trim  Msnalus,  with  piny  verdure  deckt. 

Bnt  now  it  hoots  ye  not  in  these  to  stray. 

Or  yet  Cyllene's  hoary  shade  to  chuse, 

Or  where  mild  Ladon*s  welling  waters  play. 

Forego  each  rain  excuse. 

And  haste  to  Thames*8  shores;  for  Thames  sliatl  Join 

Our  sad  society,  and  passing  mourn. 

The  tears  fast-trickling  oVr  his  silver  urn. 

And,  when  the  poet's  widow 'd  grot  he  laves. 

His  reed-crown*d  locks  shall  shake,  his  head  shall 

bow, 
His  tide  no  more  in  eddies  blithe  shall  rove. 
But  creep  soft  by  with  long-drawn  murmurs  alow. 
For  oft  the  mighty  master  rous'd  liis  waves 
With  nuirtial  notes,  or.luird  with  strain  of  love: 
He  must  not  now  in  brisk  meanders  flow 
Gamesome,  and  ki^  the  sadly  silent  shore. 
Without  the  loan  of  some  poetic  woe. 

Say  first,  Sicilian  Muse, 
For,  with  thy  sisters,  thou  didst  weeping  stand 
In  silent  circle  at  the  solemn  scene, 
When  Death  approach 'd,  and  wav'd  his  ebon  wand. 
Say  how  each  laurel  droopt  its  withering  green  ? 
How  in  yon  grot»  each  silver  trickling  spring 
Wander'd  the  shelly  channels  all  among  ; 
While  as  the  cural  roof  did  softly  ring 
Responsive  to  their  sweetly-doleful  song. 
Meanwhile  all  pale  th'  expiring  poet  laid. 
And  sunk  his  awful  head, 
While  vocal  shadows  pleasing  dreams  prolong ; 
For  so,  his  sick*ning  spirits  to  release. 
They  poured  the  balm  of  visionary  peace. 

Fir^  sent  from  Cam's  fair  banks,  like  palmer  old. 
Came  Tityrui  «  slow,  with  head  all  silver'd  o'er, 
And  in  his  hand  an  oaken  crook  he  bore, 
And  thus  in  antique  guise  short  talk  did  hold. 

^^  Chaucer,   a  name  frequently  given  him  by 
Spenser.    See  Shep.  CaU  £c.  2,  6,  12,  and  else* 
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^*  Grete  clerk  of  Fame*  ii  house,  whote  excellence 

Male  wele  befitt  thiik  place  of  eminencej 

Mkkle  of  wele  betide  tby  boures  last, 

For  mich  gode  wirkd  to  me  don  and  past, 

for  sjTD  the  days  whereas  my  lyre  ben  stroogen. 

And  deftly  many  a  mery  laie  I  songen. 

Old  Time,  which  allt^  things  don  maliciously 

Gnawen  with  rusty  tooth  continually, 

Giiattrid  my  lines,  that  they  all  cancrid  ben, 

Till  at  the  last  thou  smootben  'bem  hast  again} 

Sitbence  full  semely  gliden  my  rymes  rude^ 

As,  (if  fitieth  tbilk  similitude) 

Wbanni  shallow  brooke  yrenneth  hobling  on, 

Ovir  rough  stones  it  makitb  full  rough  song  ; 

But,  them  stones  removen,  this  lite  rivere 

Stealitb  forth  by,  making  pletannt  murmere : 

So  my  sely  rymes,  whoso  may  them  note. 

Thou  makist  eFericbooe  to  ren  right  sote ; 

And  in  thy  verse  entunist  so  fetiaely. 

That  men  sayen  I  make  trewe  melody. 

And  speaken  every  dele  to  myne  honoure. 

Mich  wele,  grete  clerk,  betide  tby  parting  houre  !*' 

He  oeas'd  his  homely  rhsrme. 
When  Colin  Clout  \  Elixa's  shepherd  swam, 
The  blithest  lad  that  evf  r  pip*d  on  plain. 
Came  with  bis  reed  soft- warbling  on  the  way. 
And  thrice  he  bow'd  his  head  with  motion  mild. 
And  thus  his  gliding  numbers  gan  essay. 

*'  Ah  !  lucklesp  swain,  alas  !  how  art  thou  lorn  ^, 
Who  once  like  iqc  conld'st  frame  thy  pipe  to  play 
Shepherds  devise,  and  cheer  the  lingering  mom : 
Ne  bush,  ne  breere,  but  learnt  tby  roundelay. 
Ah  plight  too  sore  such  worth  to  equal  right ! 
Ah  worth  too  high  to  meet  such  piteous  plight ! 
"  But  I  nought  strive,  poor  Colin,  to  compare 
Hy  Hobbin's  or  my  Theoot's  mstic  skill 
To  thy  deft  swains,  whose  dapper  ditties  rare 
Surpass  ought  else  of  quaintest  shepherd's  quill. 
Ev'n  Roman  Tityrus,  that  peerless  wight. 
Mote  yield  to  thee  for  dainties  of  delight. 

"  Cke  when  in  ftible's  flow*ry  paths  you  stray*d> 
Masking  m  cunning  feints  truth's  splendent  fhce; 
Ke  Sylph,  ne  Sylph  id,  but  due  tendance  poSd, 
To  shield  Belinda's  lock  fnMB  fielon  base. 
But  all  mote  nought  avail  such  harm  to  chase. 
Then  Una  ftur  'gan  droop  her  princely  meuiy 
Eke  Florimel,  and  all  my  faery  race : 
Belinda  far  surpast  my  beauties  sheen, 

Belinda,  subject  meet  for  such  sdft  lay  I  ween. 
"  Like  as  in  village  troop  of  birdlings  trim, 
Where  Chanticleer  hb  led  crest  high  doth  bold, 
And  quacking  ducks,  that  wont  in  lake  to  swim. 
And  turkeys  proud,  and  pigeons  nothing  bold  ^ 
If  chance  the  peacock  doth  his  plumes  uufjid, 
Eitsooos  their  meaner  beauties  all  decaying, 
He  gru$t'neth  purple  and  he  glist'ueth  |old. 
Now  with  bright  green,  now  blue  himself  arrayhig. 

Such   is  thy  beauty  bright,    all   other  beauties 
swaying. 

3  Spenser,  which  name  ha  gives  himself  through- 
out his  works. 

*  The  two  first  stanzas  of  this  speech,  as  they 
relate  to  pastoral,  are  written  in  the  measure  which 
Spenser  uses  in  the  first  eclogue  of  the  Shepherd's 
Calendar :  the  rest,  where  he  speaks  of  fiible,  are 
in  the  stanza  of  the  Faery  Queen. 


'*  Bat  why  do  I  descant  tfab  toyish  rhymey 
And  fiincies  light  in  simple  guise  pouitray  ? 
listing  to  cheer  thee  atthft  rueful  time. 
While  as  Ua^  JDeath  doth  on  thy  heaititringa 

prey. 
Yet  rede  aright,  and  if  this  friendly  lay 
Thou  nathless  judgest  all  too  slight  and  vaio. 
Let  my  well-meaning  mend  my  ill  essay : 
So  may  I  greet  thee  with  a  nobler  strain. 
When  soon  we  meet  for  aye.  In  yon  tUr-aprinkled 
plain." 
Last  came  a  bard  of  more  majestic  tread. 
And  Thyrsis  bight  ^  by  dryad,  &wn,  or  swain. 
Whene'er  be  mingled  with  the  shepherd  train  ; 
But  seldom  that;  for  higher  thoughts  he  fed  j 
For  him  full  oft  the  heav'niy  Muses  led 
To  dear  Euphrates,  and  the  secret  mount. 
To  Araby,  aiod  Eden,  fragrant  climes. 
All  which  the  sacred  bard  would  oft  recount : 
And  thus  in  strain,  unus'd  in  sylvan  shade. 
To  sad  Musasus  rightful  bcMnage  paid. 
*'  Thrice  hail,  thou  heav'n-tanght  warbler !  last  and 
Of  all  the  train  !  poet  in  whom  coojom'd         [best 
All  that  to  ear,  or  heart,  or  bead,  could  yield 
Rapture ;  harmonious,  manly,  clear,  sublime. 
Accept  this  gratulation :  may  it  cheer        \ 
Thy  sinking  soul ;  nor  these  corporeal  ills 
Ought  daunt  thee,  or  appall.   Know,  in  high  Heaven 
Fame  blooms  eternal  o^er  that  spirit  divine. 
Who  builds  immortal  verse,    lliere  thy  bold  Muse, 
Which  while  on  Earth  could  breathe  MSBonian  fire. 
Shall  soar  seraphic  heights ;  while  to  her  voice 
Ten  thousand  hierarchies  of  angeb  harp 
SymphouKMis,  and  with  dulcet  harmonies 
Usher  the  song  rejoicing.    I  meanwhile. 
To  sooth  thee  in  Uiese  irksome  hours  cH  pain. 
Approach  thy  visitant,  with  mortal  praise 
To  praise  thee  mortal.    First,  for  Rhyme  subdued ; 
Rhyme,  erst  the  minstrel  of  primeval  Night, 
And  Chaos,  anarch  old :  she  near  their  throne 
Oft  taught  the  rattling  elements  to  chime 
With  tenfold  din ;  till  late  to  Earth  upborn 
On  strident  plume,  what  time  fair  Poesie 
Emerg'd  from  gotbic  cloud,  and  famtly  shot 
Rekindling  gleams  of  lustre.     Her  the  fiend 
Opprest;  forcing  to  utter  uncouth  dirge. 
Runic,  or  Leonine ;  aud  with  dire  chains 
Fetter'd  her  scarce-fledg'd  pinion.     I  such  bonds 
Aim'd  to  destroy,  hopeless  that  ar^  could  ease 
Their  thraldom,  and  to  liberal  use  convert 
This  wonder  to  achieve  Museus  came  $ 
Thou  cam'st,  and  at  thy  magic  touch  the  chams 
Off  dropt,  and  (passmg  strange  !)    soft^wreathed 
bands  [Muse 

Of  flow*rs  their  place  supply'd  :    which  well  the 
Might  wear  for  choice,  not  force;  obstruction  none. 
But  loveliest  ornament     Wond'rous  this,  yet  here 
The  wonder  rests  not ;  yarions  argument 
Remains  for  roe,  uncertain,  where  to  cull 
The  leading  grace,  where  countless  graces  chami. 
Various  this  peaceful  cave;  this  mineral' roof  | 
This  *semblage  meet  of  coral,  ore,  and  shell ; 
These  pointed  crystals  thro'  the  shadowy  defls 
Bright  ^isfring ;  all  these  slowly -dripping  rills, 

^  Milton.  Lycidas  and  the  Epitnihinm  Damonis 
ara  the  only  Pastorals  we  have  of  Milton'^;  hi  the 
latter  of  which,  where  he  laments  Car.  Deodatna 
under  the  name  of  Damon^  he  calls  himself  Thyrso. 
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That  tinUittg  Wander  o'er  the  pebbled  floor : 
Yet  not  this  Tirious  peacefal  cmre,  with  this 
Its  mineral  roof;  nor  this  assemblage  meet 
Of  coial,  ore,  and  shell ;  nor  mid  the  shade 
Those  pointed  crystals,  glist*ring  fair ;  nor  rills. 
That  wander  tinkling  o'er  the  pebbled  floor ; 
Deal  charms  more  rarious  to  each  raptnr'd  tense, 
Thmn  thy  mellifluous  lay  " 

.  **  Cease,  friendly  swain  j*» 
(Moswiis  cry'd,  and  raisM  his  aching  head) 
"  All  praise  is  foreign,  but  of  true  desert, 
Plays  round  the  head,  b^t  comes  not  to  the  heart" 
Ah  !  why  recall  the  to]rs  of  thooghtle<8  youth  ? 
When  flow'ry  fiction  held  the  place  of  truth  ? 
Ere  sound  tu  sense  resigned  the  silken  rein, 
And  the  light  lay  ran  musically  Tain. 
Oh  !  in  that  lay  had  richest  fisncy  flow'd, 
The  Syrens  warbled,  and  the  Graces  glow*d ; 
Had  liveliest  nature,  happiest  art  combin*d ; 
That  lent  each  charm,  and  this  each  charm  refin'd. 
Alas !  how  little  were  my  proudest  boast  I 
The  sweetest  trifler  of  my  tribe  at  most 
To  sway  the  judgment,  while  he  sooths  the  ear ; 
To  curb  mad  passion  in  its  wild  career; 
To  wmke  by  sober  touch  the  useful  lyre. 
And  rule,  with  reason's  rigour,  fancy*sfire : 
Be  this  the  poet's  praise.     And  this  possest. 
Take,  Dulness  and  thy  dunces  !  take  the  rest 

"  Come  then  that  honest  fame ;  whose  temp'rate 
Or  gilds  the  satire,  or  the  moral  I«y ;  [ray 

Which  dawns,  tho*  thou,  rough  Donne !  hew  out 

the  line: 
But  beams,  sage  Horace  I  from  each  strain  of  thine. 
Oh  if  tike  these,  with  conscious  freedom  bold, 
One  poet  more  his  manly  measures  roli'd, 
Like  these  led  forth  th'  indignant  Muse  to  brave 
The  Tenal  statesman,  and  the  titled  slave ; 
To  strip  from  firontless  Vice  her  stars  and  strings, 
Kor  spare  her  basking  in  the  smile  of  kings : 
If  grare,  yet  lively ;  ratiofial,  yet  warm ; 
Clear  to  convince,  and  eloquent  to  charm  ; 
He  pour'd,  for  Virtue's  cause,  serene  along 
The  purest  precept,  in  the  sweetest  song; 
If,  for  her  cause,  his  heav'n-directed  plan 
Mark'd  each  meander  in  the  maze  of  man  ; 
■Unmov»d  by  sophistry,  unaw'd  by  name^ 
"So  dupe  to  doctrines,  and  no  fool  to  fame ; 
Led  by  no  system's  devious  glare  astray, 
That,  meteor-like,  but  glitters  to  betray. 
Yes,  if  his  soul  to  reason's  rule  resign'd, 
And  Heav'n's  own  views  fair-op'niog  on  his  mind, 
Caught  from  bright  nature's  flame  the  living  ray. 
Thro*  passioo's  cloud  pour'd  in  resistlew  day  ; 
And  taught  mankind  in  reas'ning  Pride's  despite. 
That  God  is  wise,  and  all  that  is  is  right  : 
If  this  his  boast,  pour  here  the  welcome  lays ; 
Praise  less  than  this  is  mockery  of  praise.*' 

"  To  pour  that  pryse  be  mine,"  fair  Virtue  cry'd ; 
And  shot,  all  radiant,  thro'  an  op'ning  cloud. 
But  ah  !  my  Muse,  how  wiH  thy  voice  express 
Th'  immortal  strain,  harmonious,  as  it  flow'd  ? 
Ill  suits  immortal  sthiin  a  doric  dress  : 
And  far  too  high  already  hast  thou  soar'd. 
Enough  for  thee,  that,  when  the  lay  was  o'er, 
The  ffiKldcss  clasped  him  to  her  thmbbing  breast 
But  what  might  that  avail  ?  Blind  Fate  before 
Had  op*d  her  shears,  to  cut  his  vital  thread  ! 
And  who  may  dare  gainsay  her  stem  behest  ? 
Now  thrice  h«  wav'd  the  haad,  thrice  bow'd  the  bead, 
And  sigh'd  his  soul  to  rest. 


Now  wept  the  nymphs  <;  witness,  ye  waving 
shades ! 
Witness,  ye  winding  streams  I  the  nymphsdid  weep : 
The  hieav'niy  goddess  too  with  tears  did  steep 
Her  plaintive  voice,  that  echo'd  thro'  the  glades ; 
And,  "  cruel  gods,"  and,  "  cruel  stan,"  she  cry'd: 
Nor  did  the  shepherds,  thro'  the  woodlands  wide, 
On  that  sad  day,or^to  the  pensive  brook. 
Or  silent  river,  drive  their  thirsty  flocks : 
Nor  did  the  wild-goat  brouze  the  shrubby  rocks : 
And  Philomel  her  custom'd  oak  forsook  : 
And  roses  wan  were  wav'd  by  zephyrs  weak. 
As  Nature's  self  was  sick : 
And  ev'ry  lily  droop'd  its  silver  head. 
Sad  sympathy  !  yet  sure  his  rightful  meed. 
Who  charm*d  all  nature :  well  might  Nature  mourn 
Thro'  all  her  choicest  sweets  Musaeus  dead. 

Here  end  we.  goddess  1 1  this  your  shepherd  sang, 
All  as  his  hands  an  ivy  chaplet  wove. 
Oh  I  make  it  worthy  of  the  sacred  bard  ; 
And  make  it  equal  to  the  shepherd's  love. 
Tliou  too  accept  the  strain  with  meet  regard  : 
For  sure,  blest  shade,  thou  hear'sl  my  doleful  song : 
Whether  with  angel  troops,  the  stars  among. 
From  golden  harp  thou  call'st  seraphic  lays ; 
Or,  for  fair  Virtue's  cause,  now  doubly  dear. 
Thou  still  art  hov'ring  o'er  our  tuneless  sphere; 
And  mov'st  some  hidden  spring  her  weal  to  raise. 

Thus  the  fond  >6wain  his  doric  oate  essay 'd. 
Manhood's  prime  honours  rising  ou  his  cheek  : 
Trembling  he  strove  to  court  the  tuneful  maid    ' 
With  strijdini?  arts,  and  dalliance  all  too  weak. 
Unseen,  unheard,  beneath  an  hawthorn  shade. 
But  now  dun  clouds  the  welkm  'gan  to  streak  ; 
And  now  down-dropt  the  larks,  and  ceas'd   their 
strain :  [swain. 

They  ceas'd,  and  with  them  ceas'd  the  shepherd 
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Sophocles  in  Antig, 

Far  from  her  hal'ow'd  grot,  where  rbildly  bright 
The  pointed  crystals  shot  their  trembling  light, 
From  (tripping  ni(><5s  where  sparkling  dew-drops  fell. 
Where  coral  gl  jw'd,  where  twin'd  the  wreathed  »hell, 

6  Fxtindum  nymph»  crudeli  fiinere  Daphnim 
Flebant :  voi>  coryli  testes  Be,  flumina  nymphis. 
Cum,  complcxa  sui  corpui?  miserabile  nati, 
Atque  deos  atqtie  a<>tra  vocat  crudelia  aiater. 
Non  ulli  pasios  illisegfirc  diebus  *^     [amnem 

Frigida,  Daphni,  boves  ad  flumina;    nulla  neque 
LilMvit  quadrupes,  nee  graminis  attigit  herbam. 

Virg.   bjcl  5. 

''  Hacc  sat  erit,  divse,  vestrum  cecinisse  poetam 
Dum  sedet,  et  gracili  tiscellam  texit  hibisco, 
Pierides :  vos  hxc  faaietis  matima  Oallo : 
Gallo,  cvjus  amor,  Ate     \     ^^       Vira»  £cl.  10. 
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MASONS  FOEMS. 


P»le  Ills  Uy ;  a  willow^  lovlf  liMdc 
iSpread  its  Uud  foliage  o*er  the  pensive  matd ; 
Clos'd  was  bereye,  and  from  her  heaving  braavt 
Itt  careless  folds  loose  feU  her  zoneiets  vest  j 
While  dovo  her  neck  her  vagrant  tresses  flotr 
la  all  the  awful  negligeiioe  of  woe ; 
Her  um  sustained  her  arm,  that  sculptured  nse 
Where  Vul^n's  art  had  lavished  all  its  grace  ; 
Here,  full  with  life  was  heav*n-tattgbt  Sdence  saei^ 
Known  by  the  laurel  wreath  and  musing  mein :  [bland 
There  cloud-crownVl  Fame,  here  Peace  sedate  and 
SwelPd  the  loud  trump,  and  wav>d  the  olive  wand ; 
While  solemn  domes,  arched  shades,  and  vistas  gseaa 
At  well-mark*d  distance  close  the  sacred  scene. 

On  this  the  goddess  cast  an  anxious  look. 
Then  diopt  a  tender  tear,  and  thus  she  spoke : 
*'  Yes,  I  cou'd  ODce  with  plaas'd  atlentkw  traoo 
The  mimic  charms  of  this  profkhetic  vase  ; 
Then  lift  my  head,  and  with  enraptured  eyes 
View  on  yon  plain  the  real  glories  rise. 
Yes,  Ists !  oft  hast  thou  nyw^d  to  lead 
Thy  liquid  treasures  o'er  yon  6iK*rite  mead. 
Oft  bast  thou  stopt  thy  pearly  car  to  gaze. 
While  every  science  nurs'd  it's  growing  bays ; 
While  ev^ry  youth,  with  Rame's  strong  impulse  fir^^ 
Prest  to  the  goal,  and  at  the  goal  untir^    ' 
Snatch'd  each  celestial  wreath  to  bind  his  brow. 
The  Muses,  Graces,  Virtue  couhl  bestow. 

*'  E'en  now  Ibnd  Fancy  leads  th'  ideal  train. 
And  ranks  her  troops  on  Mem^ry^  ample  pUini  ' 
See  f  the  6rm  leaders  of  my  patriot  line. 
See  I  Sidney,  Raleigh,  Hampden,  Someis  shine. 
See  Hough  superior  to  a  tyraaf  s  doom 
Smile  at  the  menace  ei  the  slave  of  Romei 
Each  soul  whom  truth  cou'd  fire,  or  viitue  iqotb^ 
Each  breast  strong  pantiog  with  it's  country's  love, 
All  that  to  Albion  gave  the  heart  or  head. 
That  wisely  coonseU'd,  or  that  bravely  bled, 
AU>  all  appear ;  on  me  they  grateful  smile. 
The  well-eam'd  prize  of  every  virtuous  toil 
To  me  with  filial  reverence  they  bring, 
And(  bang  fresh  trophies  o'er  my  honoured  spring. 

'*  Ah  !  I  remember  well  yon  beachen  spray : 
There  Addison  first  tunM  his  polish'd  lay ; 
»Twas  there  great  Calo^s  form  first  met  his  eye. 
In  all  the  pomp  of  free  bom  majesty. 
*  My  SOD,'  he  ery*d,  <  observe  this  mein  with  awe. 
In  solemn  lines  the  strong  resemblance  draw ; 
The  piercing  notes  shall  strike  each  British  ear. 
Each  British  eye  ihall  drop  the  patriot  tear  ; 
And,  rous'd  to  glory  by  the  nervous  strain. 
Each  youth  shall  spurn  at  slavery's  abject  reign. 
Shall  guard  with  Cato's  zeal  Britannia's  laws. 
And  speak,  and  act,  and  bleed,  in  freedom's  cause.' 

"  The  hero  spoke,  the  bard  assenthig  bow'd. 
The  lay  to  liberty  and  Cato  fiow'd  ^ 
While  Echo,  as  she  rov'd  the  vale  along, 
Join*d  the  strong  cadence  of  his  Roman  song. 

*'  But  ah  f  how  stillness  slept  upon  the  ground. 
How  mute  atlefitioo  check'd  each  risrog  aoond  ; 
Scarce  stole  a  breeze  to  wave  the  leafy  spray. 
Scarce  trill'd  sweet  Philomel  her  softest  lay. 
When  Locke  walk'd  musing  forth ;  ev'n  now  I  view 
Majestic  wisdom  thron'd  upon  bis  brow, 
View  candour  smile  upoo  bis  modest  ched^. 
And  from  his  eye  all  judgment's  radiance  break. 
'Twas  here  the  sage  his  manly  zeal  ezprest, 
Here  stript  vain  Falshood  of  her  gaudy  vest ; 
Here  Truth's  collected  beams  first  fill'd  his  miad, 
JSieloQg  to  burst  in  blessings  on  mankind  I 


Ere  long  to  show  ta  EesMon's  pui^ed  eye^ 
That '  Nature's  fii^it  best  gift  was  Liberty.' 

"  Proud  of  this  wond'rous  son,  sublime  I  tkoodp 
(While  louder  surges  sweU*d  my  rapid  flood) 
■  Then  vain  as  Niobe  ezultuig  cry'd, 
'  nissus  1  /oil  thy  fiun'd  Athenian  tide ; 
Tho^  Plato's  steps  oft  mark'd  thy  neighb'ring  gla^ew 
Tlio'  fair  Lyceum  lent  it's  awful  shade, 
Tho*  ev'ry  academic  green  imprest 
It's  image  full  on  thy  reflecting  breast. 
Yet  my  pure  stream  shall  boast  as  proud  a  same. 
And  Britain's  Isis  flow  with  attic  fisme.' 

"  Alas !  how  chaxv'd  I  where  now  that  attic  boaaU 
See  I  Gothic  licence  rage  o'er  all  my  coast. 
See !  Hydra  Action  spread  its  impious  reign. 
Poison  each  breast,  and  madden  ev'ry  brain. 
Hence  fVontless  crowds  that,  not  oontent  ta  fright    . 
The  blushing  Cynthia  from  her 'throne  of  night. 
Blast  the  fisir  face  of  day ;  and  madly  bold. 
To  fineedom's  fibes  infernal  orgies  bold ; 
To  freedom's  foes,  ah  1  see  the  goblet  oroan^  I 
Hear  plausive  shouts  to  freedom's  fees  resound ! 
The  horrid  notes  my  refluent  waters  daunt. 
The  Echoes  groan,  the  Qryads  quit  their  hannt^ 
Learning,  that  once  to  all  diffiis'd  her  beam. 
Now  sheds  by  stealth  a  partial  private  gleam 
In  some  lone  cloister's  melancholy  shade. 
Where  a  firm  few  support  her  sickly  head  ; 
Despis'd,  insulted  by  the  barb'rous  tram. 
Who  scour  like  Thracia's  moon-struck  rout  the  plaiiv 
Sworn  foes  like  them  to  alt  the  Mtne  apprmes. 
All  Pbcebus  favours,  or  Minerva  loves. 

"  Are  these  the  sons  my  fost*riqgbreastnmstrear^ 
Grac'd  with  my  iiame,  and  nurtur'd  by  my  care. 
Must  these  go  forth  from  my  maternal  hand 
To  deal  their  insults  thro*  a  peaodul  kmd. 
And  boast,  while  Freedom  bleeds  and  Virtue  groaof^ 
That  '  Isis  taught  sedition  to  her  sons  ?' 
Forbid  it  Heav'n ;  and  let  my  rising  waves 
Indignant  swell,  and  whelm  Uie  recreant  slaves. 
In  England's  cause  their  patriot  floods  employ. 
As  Xanthus  delug'd  in  the  cause  of  Troy. 
Is  this  deny'd  ?  then  point  some  sacret  way  [fti«y> 
Where  fiir,  for  hence  these  guiltless  streams  oaaif 
Some  unknown  channel  lend,  where  Nature  qtreadf 
Inglorious  vales  aud  unfinequented  meads ; 
There,  where  a  hind  scarce  tunes  his  rustic  strain. 
Where  scarce  a  pilgrim  treads  the  pathless  plain. 
Content  I'll  flow :  forget  that  e'er  my  tide 
Saw  yon  majestic  structures  crown  its  side  ? 
For|;et  that  e'er  my  rapt  attention  hung 
Or  on  the  sa^'s  or  the  poet's  tongue. 
Calm  and  resign'd  my  humbler  lot  embrace^ 
And,  pleas'd,  prefer  oblivion  lo  disgrace." 


ODES. 

ODE    L 

Mr  MUSKC  K    fiiBcouuu 

Haai  all  thy  active  fiies  diffuse, 
Thou  geauine  British  Muse  ; 

>  This  ode  was  written  at  the  request  of  the  vie»- 
chanceller  of  Cambridge,  set  to  music  by  the  lata 
Dr.  Boyce,  and  performed  iix  the  fenate-houst  «l 
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Hither  ^exsend  from  jotiAer  otiCtA  iky, 
Ckath'd  in  thy  heav'n-wovtf  robe  of  tttnnODyy 
Cattkt,  imperial  qu^^ii  of  song; 
Come  with  all  that  free-born  grice 
Which  lifts  thee  from  the  servile  thtODg, 
WLo  meanly  mimic  thjr  majestic  pace ; 
That  glance  of  dignity  divine. 
Which  speaks  thee  of  celestial  line; 
Proclaims  thee  inmate  of  the  sky. 
Daughter  uf  Jore  and  Liberty. 
The  elevated  soul,  that  feds. 
Thy  awful  impulse,  walks  the  fragrcnt  ways 

Of  honest  nnpol luted  praise : 
He  with  impartial  justice  deals 
The  blooming  chaplets  of  immortal  lays : 
He  files  above  ambition*s  low  career; 

And  thron'd  in  truth'^s  meridian  sphere, 

Thence,  with  a  bold  and  heav*n-directed  aim. 

Fall  OQ  fair  Virtue's  shrine  he  puurs  the  rays  of  fstme. 

Oodden?  thy  piercing  eye  explores 
Th«  radtant  rtnge  of  beaoty's  stores. 
The  sleep  aaoent  of  plne-ctad  hills, 
The  silver  slope  of  MKng  rills  ; 
Catdies  each  lively-colour'd  grace, 
The  eriafson  of  the  wood-nymph's  face, 
The  verdure  of  the  vdvet  lawn, 
Tiie  par^e  of  the  eastern  dawn. 
And  all  the  tints  that,  rangM  in  vivid  glow. 
Hark  the  bold  sweep  uf  the  celestial  bow. 

But  loftier  far  her  tuneful  transports  rise. 
When  all  the  moral  beauties  meet  her  eyes  ; 
The  sacred  zeal  for  freedom's  cause, 
That  fires  the  glowing  patriot's  breast ; 
The  honest  pride  that  plumes  the  hero's  crest. 
When  for  his  country's  aid  the  steel  he  draws  ; 

Or  that,  the  calm  yet  active  beat, 
With  which  miW  genius  warms  the  sage's  heart. 
To  lift  feir  science  to  a  loftier  seat, 

Or  stretch  to  ampler  bounds  the  wide  domain  of  art 

These,  the  beO,  blossoms  of  the  virtuous  mind. 
She  culls  with  taste  refin'd  ; 
From  their  ambrosial  bloom 

With  bee-like  skill  she  draws  the  rich  perfume. 
And  blends  the  sweets  they  all  convey 

lo  the  soft  balm  of  her  mellifluous  lay. 

Is  there  a  clime,  in  one  collected  beam  [stream  > 
Where  charms  like  these  their  varied  radiance 
Is  there  a  pUin,  whose  genial  soil  iuhaleS 

Gkwy's  invigorating  gales. 
Her  brightest  beams  where  Emulation  spreads. 
Her  kindliest  dews  where  Science  sheds. 
Where  ev*ry  stream  of  Genius  flows, 
Where  ev'ry  flow'r  of  Virtue  glows  ? 
Thither  the  Muse  exulting  flies, 

There  loudly  cries 

Majestic  Granta !  hail  thy  awful  name. 
Dear  to  the  Muse,  to  Liberty,  to  Fame. 

You  too,  illustrious  train,  she  greets 
Who  first  in  these  inspiring  seaU 

Caught  that  ethereal  fire 

That  prompts  yoo  to  aspire 

Cambridge,  July  1st,  1749,  at  the  insUUation  of 
his  grace  Thomas  Mollis,  duke  of  Newcastle, 
chancellor  of  the  university ;  it  has  since  appeared 
in  some  miscellaneous  collections  of  poetry,  and  is 
therefore  here  inserted. 


To  deeds  of  civic  nc^ :  whether  to  MM 
From  base  chicane  yotn'  country's  laws; 
To  pale  disease  the  Uoom  of  health  to  3rield ; 
Or  in  Religion's  h^bw'd  cause 
Those  beavenly-lemper'd  arms  to  wield, 
That  drive  the  foes  of  Faith  nidigiiant  from  the  field. 
And  now  she  tunes  her  plaiisiye  song 
To  you,  her  sage'  doflnestic  throng ; 
Who  here,  at  Learning's  richest  shrine. 
Dispense  to  each  ingennons  youth 
The  treasures  of  immortal  troth. 
And  open  wisdom's  golden  mine. 
Each  youth,  inspired  by  jronr  persuasive  art. 
Clasps  the  dear  form  of  Virtue  to  his  heart ; 
And  fwls  in  his  transported  soul 
Enthusiastic  raptures  roll, 
Gen'rous  as  those  the  sr>BS  of  Cecrops  Oangfat 
In  hoar  Lycaeum's  shades  from  Plato's  fire-«lad 
thought 

O  Granta  f  on  thy  happy  pHno 

Still  may  these  Attic  gfories  reign : 

Still  may'st  thon  keep  thy  wonted  state 

In  unaffected  grandeur  great ; 

Great  as  at  this  illustrious  hour. 
When  he,  whom  George's  well-weigfa'd  choice^ 
And  Albion's  gen'ral  voice 

Have  lifted  to  the  foirest  heights  of  pow'r. 

When  he  appears,  and  deigns  to  shine 

Tlie  leader  of  thy  learned  line ; 
And  bids  the  verdure  of  thy  olive  bough 

Mid  all  his  civic  chaplets  twine. 
And  add  fresh  glories  to  his  honour'd  brow. 

Haste  then,  and  amply  o*er  his  head 
The  graceful  foliage  spread.  [Fame, 

Meanwhile  the  Muse  shall  snatch  the  trump  of 

And  lift  her  swelling  accents  high. 

To  tell  the  worid  that  Pelham's  i 
Is  dear  to  learning  as  to  liberty. 


ODE  ir. 

FOR   MirStC'.    itRfot;LAa. 

Lo  1  where  incumbent  o'er  the  shade 
Rome's  rav*ning  eagle  bows  his  beaked  head ! 

Vet,  while  a  moment  Fate  affbrds, 
While  yet  a  moment  Freedom  stayr. 

That  moment,  which  outweighs 
Eternity's  unmeasured  hoards, 
Shall  Mona's  grateful  bards  employ 
To  hymn  their  godlike  hero  to  the  sky. 
Radiant  ruler  of  the  day. 

Pause  upon  thy  orb  sublime. 
Bid  this  awful  moment  stay. 

Bind  it  on  the  brow  of  time  ; 
While  Mona's  tremblinA  echoes  sigh 
To  strains,  that  thrill  when  heroes  die. 
Hear  our  harps,  in  acoents-slow. 
Breathe  the  dignity  of  woe, 

>  When  the  dramatic  poem  of  Caractacus  was 
altered  for  theatrical  represenUtion  in  1776,  this 
dirge  was  added  to  he  sung  over  the  body  of  Arri- 
ragus. 
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Solenm  Botet  that  ptnt  tnd  ptoses 
While  the  last  majoetic  cUm 
In  'diapasoD  deep  is  drownM ! 
Notes  that  Monads  harps  sboakl  found. 
See  our  tears  in  sober,  slio«ar» 
O'er  this  shrine  efgkiry  pour!  * 
Holy  tears  by  virtue  sbed. 
That  embalm  the  Taliantdeadi 
In  these  our  sacrw)  song  »e  stetp ; 
Tears  that  Mona*s  bards  should 


BIASON'S  POEMS. 


Radiant  ruler,  bear  us  call 

Blessings  on  the  godlike  youth, 
Who  dar'd  to  fight,  who  dar*d  to  fall. 

For  Britain,  freedom,  aod  for  trutb* 
His  dying  groao,  his  paith^  sigh 
Was  music  for  the  gods  on  hi|^ ; 
Twas  Vatour's  hymn  to  Liberty. 

Ring  out,  ye  mortal  strings ! 
Answer,  thou  heaT*nIy  harp,  h»Unct  with  spirit  all. 

That  o*er  Andrastes'  throne  tel^waibling  swmgs. 
Tbere  where  teu  thouMuid  spberas,  in  measur'd 

Rolttheir  majestic  melodies  aloag,         [chime. 

Thou  guid'st  the  thundering  song, 
Pois*d  on  thy  jasper  arch  sublime. 
Yet  shall  thy  heaVnly  accenU  deign 
To  mingle  with  our  mortal  strain, 
And  Hear'n  and  Earth  unite,  in  chorus  high. 
While  Freedom  wafts  her  champion  to  the  sky. 


ODE    III. 

TQ^M  E  M  O  R  Y. 

MoTHBR.  of  Wisdom ' !  thou,  whose  sway 
The  thnrng^d  ideal  hosts  obey ; 
Who  bid»st  their  ranks,  now  Taoish,  now  appear. 
Flame  in  the  van,  or  darken  In  the  rear  ; 
Accept  this  votiie  verse.    Thy  reign 
Nor  place  can  fix,  nor  power  restrain. 
All,  all  is  thhie.    For  thee  the  ear,  and  eye 
.    Rove  thro'  the  realms  of  grace,  and  harmony : 
Tbeseoses thee  spontaneous  senre. 
That  wake,  and  thrill  thro*  ev'ry  nerre. 
Else  vainly  soft,  lor'd  Philomel !  would  flow 
The  soothing  sadness  of  thy  warbled  woe : 
Else  rainly  sweet  yon  woodbine  shade 
With  clouds  of  fragrance  fill  the  glade ; 
Vainly,  the  cygnet  spread  her  downy  plume. 
The  vine  gush  nectar,  and  the  virgin  bloom* 
But  swift  to  thee,  alive  and  warm. 
Devolves  each  tributary  charm : 
See  Doodest  I^ature  bring  her  simple  stores, 
luxuriant  Art  exhaust  her  plastic  powers  ^ 
^  While  every  flower  in  fancy's  clime. 
Each  gem  of  oM  heroic  time, 
CulI'd  by  the  hand  of  the  industrious  Muse, 
Around  thy  shrine  their  blended  beams  difiPuse. 

'  According  to  a  fragmtot  of  Afivniut,  who 
makes  Experience  and  Memory  the  parents  df  Wts> 
dom. 

Usus  roe  genuit.  Mater  peperit  Memoria, 
ZO^IAN  VDcant  me  Graii,  vos  Sapientiam.  • 
This  passage  is  preserved  by  Aulus  GclKus,   lib^ 
ziHeap.  8b 


Hail,Med^'i7lhajL    Bdiold,  Ilead  .    . 
To  that  high  shrine  the  sacied  maid : 
Thy  daughter  she,  the  empress  of  the  lyre. 
The  first,  the'fairest,  of  Aouia's  quire. 

She  comes,  and  lo,  thy  realms  expand ! 
She  takes  her  delegated  sUod 
Full  in  the  midst,  and  o^er  thy  oum'roos  trsia 
Di^lays  the  awful  wonders  of  her  reign. 
There  throuM  supreme  in  native  state, 
if  Sinus  flame  with  fainting  beat. 
She  calls;  ideal  groves  their  shade  extend, 
The  cool  gale  breathes,  the  silent  sbow'n  desQead. 
Or,  if  Ueak  winter,  frowning  round. 
Disrobe  the  trees»  and  chill  the  groond, 
She,  mild  magician,  waves  her  potent  waod, 
And  ready  summers  wake  at  her  command. 
See,  visionary  suns  arise, 
Thro*  silver  clouds  and  axure  skies ; 
See,  sportive  zephyrs  fim  the  Crisped  streams ; 
Thro*  shadowy  brakes  light  glance  the  tptMsf 
beams: 
While,  near  the  secret  moss-grown  cava, 
That  stands  beside  the  ci^stal  wave, 
Sweet  Echo,  rising  from  her  rocky  bed, 
Mimics  the  feather'd  chorus  o^er  her  head. 
Rise,  halbwM  Milton !  rise,  and  say, 
How,  at  thy  gloomy  close  of  day , 
How,  when  "  deprest  by  age,  beset  with  wroigi:* 
When  "  M»n  on  evil  days  and  evil  tongowi** 
When  darkness,  brooding  on  thy  sight^ 
Exil'd  the  sov*reign  lamp  of  Ught; 
Say,  what  could  then  one  cheering  hope  diffuse? 
What  friends  were  thine,  save  Mem'ry  and  the  Mint.* 
Hence  the  rich  spoils,  thy  studious  yoath 
Caught  from  the  stores  of  aotient  truth :    - 
Hence  all  thy  classic  wand'rings  could  explore, 
When  rapture  led  thee  to  the  Latian  shore ;    . 
Each  scene,  that  Tiber's  bank  snpply'd; 
Each  grace,  that  play»d  on  Amo*8  side  j 
The  tepid  gales,  thro?  Tuscan  glades  that  fly: 
The  blue  serene,  that  spreads  Hesperia*s  sky ; 
Were  still  thine  own  :  thy  ample  mind 
Each  charm  received,  retain*d,  combinU 
And  thence  **  the  nightly  visitant,**- that  came 
To  touch  thy  bosom  with  her  sacred  flame, 
Recaird  the  long-lost  beams  of  grsce, 
That  whilom  shot  from  Nature*s  lace, 
When  God,  in  Eden,  o*er  her  youthful  bieast 
Spread  with  hU  own  right  band  perfectioB*s  foifepoi 
vest 


ODE  /F*. 

TO  A  WATER  NYMPH. 

Yx  green  hair*d  nymphs,  whom  Pan*s  decrees 

H^ve  giv'n  to  guard  this  solemn  wood  *, 

To  qpeed  the  shooting  scions  into  trees. 
And  call  the  roseat  blossom  fnm  the  bod, 

« This  Ode  was  written  in  the  year  1747,  snd 
published  m  the  first  volume  of  Bfr.  Dodsley*s  Bfit* 
cellany.  It  is  here  revised  throughout,  and  cob- 
eluded  according  to  the  author**  onj^ml  idea. 

«  A  seat  near  ♦  »  finely  situated,  with  a  fr«t 
command  of  water;  but  diipowd  m  a  ftiyiSrf* 
tsutew 
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AtteuL    But  cbk^  tlxm  Na*iad,  wont  to  lead 
Tbis  fluid  cbryttal  ^Mrkliog  as  it  floirs» 

Whitker,  ah,  whither  ait  thou  fled  ? 

What  shade  is  conscious  to  thy  woes  ? 

Ah,  'tis  yoo  poplars'  awfiil  gloom : 

Poetic  eyes  oan  pierce  the  scene : 
Can  see  thy  drooping  head,  thy  withering  bloom ; 
See  grief  difiu8*d  o*er  all  thy  languid  mem. 
Well  may'st  thoa  wear  misfortune^s  fainting  air ; 
Well  rend  those  flowery  honours  from  thy  brow  | 

Devolve  that  length  of  careless  hair :         • 

Aod  give  thine  azure  veil  to  flow 

Loose  to  the  wind :  for,  oh,  thy  pain 

The  pitying  Muse  can  well  relate : 
That  pitying  Muse  shall  breathe  her  tend'rest  strain. 
To  teach  the  echoes  thy  disastrous  fate. 
Twas  where  yod  beeches'  crowding  branches  clos'd, 
What  time  the  dog- star's  flames  intensely  bum. 

In  gentle  indolence  coropos'd,   . 

Reclin'd  upon  thy  trickling  urn, 

Slumb'ring  thou  lay'tt,  all  firee  from  fears : 

No  friendly  tiream  foretold  thine  harm* 
When  sudden,  see,  the  tyrant  art  appears, 
To  snatch  the  liquid  treasures  from  thine  arm, 
Art,  gothic  Art,  has  seiz'd  thy  darling  vase : 
That  vase  which  silver-slipper'd  Thetis  gave. 

For  soine  soft  story  told  with  grace. 

Among  th'  associates  of  the  wave; 

When  hi  sequester'd  coral  vales. 

While  workb  of  waters  roll'd  above,  ' 

The  circling  seaniympbs  told  alternate  tales 
Of  fiibled  changes,  and  of  slighted  love. 
Ah !  loss  too  justly  moum'd  t  for  now  the  fiend 
Has  on  yon  shell-wrought  terras  pois'd  it  high ; 

And  thence  he  bids  its  streams  descend, 

With  torturing  regularity. 

From  step  to  step,  with  sullen  sound, 

The  forc'd  cascades  indignant  leap : 
Now  sinking  fill  the  bason's  measur'd  round ; 
There  in  a  dull  stagnation  doom'd  to  sleep. 
Where  now  the  vocal  pebbles'  gurgling  song  ? 
The  rill  slow-dripping  from  its  rocky  spring? 

What  free  meander  winds  along. 

Or  curls  when  Zephyr  waves  his  wing  ? 

Alas,  these  glories  are  no  more : 

Fortune,  Oh  give  me  to  redeem 
The  ravish'd  vase ;  Oh  give  me  to  restore 
Its  ancient  honours  to  this  hapless  stream. 
Then  nymph,  again,  with  all  their  wonted  ease, 
Thy  wanton  waters,  volatile  and  free. 

Shall  wildly  warble*,  as  they  please. 

Their  soft,  loquacious  harmony. 

Where  thou  and  Nature  bid  them  rove, 

There  will  I  gently  aid  their  way  ; 
Whether  to  darken  in  the  shadowy  grove. 
Or,  in  the  mead,  reflect  the  dancing  ray. 
For  thee  too.  goddess,  o'er  that  hallow'd  spot, 
Where  first  thy  fount  of  chrystal  bubbles  bright. 

These  bands  shall  arch  a  rustic  grot, 

Impervions  to  the  garish  light 

I'll  not  demand  of  Oeepn's  pride 

To  bring  hif  coral  spoils  from  for : 
Kor  will  I  delve  yon  yawning  mountain's  side. 
For  latent  minerals  rough,  or  polish'd  spar : 
But  antique  roots,  ^th  ivy  dark  o'ergrowo, 
Steep'd  in  the  boeom  of  thy  chilly  lake. 

Thy  touch  shall  turn  to  living  stone ; 

And  thase  the  simple  roof  shall  deck. 


Yet  grant  one  melancholy  boon  } 
Grant  that  at  evening's  raber  hour, 
Led  by  the^lustre  of  the  rising  Moon. 
My  step  may  frequent  tread  thy  pebbled  floor. 
Tliere,  if  perchance  I  wake  the  love-lorn  theme. 
In  melting  accents  querulously  slow, 
Kind  Naiad,  let  tby  pitying  stream 
With  wailing  notes  accordant  flow  : 
So  shalt  thou  sooth  this  heaving  heart. 
That  mourns  a  faithful  virgin  lost ; 
So  shall  thy  murmurs,  and  my  sighs  impart 
Some  share  of  pensive  pleasure  to  her  ghost. 


ODE  r. 


.     TO  AN  JEOLUS'S  HARP  » 

SENT  TO  MISS  SHEPHBARD. 

Tes,  magic  l3rre !  now  all  complete 
Thy  slender  frame  responsive  rings; 
While  kindred  notes,  with  undulation  sweet. 
Accordant  wake  from  all  thy  vocal  strings. 

Go  then  to  her  whose  soft  request  i 

Bad  my  blest  hands  thy  form  prepare : 
Ah  go,  and  sweetly  sooth  her  tender  breast 
With  many  a  warble  wild,  and  artless  air. 
For  know,  full-oft,  while  o'er  the  mead 
Bright  June  extends  her  fraj^rant  reign. 
The  slumb'ring  iuir  shall  place  thee  near  her  head. 
To  court  the  gales  that  cool  the  sultry  plain. 
Then  shall  the  Sylphs,  and  Sylphids  bright. 
Mild  genii  all,  to  whose  high  care 
Her  virgin  charms  are  giv'n,  in  circling  flight 
Skim  sportive  round  thee  in  the  fields  of  air. 
Some,  flutt'ring  thro'  thy  trembling  strings. 
Shall  catch  the  rich  melodious  spoil. 
And  lightly  brush  thee  with  their  purple  wings 
To  aid  the  zeph3rrB  in  their  tuneful  toil ;     ^ 
While  others  check  each  ru<ler  gale. 
Expel  rough  Boreas  from  the  sky, 
Nor  let  a  breeze  its  heaving  breath  exhale. 
Save  such  as  softly  pant  and  panting  die. 
Then  as  thy  swelling  accents  rise, 
Fair  Fancy,  waking  at  the  sound. 
Shall  paint  bright  visions  on  her  raptur'd  eyes. 
And  waft  her  spirits  to  enchanted  ground  ; 
To  myrtle  groves,  Elysian  greens, 
In  which  some  fav'rite  youth  shall  rove. 
And  meet,  and  lead  her  thro'  the  glittering  scenes, 
And  all  be  music,  extasy,  and  love. 


ODE   VL 


TO  INDEPENDENCY. 

Hers,  on  my  native  shore  reclined, 
While  silence  rules  tbis  midnight  hour, 
I  woo  thee,  Goddess.     On  my  musing  mind 
Descend,  propitious  power ! 

1  This  instrument  was  first  invented  by  Kircher 
about  the  year  1649.  See  his  Musorgia  Universialis 
sive  Ars  Q>nsoni  U  Dissoni,  lib.  ix.  After  having 
been  neglected  above  a  hundred  years,  it  was  agaia 
accidentally  discovered  by  Mr.  Oswald. 
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And  bid  thet«  rttflbg  galM  of  grief  tfohside : 
Bid  my  caimM  soul  iHfh  ftll  thy  tnflaenee  gtaitie  ; 
Ai  yoa  cbatte  orb  aldiig  thit  ample  tide 
Draws  the  long  laitre  i(  ber  silter  line. 
While  the  hush'd  breeee  iti  last  weak  whisper  Uo#^ 
And  lulls  old  Humber  to  bis  deep  repose. 
Gome  to  thy  ToVry's  ardent  prayer. 
In  all  thy  graceful  plainness  drest : 
Mo  knot  confines  thy  waving  hair, 
No  zone,  thy  floating  vest ; 
Unsullied  honour  decks  thioe  open  brow. 
And  candour  brightens  in  thy  modest  eye ; 
Thy  blush  is  warm  cootent*s  ethereal  glow  ; 
Thy  smile  is  peace ;  thy  step  is  liberty : 
Thou  scatter*st  blessings  round  with  lavish  hand. 
As  Spring  with  careless  fragrance  fills  the  land. 
As  now  O'er  this  lone  beach  I  str»y. 
Thy  fav'rite  swain  ^  oft  stole  along. 
And  artless  wove  his  Dorian  lay. 
Far  fiom  the  busy  throng. 
Thou  heard'st  him,  foddesi,  strike  the  tedder  itring. 
And  bad*st  bis  soul  with  bolder  passieos  move : 
Soon  these  responsive  shores  forgot  to  ring, 
With  beauty's  praise,  or  ptaint  of  sKghted  love  ; 
To  loftier  flights  hb  daring  genius  rose, 
And  led  the  war  'gsOast  dune,  and  fraodoin't  Ibei. 
Pointed  with  satire's  keenest  steel. 
The  shafts  of  wit  he  darts  around ; 
£t*n  '  mitred  dulness  learns  to  feel, 
And^hrinks  beneath  the  wound. 
Id  awfol  poverty  his  honest  Muse 
Walks  forth  vindictive  thro^  a  venal  land : 
In  vain  corruption  sheds  her  golden  dews. 
In  vain  oppression  lifts  her  inm  hand ; 
He  scorns  them  both,  and,  arm'd  with  truth  aloiie^ 
Bids  lust  and  fblly  tremble  on  the  throne. 
Behold,  like  him,  immortal  nuud, 
The  Muses'  vestal  fires  I  bring : 
Here,  at  thy  feet,  the  sparks  I  spread : 
Propitious  wave  thy  wing. 
And  fsn  them  to  that  dazslbg  blaze  of  song. 
Which  glares  tremendous  on  the  sons  of  pnde. 
But,  hark,  methioks  1  hear  her  hallewM  topgue  \ 
In  distant  trills  it  echoes  o'er  the  tide ; 
Now  meets  mine  ear  with  warbles  wildly  free, 
As  swells  the  lark's  meridian  eztasy. 

•<  Fond  youth!  to  Marvell's patriot ftuih6, 
ThT  humble  breast  must  nO'er  aspires 
Yet  nourish  stiH  the  lambent  flame; 
Still  strike  thy  blameless  \ftt  t 
Led  by  the  moral  Muse,  securely  rove ; 
And  all  the  vemaj  twetts  ttiy  vacant  youth 
Can  cull  fifom  busy  Fancy's  fairy  grove, 
Oh  hang  their  foliage  round  the  fane  of  Truth : 
To  arts  like  these  devote  thy  tuneful  toil. 
And  meet  ito  frur  reward  in  iyArcy>t  smile. 
«  Tis  he,  my  son,  atone  shaU  cheer 
Thy  sickHimg  soul ;  at  that  sad  hour. 
When  o'er  a  much  -loVd  parenlPt  bi«v 
Thy  duteous  sorrows  shower: 

t  Andrew  MarreNy  bora  at  Eingikoii-opQD-Hull 
i»  the  year  1690. 

ft  See  The  Rehearsal  traasprosed.  and  an  account 
of  the  eefectof  thalsaiifQ,  intheBiofnphia  BriUn- 
aica,  art  MarvelL 


At  thit  sad  hosr,  wbM  Itll  fhy  Bdptt  decline; 
When  pining  Card  l«ads  on  her  pallid  train. 
And  sees  thee,  like  the  weak,  and  widew'd  vfaiey 
Winding  thy  blasted  tendrils  o'er  the  plam. 
At  that  sad  hour  shall  D*Arcy  lead  his  aid, 
And  raise  with  friendship's  arm  thy  drooping  ben^ 
"  This  fragrant  wreath,  the  Muses*  meed. 
That  bloom'd  those  vocal  shades  among. 
Where  never  flatt'ry  dar'd  to  tread. 
Or  interest*s  servile  throng ; 
Receive,  thou  £ivoor'd  son,  at  my  command. 
And  keep,  with  sacred  care,  for  D^Arcy's  brow  : 
Tell  him,  twas  wove  by  my  immortal  band, 
I  breath'd  on  every  flower  a  purer  glow  ; 
Say,  for  thy  sake,  I  send  the  gift  divine 
To  him,  who  calls  tliee  his,  yet  makes  thee  mini**^ 


ODE   riL 

AhI  cease  ftis  Mud  persuasive 

Whk^  when  it flowsftuos ffWnrisUp's Umgae, 

However  weak,  however  vain, 

O'erpowers  beyond  the  Siren^  song : 

Leave  me,  my  friend,  indulgent  go, 

And  let  me  nsose  upon  my  woe. 

Why  lure  me  frem  these  pale  rstrtate? 

Why  rob  me  of  tftese  peasiv»e  sweat*  } 

Can  Mo«ic%  voice,  can  Beauty's  eye^ 

Can  Painting's  gklwing  hand  supply 

A  charas  so  suited  to  nsy  orind. 

As  btowi  this  hollow  gust  ol  wind. 

As  drops  this  little  weeping  riH 

Soft  thikling  down  the  moss-grown  kiH, 
While  thiO*  the  west,  where  sinks  the  crimoixi  day. 
Meek  twilight  slowly  sails,  and  wav«i  htr  hinnera 

Say,  fhmi  affliction's  various  sooiteci 

Do  none  bot  turbid  waters  flow  ? 

And  cannot  fhncy  clear  th«r  ooorse  ? 

For  fisncy  is  the  friend  of  woe. 

Say,  mkf  that  grove,  hi  lore-lOm  state. 

While  yon  poor  ringdove  mourns  her  niate^ 

Is  all,  that  meets  the  shepherd^  ear, 

Inspir'd  by  anf^isb,  and  despair  } 

Ah  !  no ;  fiiir  Fancy  rules  the  song : 

She  swells  her  throat;  she  guides  her  toagmer; 

She  bids  the  wavhig  aspin  spray 

Quiver  in  cadence  to  her  lay ; 

She  bkb  the  fringed  osiers  bow. 

And  rustled  round  the  lake  below*, 
To  suit  the  teoOUr  of  her  gurgling  sigfhs. 
And  sootbherifarobbing  breast  wh!h  solemn  gytaipst* 
thies. 

To  thee,  whose  young  and  polish'd  brov 
The  wrinkling  liand  of  Sorrow  spares ; 
Whose  cheeks,  bestrew'd  with  roaas,  know 
No  channel  for  the  tide  of  tears ; 
To  thee  yon  abbey  dank,  and  lone^ 
Where  ivy  chains  each  mould'ring  stona 
That  nods  o'er  many  a  martyr's  tomb^ 
May  oast  a  formidable  gloom. 
Yet  some  there  are,  who,  fne  from  fear, 
Coukl  wander  thro'  the  cloisters  drear. 
Could  rove  each  desolated  isle, 
Tho*  midnight  thunders  shook  the  pile  ; 
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And  danntlets  tieir,  of  aetm  to  wiew, 
(As  fiuDtly  flaab  the  lightningt  blue) 
Thin  shiT'ring  gbosti  from  yawning  charoels  throng, 
And  glance  with  silent  sweep  the  shaggy  vaults  along. 
But  such  terrific  charms  as  these, 
i  ask  not  yet :  ray  sober  mind 
Tbe  6unter  forms  of  sadness  pleast| 
My  sorrows  are  of  softer  kind. 
Thro*  this  still  valley  let  me  stray. 
Rapt  in  some  strain  of  pensive  Gray : 
Whose  lofty  geoius  bears  along 
Tbe  conscious  dignity  of  song ; 
And,  sconiiof  from  tbe  sacred  store 
To  waste  a  note  on  pride  or  powiar, 
RoTcs  thru'  the  glimmering  twilight  gkooi. 
And  warbles  round  each  rustic  tomb : 
He,  too,  perchance  (for  well  I  know 
His  beait  can  melt  with  friendly  woe) 
He,  too,  perchance,  when  these  poor  limbs  are  laid. 
Will  beave  one  tuneful  sigh,  and  sooth  my  bov'ring 


ODE    riu. 

ON  THE  FATE  OF  TYRANNY, 

This  Ode  is  a  firee  paraphrase  of  part  of  the  14th 
chapter  of  Isaiah,  where  the  prophet,  after  he  has 
foretold  the  destruction  of  Babylon,  solgoins  a 
song  of  triumph,  Which,  he  supposes,  the  Jews 
will  sing  when  his  prediction  is  fulfilled.  *'  And  it 
shall  come  to  pass  in  the  day  that  the  Lord  shall 
give  thee  rest  from  thy  sorrow,  and  from  thy  fear, 
and  firom  the  hard  bondage  wherein  tbon  wast 
made  toserve,  that  thou  shalt  take  op  this  proverb 
against  tbe  king  of  Babylon,  and  say,  <  How  hath 
the  oppressor  ceased/  &o." 

I.  1, 
Oppebssioii  dies :  tbe  tjrrant  fiills  > : 
The  golden  city  bows  her  walls  ! 

Jehovah  breaks  th'  avenger's  rod. 
The  son  of  wrath,  whose  ruthless  band 
Hurled  desolation  o'er  the  land. 
Has  run  his  ragpngrace,  has  clos*d  the  scene  of  blood. 
Chiefs  arm'd  around  behold  their  vanqnish'd  lord; 
Nor  spread  the  guardian  shield,  nor  lift  the  loyal 
sword. 

I.  2. 
He  falls;  and  Earth  again  is  free  9. 
Hark!  at  the  call  of  liberty. 

All  nature  lifts  tbe  choral  song. 
The  fir-trees,  on  the  mountain's  head. 
Rejoice  thro'  all  their  pomp  of  shade; 
The  lordly  cedars  nod  on  sacred  Lebanon : 

•  fTyrant ! "  they  cry, « *  since  thy  fell  force  is  broke. 
Our  prood  heads  pierce  tbe  skies,  nor  fear  the 
woodman's  stroke." 

I.  3. 
Hell,  from  her  gulph  profound  \ 
Rouses  at  thine  approach ;  and,  all  around. 
Her  dreadful  notes  of  preparation  sound. 

>  Isaiah,  ch.  xiv.  vcr.  4,  5,  6. 
«  **  The  whole  Earth  is  at  rest,"  k,c.  ver.  7,  8. 
'  **  Hell,  from  beneath  is  moved  for  thee,"  &c. 
?er.  9.  10,  11. 


$ee,  at  the  awful  call. 
Her  shadowy  heroes  all, 
Ev'n  mighty  kings,  the  heirs  of  empire  wide^ 
Rising,  with  solemu  state,  and  slow. 
From  their  sable  thrones  below. 

Meet,  and  insult  thy  pride. 
What,  dost  thou  join  our  ghostly  tram, 
A  flitting  shadow  light,  and  vain ; 
Where  is  thy  pomp,  thy  festive  throng, 
Thy  revel  dance,  and  wanton  song  } 
Proud  king !  Corruption  fastens  on  thy  breast; 
And  calls  her  crawling  brood,  and  bids  Iheffl  iharw 
thefeaiL 

H.  1. 
«       Oh  Lucifer !  thou  radiant  star  « ; 
j       Son  of  the  mom ;  whose  rosy  car 

Flam'd  foremost  in  the  van  of  day  i 
[        How  art  thou  fall*n,  thou  king  of  light ! 

How  fall'n  firom  thy  meridian  height !    [obey. 
Who  said'st  <*  The  distant  poles  shall  hear  me,  and 
High,  o'er  the  stars,  my  sapphire  throne  shall 
glow,  [bow." 

|And,  as  Jehovah's  self,  my  voice  the  Hear'ns  shall 

n. «. 
t        He  spake,  he  died.    Distain'd  with  gore  \ 
!         Beside  yon  yawning  cavern  hoar. 
See,  where  his  livid  corse  is  laid* 

The  aged  pilgrim  passing  by, 
I        Surveys  him  long  with  dubious  eye ;       [head* 
And  muses  on  his  fate,  and  shakes  his  reverend 
Just  Heav'ns !  is  thus  thy  pride  imperial  gone  >  ' 
Is  this  poor  heap  of  dust  the  king  of  Babykn? 
IL  3. 

Is  this  the  man,  whose  nod  ^ 
Blade  the  Earth  tremble :  whose  terrific  rod 
Levell'd  her  loftiest  cities  ?  Where  he  tiod. 

Famine  pursa'd,  and  frown'd; 

'Till  Nature  groaning  round, 
Saw  her  rich  realms  transfbrm'd  to  deserts  dry; 

While  at  his  crowded  prison's  gate, 

Grasping  the  keys  of  fate. 
Stood  stem  Captivity. 

Vain  man !  behold  thy  righteous  doom; 

Behold  each  neigfab'riog  monarch's  tomb; 

The  trophied  arch,  the  breathing  bust. 

The  laurel  shades  thehr  sacred  dust : 
While  thou,  rile  out-cast,  on  this  hostile  plain, 
Moulder'st,  a  vulgar  corse,  among  the  vulgar  slain. 

HL  1. 
No  trophied  arch,  no  breathmg  bast  ^ 
Shall  dignify  thy  trampled  dust: 

No  laurel  flourish  o'er  thy  grave. 
For  why,  proud  king,  thy  rothless  hand 
Huri'd  desolation  o'er  tbe  land,         [to  sare : 
And  crush'd  the  subject  race,  whom  kings  are  bora 

Eternal  infamy  shall  blast  thy  name. 
And  all  thy  ions  shall  share  their  impious  Other's 
shame. 

*  "  How  art  thoa  fallen  from  Heaven."  &c. 
ver.  12,  13,  14. 

5  "  Yet  thou  shaU  be  brought  down  to  Hell,"  kc 
ver.  15,  16. 

^  **  Is  this  the  man  that  made  the  Earth  to 
tremble,"  &c.  ver.  16,  17,  18,  19. 

''  «  Thou  Shalt  not  be  joined  to  them  in  korial," 
3cc  ver.  SO. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


9ii 


MASONS  P6EMS. 


I  m9. 

Rite,  purple  Blaagbter  ?  furkAu  rise  *; 

XJnfold  the  terrour  of  thioe  ejres ; 
t>art  thy  viudictiTe  sbafta  around : 

Let  no  vtrange  Imnd  a  ibade  afford, 

No  oooquer  d  natioiis  call  them  lord ; 
Nor  let  their  cities  rise  to  curse  the  goodly  groaod.  r 

For  thus  Jehorah  sweara ;  no  name,  no  son. 
No  remnant,  shall  remain  of  haughty  Babylon. 
III.  3. 

Thos  saith  the  rigbteoof  Lord  *: 
«<  My  Vengeance  shall  unsheath  the  flatting  twoid 
O'er  all  thy  realms  my  fury  shall  be  pourHL 

Where  yon  proud  city  stood, 

ril  spread  the  stagnant  flood; 
And  there  the  bittern  in  the  sedge  shall  loifcf 

M  oaning.witb  snlleo  strain : 

While,  sweeping  o*er  the  plaiOy 
Destruction  ends  her  work. 

Yes,  on  mine  holy  mountain*s  bitw, 

I'll  cmsh  this  prmid  Assyrian  Ibe. 

Th'  hrrevocable  word  is  spoke. 

From  Judabt  neck  the  galling  yok« 
Spontaneous  falls,  she  shines  with  wonted  state; 
Thoi  by  mjftrif  1  PMar,  and  what  1  iwear  is  fiite.' 


*  ODE    IX 

TO  Turn 

NAVAL  OFFICEBS  Cff  GREAT-BRITAm. 

FIMVAET  11>1779  V 

LI. 

Htnoi  to  thy  Hell !  tho«  fiend  accnrst. 
Of  Stn*s  incestuous  brood,  the  wont 

Whom  to  pale  Death  tbt  spectre  bore  >: 
'   Detracttoohenoel  tis  l^uth's  oommand  ; 

She  launches,  from  her  seraph  hand, 
The  shaft  that  strikes  thee  to  th>  infernal  shoreir 
'.  Old  England's  genius  leads  her  on 

To  tindkate  his  darling  son, 
Whqpe  £Btr  and  veteran  Ihiiie 

Thy  venomM  tongue  had  dar*d  defile : 

The  goddess  comes,  and  all  the  isle 
peels  the  warm  infloenoe  of  her  heaT'nly  flaOHk 
L  2, 

Bat  chief  in  those,  their  country^  pnde^ 

Oitlain'd,  with  steady  helm,  to  guide 
The  floating  bulwarks  uf  her  l%ign» 

It  glows  with  onrcmittiog  ray. 

Bright  as  the  orb  that  gives  the  day ; 
Corruption  spreads  her  murky  mist  in  vaini 

To  virtue,  valour,  glory  true. 

They  keep  their  radiant  prize  m  view 
Ambition's  sterling  aim ; 

They  know  that  titles,  stars,  and  strings. 

Bestowed  by  khigs  on  slaves  of  kings. 
Are  light  as  air  when  weigh'd  with  honest  feme. 

e  **  Prepare  slaughter  for  his  children,"  ver.  21, 

9  «<  Saith  the  Lord,  I  will  also  make  it  a  posses- 
■onforthe  bittern,''  fccver— 22, 23,24,25,86,27. 

1  Written  immediately  after  the  trialof  admiral 
Keppel,  and  then  printed. 

»  Alludhig  to  the  well-known  allegory  lof  Sin  and 
Death,  in  the  second  book  of  Paradise  loA. 


.     t  1. 
Hireling  eenrtiers,  venal  peen 

View  them  with  fastidious  feown, 
Yet  the  Muse's  smile  is  theirs,  * 

Theirs  her  amaranthiiie  crown. 
Yes,  gallant  train,  on  yonr  unsullied  browi. 
She  sees  the  genuine  Fjiglish  spirit  shine. 
Warm  from  a  heart  where  ancient  honour  glesrv. 
That  scomt  to  bend  the  kneeat  Interest's 
shrine. 
Lo!  at  yonr  poet's  call, 
To  give  prophetk:  fervour  to  his  strsm. 
Forth  from  the  mighty  bosom  of  the  main 

A  giaatt  deity  ascends: 
Down  hit  broad  breast  hit  hoary  honoois  fell ; 

He  wields  the  trident  of  th' Atlantic  vast ; 
An  awfiil  calm  around  hit  pomp  it  east, 

0*er  many  a  league  the  glassy  sleep  eitends. 
He  speaks;   and  distant  thunder,  mnrmarinf 
romid,  r 

In  long-drawD  volley  rolls  a  symphony  pfoloond. 
II. -I. 
Ye  thunders  cease !  the  voice  of  Heav*n 
Enough  proclaims  the  terroors  giv'n 

To  me,  the  spirit  of  the  deep  i 
Tempests  are  mine ;  from  shore  to  shoi« 
I  bid  my  billows  when  to  roar, 
^ne  the  wild  whirlwindt  desolating  twe^ 
But  meek  and  placable  I  come 
To  deprecate  Britannia's  doom. 
And  snatch  her  from  her  fate ; 
Ev'n  from  herself  I  mean  to  save 
My  sister  sovereign  of  the  wave  ; 
A  voice  immoital  never  warns  too  late. 
H.  8.  ' 
Queen  of  the  isles !  with  empire  ^rown^ 
Only  to  spread  feir  fireedom  round. 

Wide  as  my  waves  eoukl  waft  thy  aaoiei^ 
Why  did  thy  cold  reluctant  heart 
Refiise  that  blessing  to  impart. 
Deaf  to  great  Nature's  universal  claim  ? 
Why  rush,  through  my  indignant  tide^ 
To  stain  thy  hands  with  parricide  > 

—Ah,  answer  not  the  strain ! 
Thy  wasted  wealth,  thy  wkkiw's  sighs. 
Thy  half-repentant  embassies 
Bespeak  thy  cause  unblest,  thy  councils  vain. 

IL  3. 
Sister  sovereign  of  the  wave  ! 

Turn  from  this  ill-omeuM  war : 
Turn  to  where  the  truly  brave 
Will  not  blush  thy  wrath- to  bear; 
Swift  on  th'  insulting  Gaol,  thy  native  fbe; 

For  he  is  freedom's,  let  that  wrath  be  huH'd; 
To  his  perfidious  ports  direct  thy  prow. 
Arm  every  bark,  be  every  sail  unfurl'd  ;^    * 

Seize  this  trinrti|ihant  hour. 
When  bright  as  gold  firom  the  refining  flame. 
Flows  the  clear  current  of  thy  Keppel's  fiune. 

Give  to  the  hero's  full  command 
Th'  imperial  en.sigm  of  thy  naval  power  ; 
So  shall  his  own  bold  auspices  prevail. 
Nor  fraud's  insidious  wiles,  nor  envy  pale 
Arrest  the  force  of  his  victorious  band ; 
The  Oaul  subdued,   fraternal  strife  shall 
cease. 
And  firm,  on  freedom's  base,  be  fiit  an  empire*^ 
V    peace. 
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ODE  XL 


TO  THB  HONOURABLE  WILUAM  PITr. 
1783. 

Mitk  Twr)  Sfum^         Pipdar,  kthm.  Ode  9. 

Tis  May^  meiidiaD  reign  |  yet  Eunn  cold 

Forbids  each  shrinking  thorn  its  leaves  uafold. 
Or  bai^  with  silver  buds  her  rural  throne; 
^  primmie  shower  from  her  green  lap  she  tbroirt  >, 
Uo  dai^,  TK>let,  or  cowslip  blows. 
And  Flora  weeps  ber  fragrant  ofl&pringgone. 
Hoar  fro«t  arrests  the  genial  dew  ; 
To  wake,  to  warble,  and  to  woo 

No  linnet  calls  his  drooping  love  : 
Sball  then  the  poet  strike  the  lyre, 
^lien  mote  are  all  the  fba^ber'd  qaire. 
And  nature  foils  to  warn  the  Syrens  of  the  grove ! 
He  dnD :  for  wbat  the  snilen  qning  denies 
Thtt  orient  beam  of  virtuous  youth  supplies  ; 

Tbat  moral  dawn  be  bis  inspiring  flame. 
Beyond  the  dancing  radiance  of  the  £ast 
Tby  glory,  SOD  of  Chatham!  fires  his  breast, 
Andy  proud  to  celebrate  thy  venal  fame, 
ttvfc,  fitmi  his  lyre,  the  stram  ascends, 
Which  but  to  freedom's  fov'nte  frtdids 

That  lyre  disdains  to  sound. 
Hark  and  approve,  as  did  thy  sire  * 
The  lays  which  once  with  kindred  fire 
Hii  Muse  in  Attic  mood,  made  Mooa's  oaks  rebound. 
Long  filent  since,  save  when,  in  Keppel's  name, 
I>etzact2aD,  mnrd'ring  Britain's  naval  fiune, 

Booi*d  into  sounds  of  scorn  th'  indignant  string  ', 
But  now,  replenished  with  a  richer  theme, 
Jbe  vase  of  harmony  shall  poor  its  stream, 
Ikmt'd  by  free  Fancy's  rajnbow-tinctur'd  wing. 
Thy  country  too  shall  hail  the  song,  ^ 
Her  echoing  heart  the  notes  prolong. 
While  they  alone  with  envy  sigh  \ 
Whose  rancour  to  thy  parent  dead 
Afm'd,  ere  his  funeral  rite  were  paid. 
With  vain  vindictive  rage  to  sUrve  his  progeny. 
fnm  Earth  and  these  the  Muse  averts  her  view, 
Td  BBoet  in  yonder  sea  of  ether  blue 

A  beam,  to  which  the  blaze  of  noon  is  palej 
In  purpling  drelcs  now  the  glory  spreads, 
A  koA  of  at^s  now  unveU  their  heads. 
While  Heaven's  own  mu^ic  triumphs  on  the  gale. 
Ah  see,  two  wb  te-rob'd  seraphs  lead 
Thy  fiitber*s  venerable  shade  ; 

He  bends  from  yooder  cloud  of  gold, 
While  th^y.  the  mioi»ters  of  light, 
»       Bear  from  h»  breast  a  mantle  bright,  [enfold, 
iai  with  the  heaVn-wove  robe  thy  yoqtblul  limbs 

*TOs  expression  is  taken  from  MiKon's  song  on 
*iay  Morning,  to  which  this  stanza  in  general 
aUndes,  and  the  4th  verse  in  the  next. 

*  TW  poem  of  Caractacua  was  read  in  MS.  by 
taehte  earl  of  Qiatbam,  who  honoured  it  with  an 
which  the  author  is  here  proud  to 


*  See  Ole  to  the  Karal  Officers  of  Great-Britain. 

*  See  the  motto,  firom  Pindar. 


"  Receive  this  mystic  gift,  my  sen  !»  he  en% 
"  And,  for  so  wills  the  Sov*reign  of  the  skiee. 
With  this  receive,  at  Albion's  anxious  boor, 
A  double  portion  of  ray  patriot  zeal. 
Active  to  spread  the  fire  it  dar'd  to  feel 
Through  raptur'd  senates,  and  with  awfbl  pmrar 
From  the  fuU  fountain  of  the  tongue 
To  roll  the  rapid  tide  along. 

Till  a  whole  nation  caught  the  flame. 
So  on  thy  sire  shall  Heav*o  bestow 
A  blessing  TuUy  fail*d  to  know. 
And  redolent  In  thee  dilfnse  thy  Other's  fiime. 
"  Nor  thou,  ingenuous  boy  I  that  fiime  despise 
Which  lives  and  spreads  abroad  m  Hemr'n's  puit 
cyeSf 
The  last  best  energy  of  noble  mind  9  • 
Revere  thy  fiither*s  shade ;  like  bun  disdaia 
The  tame,  the  timid,  temporising  train. 
Awake  to  self,  to  social  interest  blind : 
Young  as  thou  art,  occasion  calls. 
Thy  country's  scale  or  mounts  or  falls 
As  thou  and  thy  compatriots  strive; 
Scarce  is  the  ftital  moment  past 
That  trembluig  Albion  deemVI  her  last  I 
O  knil  the  union  firm,  and  bid  an  emph«  live. 

"  Proceed,  and  vindicate  fkir  Freedom's  claim, 
Givelifb,  give  8trength,give  substance  to  her  name; 

The  legal  rights  of  man  with  Fkaod  contest, 
Yes,snatch  them  from  Corruption's  baleful  power. 
Who  dares,  in  day's  broad  eye,  those  righls  devour. 
While  prelates  bow,  and  bless  the  harpy  feast. 
If  fbil'd  at  first,  resume  thy  course. 
Rise  strengthened  with  Antaean  force. 

So  shall  thy  toil  in  conquest  end. 
let  others  doat  on  meaner  things. 
On  broider'd  stars,  and  azure  strings. 
To  claim  thy  sovereign's  love,  be  thou  tby  country*! 
friend."  ' 


0  D  E    JI. 

SECULAR. 


NOVEMBES   THB   riPTH,    178S. 

It  is  not  age,  creative  Fancy's  foe. 

Foe  to  the  finer  feelings  of  the  soul. 
Shall  dare  forbid  the  lyric  rapture  flow: 
Scoruiog  its  chill  controul. 
He,  at  the  vernal  morn  of  youth. 
Who  breatb'd  to  liberty  and  truth. 

Fresh  inceose  from  ^i^  votive  lyre, 

In  life's  autumnal  eve,  again 

Shall,  at  their  shrine,  resume  the  strain. 

And  sweep  the  veteran  chords  with  renovated  fiit. 

Warm  to  bis  own,  and  to  his  country's  breast. 

Twice  fifty  brilliant  years  the  theme  have  borne. 
And  each,  through  all  its  varying  seasons,  blest. 
By  that  auspicious  morn, " 
Which  gilding  Nassaa's  patriot  prow. 
Gave  Britain's  anxious  eye  to  know 

The  source  whence  now  her  blessings  spring; 
She  saw  him  from  that  prow  descend. 
And,  in  the  hero,  haii'd  the  friend ; 
A  name,  when  Britain  speaks,  that  dignifies  her  k'mg. 

^  In  allusion  to  a  fine  and  well-known  pasnge  in 
Milton's  Lycidas. 
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Jb  foUna  slate  tlM  led  him  to  the  throne 

Wbeocebigot  Zeal  and  Uwleit  Power  had  fled, 
Wbare  Jiiitioe  fix'd  the  abdicated  crown 
On  his  ▼ictorions  bead. 
Was  there  an  angel  in  the  sky. 
Thai  glow'd  not  with  celestial  joj, 

WlMn  Freedom,  in  her  native  diarros, 
Descended  from  her  throne  of  light, 
On  eagW  pinvies,  to  bless  the  rite,         [arms. 
Reoall'd  bf  Britain^s  voice,  restored  by  Nusau*s 

Since  then,  triumphfint  on  the  car  of  Time, 

The  sister  years  in  gradual  train  have  roird, 
^nd  seen  the  goddess  from  her  sphere  sublime^ 
'  •       The  sacred  page  unfold, 

InscribM  by  her*s  and  Nassau's  bands. 
On  which  the  hallowed  charter  stands, 

That  l»ds  Britanaia*s  sous  be  f^  ; 
And  as  they  passed  each  white-rob'd  year 
Has  fenng  to  her  responsive  sphere. 
Hail  to  the  chartered  rights  of  British  liberty  I 

Still  knider  lift  the  soul-expanding  straiui 

Ye  future  years  I  while,  from  her  starry  throne 
Again  riie  comes  to  magnify  her  reign. 
And  make  the  world  her  own. 
Her  fire  e'en  France  presumes  to  feel^ 
And  half  unsheaths  the  patriot  steel. 

Enough  the  monarch  to  dismay. 
Whoe'er,  with  rebel  pride,  withdraws 
His  own  allegiance  from  the  laws 
That  guard  the  people's  rights,  that  rem  the  iove- 
reign's  sway. 

Hark  $  how  from  either  India's  sultry  bound. 

From  regions  girded  by  the  homing  zone, 

Her  all-attentive  ear,  with  sigh  profound 

Has  heard  the  captive*  moan : 

Has  heard,  and  ardent  in  the  canse 

Of  all,  that  free  by  Nature's  laws, 

The  avarice  of  her  sons  enthralls : 
She  comes,  by  Truth  and  Mercy  led. 
And,  bending  her  benignant  head, 
Thus  on  the  seraph  pair  hi  suppliant  strain  she  calls: 

**  Long  have  I  lent  to  my  Britannia's  hands 

That  Crident  which  controls  the  witling  sea. 
And  bade  her  circulate  to  distant  lands 
Each  bliss  deriv'd  from  me. 
Shall  then  her  commerce  spread  the  sail. 
For  gain  aocnrs'd,  and  court  the  gale. 

Her  throne^  her  sov'reign  to  disgrace ; 
Daring  (what  will  not  conmieroe  dare !} 
Beyond  the  ruthless  waste  of  war. 
To  deal  destruction  round,  and  thus  the  human  race  ? 

**  Proclaim  it  not  before  the  eternal  throne 
.  Of  him,  the  Sira  of  universal  love ; 
But  wait  till  all  my  sons  your  influence  own. 
Ye  envoys  from  above  ! 
O  wait,  at  thb  precarious  hour. 
When  in  the  poodent  scale  of  power 

My  rights  and  nature's  trembling  lie ; 
Do  thou,  sweet  Mercy !  touch  the  beam. 
Till  lightly,  as  the  feather'd  dream, 
Ascends  the  earthly  dross  of  selfish  policy. 

«*  Do  thoo^  fttir  Truth  !  as  did  thy  master  mild, 
Who,  fill'd  with  all  the  power  of  godhead,  came 
To  purtfy  the  souls,  by  guilt  defil'd, 
With  Ihith's  celestial  flame ; 


Ten  them,  tis  Haaren's  benign  decree 
That  all,  of  Christian  libfrty 

The  peace-inspiring  gale  should  breathe. 
May  then  that  nation  hope  to  claim 
The  glory  of  the  Christian  name,         [death  } 
That  loads  fraternal  tribes  vith  bondage  worse  than 

"  Tell  them,  they  vamly  grace,  with  festive  joy. 
The  day  that  ffeed  theip  from  oppresstoo's  rod. 
At  slavery's  mart  who  barter  and  who  buy     • 

The  image  of  their  God. 
,  But  peace! — their  conscience  feels  the  wiongi 
Prom  Britamt  congregated  tongue 
Repentant  breaks  the  choral  lay, 
'  Not  onto  us,  indulgent  Heav'n, 
In  partial  stream  be  freedoin  given,  ^mmjV  " 
But  pour  her  treasures  wide,  and  guard  with  legal 


ELEGIES. 

BLEOY  I. 
TO    A    VOUNO    KOBLBMAN 

LlATtVO  THB  WmmMTtT, 

Eas  yet,  ingenuous  youth,  thy  steptf  rethre 

From  Cam's  smooth  margin,  and  the  peacefrd  vale. 
Where  Science  call'd  thee  to  her  studious  qnife. 

And  met  thee  musing  in  her  cloisters  pale  ,* 
Oh !  let  thy  friend  (and  may  he  boast  the  name) 

Breathe  from  his  artless  i«ed  one  parting  lay  i 
A  lay  like  this  thv  early  virtues  claim. 

And  this  let  voluntary  friendship  pay. 
Yet  know,  the  time  arrives,  the  dangerous  time^ 

When  all  those  virtues,  opening  now  so  fair. 
Transplanted  to  the  world's  tempestuous  clime. 

Must  learn  each  passiun^s  boist'rous  breath  to  bear. 
There,  if  ambition  pestilent  and  pale. 

Or  luxury  should  taint  their  vernal  glow  ; 
If  cold  self-interest,  with  her  chilling  gale. 

Should  blast th' unfolding blossomsere they  Uov; 
If  mimic  hues,  by  art,  or  fiuhion  spread. 

Their  genuine,  simple  colouring  should  supply, 
Oh  1  with  them  may  these  laureate  honours  fade; 

And  with  then  (if  it  can)  my  friendship  die. 
Then  do  not  blame,  if,  tho*  tb3rself  inspire. 

Cautious  I  strike  the  panegyric  stringy 
The  Muse  full  oft  pursues  a  meteor  tire. 

And,  vainly  vent'rons,  soars  on  waxen  wbg; 
Too  actively  awake  at  friendship's  voice. 

The  poet^  bosom  poors  the  fervent  stram. 
Till  sad  refleetion  blames  the  hasty  ehoice, 

And  oft  invokes  ohIivioo'S  aid  in  vain. 
Call  we  the  shade  of  Pope,  firom  that  Uest  bower 

Where  thron'd  hesits,  with  many  a  tunefril  sage ; 
Ask,  if  he  ne'er  bemoans  that  hapless  hour 

When  St.  John's  name  ^  illumin'd  glory's  page  } 
Ask,  if  the  wretch,  who  dar'd  his  mem'ry  stain. 

Ask,  if  his  country's,  his  religion's  foe 
Deserv'd  the  meed  that  Marlbro'  foil*d  to  gain. 

The  deathless  meed  he  only  oould  bestow? 

I  Alluding  to  this  ootmlet  of  Mr.  Pope's, 
To  Cato  Virgil  paid  one  honest  line, 
O  let  my  country's  frk^  illumine 
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The  Uid  will  tell  thee,  the  mifru^^  pnuse 

Clouds  the  oelettial  funshine  of  his  biesst; 
Ev'n  DOW  repenUDt  of  his  erring  lays. 

He  beaTes  a  sigh  amid  the  realms  of  rest 
If  Pope  thro'  frieodthip&ird,  indignant  new. 

Yet  pity,  Dryden;  bark,  whene'er  he  sings. 
How  adulation  drops  her  courtly  dew 

On  titled  rhyoiers,  and  inglonons  kings. 
See,  from  the  depths  of  his  exhaostless  mme, 

Hisglittehngstores  the  tuneful  spendthrift  throws; 
Where  fesu-,  or  interest  bids,  behold  they  shine , 

Now  grace  a  Oromwell's,  now  a  Charles's  brows. 
Bom  with  too  generous,  or  too  mean  a  heart, 

Dryden  *  m  vain  to  thee  those  stores  were  lent : 
Hiy  sweetest  numbers  but  a  trifliiig  art ; 

Tby  strongest  diction  idly  ekx)uent. 
The  simplest  lyre,  if  truth  directs  its  lays. 

Warbles  a  melody  ne^er  heard  from  thine : 
Not  to  disgust  with  false,  or  renal  praise, 

Was  Pmniell's  modest  fame,  and  may  be  mine. 
Go  then,  my  friend,  nor  let  thy  candid  breast 

Condemn  me,  if  I  check  the  plausire  string; 
Qo  to  the  ifay  ward  world ;  complete  the  rest ; 

Be,  what  the  purest  Muse  would  wish  to  sing. 
Be  still  thyself ;  that  open  path  of  truth. 

Which  led  thee  here,  let  manhood  firm  pursue ; 
Betain  the  sweet  simplicity  of  youth, 

And,  all  thy  virtue  dictates,  dare  to  do 
Still  soom,  with  conscious  pride,  the  mask  of  art; 

On  nc%*B  front  let  fearful  caution  lower. 
And  teach  the  diffident,  discreeter  part 

Of  knaves  that  pkit,  and  fools  that  fawn  for  power, 
3o,  round  thy  brow  when  age's  honours  spread. 

When  Death's  coM  hand  unstrings  thy  Mason's 
When  the  green  turf  lies  lightly  on  his  head,  [lyre, 

Tby  worth  shall  some  superior  bard  inspire : 
He,  to  the  amplest  bounds  of  time's  domain. 

On  rapture's  plume  shall  give  thy  name  to  fly  ; 
^or  trust,  with  reverence  trust  this  Sabine  strain : 

"  The  Muse  forbids  the  virtuous  man  to  die  K 


B  LEO  Y   11. 

wirrriN  ih  ths 

QARPEN  OF   A    FRIEND; 

In  1758. ' 

Waits  o^er  n^  head  this  laurel-woven  bower 

Its  arch  of  glittering  verdure  wildly  flings, 
Gui  fimcy  slumber  ^  can  the  tuneful  power. 

That  rules  my  lyre,  neglect  her  wonted  strings  ? 
No ;  if  the  hiighting  Bast  deform'd  the  plain. 

If  this  gsay  bank  no  balmy  sweeU  exhal'd, 
ftiU  ihoold  the  grove  re-^ho  to  my  strain,  [fiiil'd. 

And  firieadkhip  prompt  the  theme,  where  beauty 
Bar  he»  wtboie  carelcas  art  this  foliage  drett, 

Who  bade  these  twisting  braids  of  woodbine  bend. 
He  fifit,  with  troth  and  virtue,  taught  my  breast 

Whav«  belt  to  chnse,  and  best  to  fix  a  fnend. 


— Dignum  laude  vimai 
M  on  tctal  moiL 


Horptce. 


How  well  does  mem'ry  note  the  goIdei»  day. 

What  time,  reclined  in  Marg'reu  studious  glade. 
My  mimic  reed  first  tun*d  the  Dorian  Uy  S 

**  Unseen,  unheard,  beneath  an  hawthorn  shade?" 
Twas  there  we  met ;  the  Muses  hail'd  the  hour; 

The  same  desires,  the  same  ingenuous  arts 
Inspir'd  us  both ;  we  own»d,  and  blest  the  power 

That  joio'd  at  once  our  studies,  and  our  hearts. 
Oh !  since  those  days,  when  science  spread  the  feast. 

When  emulative  youth  its  relish  lent. 
Say,  has  one  g^uine  joy  e'er  warm'd  my  breast } 

Enough ;  if  joy  was  bis,  be  mine  content. 
To  thirst  for  praise  his  temperate  youth  forbore  ; 

He  fondly  wish'd  not  for  a  poet's  name; 
Much  did  he  love  the  Muse,  but  quiet  more. 

And,  tho'  he  might  command,  he  slighted  fome. 
Hither,  in  maohocNps  prime,  he  wisely  fled 

From  all  that  folly,  all  that  pride  approves; 
To  this  suft  scene  a  tender  partner  led ; 

This  laurel  shade  was  witness  to  their  loves. 
"  Begone.'  he  cry'd,  "  ambition's  air-drawn  plan; 

Hence  with  perplexing  pomp,  unwieldy  wealth : 
Let  me  not  seem,  but  be  the  happy  man, 

Potest  of  love,  of  competence,  and  health." 
Smiling  he  spake,  nor  di*the  fetes  withstand  ; 

In  rural  arts  the  peaceful  moments  flew : 
Say,  lovely  lawn !  that  felt  his  forming  hand, 

How  soon  thy  surfece  shone  with  verdure  new  ; 
How  soon  obedient  Flora  brought  her  store. 

And  o'er  thy  breast  a  shower  of  fragrance  flung: 
Vertumnus  came ;  his  earliest  blooms  he  bore. 

And  thy  rich  sides  with  waving  purple  hung : 
Then  to  the  sight,  he  call'd  yon  stately  spire. 

He  pierc'd  th'  opposing  oak's  luxuriant  shude  ; 
Bade  yonder  crowding  hawthorns  low  retire. 

Nor  veil  the  glories  of  the  golden  mead. 
Hail,  sylvan  wonders,  hail !  and  hail  the  band. 

Whose  native  taste  thy  native  charms  displayed. 
And  taught  one  little  acre  to  command 

Each  envied  happiness  of  scene,  and  shade. 
Is  there  a  hill,  whose  distant  azure  bounds 

The  ample  range  of  Scarsdale  s  proud  domain, 
A  mountain  hoar,  that  yon  wild  peak  surrounds. 

But  lends  a  willing  beauty  to  thy  plain  } 
And,  lo !  in  yonder  path  I  spy  my  friend ; 

He  looks  the  guardian  genius  of  the  grove. 
Mild  as  the  fabled  form  that  whilom  deign'd  «, 

At  Milton's  call,  in  Harefielu's  haunU  to  rove. 
Blest  spirit,  come  !  tho'  pent  in  mortal  mould. 

Ml  yet  invoke  thee  by  that  purer  name ; 
Oh  come,  a  portion  of  thy  bliss  unfold. 

From  folly's  maze  my  wayward  step  reclaim. 
Too  long,  alas,  my  inexperienc'd  youth. 

Misled  by  flattering  Fortune's  specious  tale. 
Has  left  the  rural  reign  of  peace,  and  truth,  [vale. 

The  huddling  brook,  cool  cave,  and  whispering 
Won  to  the  world,  a  candidate  for  praise. 

Yet,  let  me  boast,  by  no  ignoble  art. 
Too  oft  the  public  ear  has  heaid  my  lays. 

Too  much  iu  vain  applause  has  touch'd  my  beart| 

>  Musanis,  the  first  poem  in  this  collection,  writ- 
ten  while  the  author  was  a  scholar  of  St  John's 
College  in  Cambridge. 

«  See  the  description  of  the  Genius  of  the  Wood, 
in  Milton's  Arcades.  ^^ 

For  know,  by  lot,  fVom  Jove,  I  am  the  power 
Of  this  fair  wood,  and  live  m  oaken  bower ; 
To  nurse  the  saplings  tall,  and  cnrl  the  grove 
With  ringlets  quamt,  Jjc.^  ,^  GoOglC 
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But  now,  ere  cnstom  btndB  liis  frnwerftil  chamt, 

ComCy  from  the  base  encbaoter  set  me  free ; 
While  yet  my  soul  its  first,  best  taste  retain?. 

Recall  that  soul  to  reason,  peace,  and  thee. 
Taacl^  me,  like  thee,  to  muse  on  nature's  page, 

To  mark  each  wonder  in  creation's  plan, 
£ach  mode  of  being  trace,  and,  humbly  sage, 

Deduce  from  Uiese  the  genuine  powers  of  man ; 
Of  man,  white  warmM  with  reason's  purer  ray. 

No  tool  of  policy,  no  dupe  to  pride ; 
Before  vain  science  led  his  taste  astray  ; 

When  conscience  was  his  law,  and  God  his  guide. 
This  let  me  learn,  and  learning  let  me  live 

The  lesson  o*er.    From  that  great  guide  of  tnth 
Oh  may  my  suppliant  soul  the  boon  receive, 

To  trtad  thro'  age  the  footsteps  of  thy  youth. 


ELEGY  niK 

TO  THE  REV.  Mr.  HURD. 

Written  in  1759. 

FtiiND  of  my  youth,  who,  when  the  willing  Muse 

Stream'd  o'er  my  breast  her  warm  poetic  rays, 
Saw'fit  the  fresh  seeds  their  vital  powers  diffuse, 

And  fed'st  them  with  the  fost'ring  dew  o^  praise ! 
Whatever  the  produce  of  th'  unthrifty  soil. 

The  leaves,  the  flowen,  the  fmits,  to  thee  belong : 
The  labourer  earns  the  wages  of  his  toil ; 

Who  fbrm'ii  the  poet,  well  may  claim  the  song. 
Yes,  'tis  my  pride  to  own,  that  taught  by  thee 

My  conscious  soul  superior  flights  essay'd ; 
Learnt  from  thy  lore  the  poet's  dignity. 

And  spum'd  the  hirelings  of  the  rhymmg  trsde. 
Say,  scenes  of  science,  say,  thou  haunted  stream  ! 

(For  oft  my  Muse-led  steps  did'st  thou  behold) 
How  on  thy  banks  I  rifled  every  theme. 

That  &ncy  fabled  in  her  age  of  gold. 
How  oft  1  cry'd,  «*  Oh  come,  thou  tragic  queen  f 

March  from  thy  Greece  with  firm  majestic  tread ! 
Such  as  when  Athens  saw  thee  fill  her  scene. 

When  Sophocles  thy  choral  graces  led : 
Saw  thy  proud  pall  its  purple  length  devolve ; 

Saw  thee  uplift  thie  glitt'ring  dagger  high ; 
Ponder  with  fixed  brow  thy  deep  resolve. 

Prepared  to  strike,  to  triumph,  and  to  die. 
'  Bring  then  to  Britain's  plain  that  choral  throng ; 

Display  thy  buskin'd  pomp,  thy  golden  lyre  ^ 
€^e  her  historic  forqu  the  soul  of  song. 

And  mingle  Attic  art  with  Sliakespear^s  fire.** 
"  Ah,  what,  fond  boy,  dost  thou  presume  to  claim?" 

The  Muse  rcply'd :  *'  mistaken  suppliant,  know, 
To  light  in  Sbakespeai^s  breast  the  dazzling  flame 

Exhausted  all  Parnassus  could  bestow. 
True ;  art  remains ;  and,  if  from  his  bright  page 

Thy  mimic  power  one  vivid  beam  can  seize. 
Proceed  ;  and  in  that  best  of  tasks  en^ge. 

Which  tends  at  once  to  profit,  and  to  please." 
She  spake;   and  Harewood's  towers  spontaneous 
rose; 

Soft  virgin  warblings  ecbo'd  thro*  the  grove  ; 
And  fahr  Elfnda  pour'd  forth  all  ^r  woes. 

The  hapless  pattern  of  coqpubial  love. 

>  This  Elegy  was  prefixt  to  the  former  editk»BOf 
Caractacus  as  dedicatory  of  that  pd^. 


More  awful  scenes  old  Blona  next  dkplay'd ; 

Her  caverns  gkxnn'd,  her  forests  wav'd  on  high. 
While  flam'd  within  their  cooseprated  shade 

Thifi  genius  stem  of  British  liberty. 
And  see,  my  Hurd  !  to  thee  those  scenes  contign'd ; 

Oh !   take  and  stamp  them  with  thy  booour'd 
name. 
Around  the  page  be  friendship's  chaplet  twra'd  | 

And,  if  they  find  the  road  to  honest  fame. 
Perchance  the  candour  of  some  nobler  age 

May  praise  the  bard,  who  bade  gay  foUy  bear 
Her  cheap  applauses  to  the  busy  stage  \ 

And  leave  him  pensive  virtue's  silwit  tear : 
Chose  too  to  consecrate  his  fov'rite  strain 

To  him  who,  grac'd  by  ev'ry  liberal  art 
That  best  might  shine  among  the  lesm'd  trmn. 

Yet  more  exceli'd  in  OMwals  and  in  heart : 
Whose  equal  mind  could  see  vara  ForUine  shower 

Her  flimsy  favours  on  the  fawning  crew. 
While,  in  low  Thurcaston's  sequestered  bowery 

She  fixt  him  distant  from  promoUoo's  view  ; 
Yet,  shelter'd  there  by  calm  contentnenf  a  wini^, 

Pleas'd  he  could  smile,  and  with  sage  Heokcr'aeyey 
"  See  from  bis  mother  earth  God's  MessingB  spfiog;^ 

And  eat  his  bread  in  peace  «iid  privacy  K** 
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ELEGY  ir. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  LADY. 

fVriUen  m  1760. 

Tbb  midnight  clock  has  toll'd  ;  and  hark,  tba  bell 

Of  death  beats  slow !  heard  ye  the  note  profound^ 
It  pauses  now ;  and  now,  with  rising  knell. 

Flings  to  the' hollow  gale  its  sullen  sound. 
Yes*  *  *U  dead.     Attend  the  strain. 

Daughters  of  Albion  ?  Ye  that,  light  as  air. 
So  oft  have  tript  in  her  fantastic  tram,'' 

With  hearts  as  gay  and  fooes  half  as  foir : 
For  she  was  foir  b^ond  your  brightest  bloomy 

(This  envy  owns,  since  now  her  bloom  is  fled) 
Fair  as  the  forms,  that,  wove  In  fancjr's  loom. 

Float  in  light  vision  round  the  poet's  bead. 
Whene'er  with  soft  serenity  she  smil'd. 

Or  caught  the  orient  blush  of  quick  surprisey 
How  sweetly  mutable,  how  brightly  wild. 

The  liquid  lustrtf  dari^  from  her  eyes  ? 
Each  look,  each  motion  wak'd  a  new-boru  grace. 

That  o'er  her  form  its  transient  glory  cast : 
Some  lovelier  wonder  soon  usurp'd  the  place,* 

Chas'd  by  a  chann  still  lovelier  than  the  last. 
That  bell  again  !  it  tells  us  what  she  is : 

On  what  she  was  no  more  the  strain  prolong : 
Luxuriant  iaiicy,  pause :  an  hour  like  thb 

Demands  the  tribute  of  a  serious  song, 

^  Nil.eqjuidem  feci  (tn  sets  hoc  ipse)  theatrts ; 
Musa  nee  in  piaosns  ambitiosa  mea  esu 
Ovid.  Trist  lib.  v.  el.  vil  23. 

^  Verbathn  from  a  letter  of  Hooker's  to  arch- 
bishop Whitgift,  "  But  my  kird,  I  shall  never  be 
able  to  finish  what  I  have  begun,"  [viz.  his  im- 
mortal IVsatise  on  Ecclesiastioal  Polity]  **  unless 
1  be  removed  iifto  some  quiet  country  parsonage, 
where  I  may  see  God's  blessings  spring  out  of  ray 
mother  earth,  and  eat  my  own  bread  in  peafoe  and 
privacy.**  See  his  life  in  the  fiiographia  Britan* 
nica. 
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Marii  duM  it  from  that  fable  bier, 

Wbere  ooid  mad  wan  the  tlumberer  rests  her  head; 
la  itiU  flsall  whispen  to  reflectioa*8  ear, 

She  breathes  the  solemii  dictates  of  the  dead. 
Oh  cirtch  tl^  awfol  Doten,  and  lift  them  loud  ; 

Prodatm  the  theme,  by  sage,  by  fool  rever'd  : 
Bear  it,  ye  ywxag,  ye  rain,  ye  great,  ye  prood  ! 

Tn  Nature  8peak9,  and  Nature  wiU  be  heard. 
Yes,  ye  shall  heart  Md  tremble  as  ye  hear. 

While,  high  with  health,  yuur  hearts  exulting  leap; 
Er'a  in  the  midst  of  pleasure's  mad  career. 

The  meolal  moaicor  shall  wake  and  weep. 
For  say,  than  *  *  **t  propitious  star. 

What  bngfacer  planet  on  your  births  arose : 
Or  gave  of  Fortune's  gifts  an  ampler  share, 

la  life  to  laTish,  or  by  death  to  lose  I 
Esrif  to  lose ;  while,  bom  on  busy  wing. 

Ye  sip  the  nectar  of  earh  Tarying  bloom : 
Kor  fear,  while  basking  in  the  beams  of  spring, 

The  wintry  ti»nm  that  sweeps  yii  to  the  tomb. 
Tliok  cf  her  fate !  revere  the  heavenly  hand 

That  led  her  beoee,  though  soon,  by  stepssoslow: 
long  at  her  conch  I>eath  took  his  patient  stand. 

And  aenacM  oft,  and  oft  withheld  the  blow : 
To  ghre  reiectioa  time,  with  lenient  art. 

Each  fond  delusioa  from  her  soul  to  steal ; 
Teach  her  from  lolly  peaceably  to  part. 

And  wean  her  from  a  world  she  loT'd  so  well 
Ssy,  sre  ye  sure  bis  mercy  shall  extend 

To  yon  so  long  a  span  ?  Alas,  ye  sigh: 
Ihke  then,  while  yet  ye  may,  your  God  your  fiiend. 

And  learn  with  equal  ease  to  sleep  or  die ! 
Nor  think  the  Muse,  whose  sober  Toice  ye  hear, 

Goatracts  with  bigot  frown  her  sullen  orow ; 
Cttts  roond  religioo's  orb  the  misto  of  fear,    [glow. 

Or  shades  with  hdrrours,  what  with  smiles  should 
No;  ihs  would  warm  yuu  with  seraphic  fire, 

Bein  as  ye  are  <^  Heave's  eternal  day ; 
Would  bid  you  boldly  to  that  Heav'n  aspire, 

Not  ank  and  slumber  in  your  cells  of  clay. 
Kosf,  ye  were  fbrm'd  to  range  yon  azure  field, 

b  yia  ethereal  founts  of  bliss  to  lave  : 
fiKct  then,  secure  in  faith's  protecting  shield. 

The  sting  from  Death,  the  vict*ry  from  the  grave, 
b  tkis  the  bigot's  r«nt  ?  Away  ye  vain, 

Toar  hopes,  your  fears,  in  doubt,  in  dutness  steep: 
Go  sooth  your  souls  in  sickness',  grief  or  pain. 

With  the  sad  solace  of  eternal  sleep  '. 
Tct  wiU  I  praise  you,  triflen  as  ye  are, 

Moic  thim  those  prea<chers  of  your  fov'rite  creed. 
Who  proudly  swell  the  brazen  throat  of  war, 

Whofions  the  phalanx,  bid  the  battte  bleed; 


^  fa  a  hook  of  French  verses,  entitled  Oeuvres  du 
Admophe.da  smb  Sooci,  and  lately  reprinted  at 
Mia  by  authority,  under  the  title  of  Poesies  Di- 
*«iM,  may  be  iboad  an  epistle  to  marshal  Keith, 
vrittsa  pvoinsedty  against  the  immortality  of  the 
NsL    Bt  way  of  ^admen  of  the  whole,  take  the 


Ih  Pavenir,  cher  Kdth,  jngeont  par  le  pimk :. 
Omna  avaot  que  je  nnse  il  n'avoit  point  pens^, 
DtBeme,  apres^m^  mort,  quand  toutesmes  partes 
^  la  cofTuplioo  seront  aoeanties, 
^ar  aa  meme  destio  il  ne  pensera  plus  ;  [&c. 
Nob,  ocn  n*est  plus  certain,  soyoos-en  coovaincu. 
It  istothia  epistle,  that  the  rest  of  the  degy  alludes. 
VouXVllL 


Nor  wish  for  more :  who  conquer,  but  to  ^le. 

Hear,  Folly,  hear  ;  and  triumph  in  the  tale : 
Like  you,  they  reason ;  not,  like  you,  enjoy 

The  breeze  of  bliss,  that  fills  your  silken  sail  r 
On  pleasure's  giitt'ring  stream  ye  gayly  steer 

Your  little  course  to  cold  oblivion's  shore  :  [year. 
They  dare  the  storm,  and,  through  th'  inclement 

Stem  the  rough  surge,  and  brave  the  torrent's  roar. 
Is  it  for  glory  ?  that  Just  Fate  denies. 

Long  must  the  warrior  moulder  in  his  shroud, 
Ere  from  her  trump  the  heav'n-breath'd  accenurisa^ 

That  lift  the  hero  from  the  fighting  crowd. 
Is  it  his  grasp  of  empire  to  extend  } 

To  curb  the  fury  of  insulting  foes  ? 
Ambition,  cease  :  the  idle  contest  end  :     . 

'lis  but  a  khngdom  thou  canst  win  or  lose. 
And  why  must  murder'd  myriads  lose  thdr  all, 

(If  life  be  all)  why  desolation  lour. 
With  famish  d  frown,  on  this  affrighted  ball. 

That  thou  may'st  flame  the  meteor  of  an  hour  } 
Go  wiser  ye,  that  flutter  life  away, 

Crown  with  the  mantling  juice  the  goblet  high  ; 
Weave  the  light  dance,  with  festive  freedom  gay^ 

And  live  your  moment,  since  the  next  ye  die. 
Yet  know,  vain  scepticks,  know,  th'  Almighty  mind. 

Who  breath'd  on  man  a  porUon  of  bis  fire. 
Bade  his  free  soul,  by  earth  nor  time  coiifin'd 

To  Heav'o,  to  immortality  aspire. 
Nor  shall  the  pile  of  hope,  his  mercy  rear'd. 

By  vain  philosophy  he  e'er  destroy'd: 
Eternity,  by  all  or  wii.h'd  or  fear'd. 

Shall  be  by  all  or  sufier'd  or  enjoy'd.  ' 


EPITAPHS. 


ON  MRS.  MASON, 

IM  TUB   CATHSOSAL  OP  BtlSTOt. 

Taks,  holy  earth  !  all  that  my  soul  holds  dear : 

Take  that  best  gift  which  Heav'n  so  lately  gava: 
To  Bristol'K  fount  I  bore  with  trembling  care 

Her  faded  form ;  she  bow'd  to  taste  the  wave. 
And  died.     Does  youth,  does  beauty,  read  the  line  ? 

Does  sympathetic  fear  thdr  breasts  alarm  ? 
Speak,  dead  Maria !  breathe  a  strain  divine : 

Ev'n  firom  the  grave  thou  shalt  have  power  to 
charm. 
Bid  them  be  chaste,  be  iniK>cent,  like  thee ; 

Bid  them  in  duty's  sphere  as  meekly  move  ; 
And  if  so  fair,  firom  vanity  as  free ; 

As  firm  in  friendship,  and  as  food  in  lova. 
Tell  them,  tho'  'tis  an  awful  thing  to  die, 

CTwas  ev'n  to  thee)  yet  the  dread  pi^  onottrod; 
Heav'n  lifts  its  everiastmg  portals  high. 

And  bids  **  the  pure  m  heart  behold  tbdr  God.** 


OK  MiSS  DRUMMOND, 

tir  TMl  CBOBOI  OP  BBODSWOBTK,  TOBKSItllB. 

Hbbs  sleeps  What  once  was  beauty,  once  was  grace; 

Grace,  that  with  tenderness  ami  sense  coaibin*d 
To  fbrm  that  barmonx  of  kmI  ^^d  hce. 

Where  beauty  shines  the  mirror  of  the  mind. 
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MASON'S  POEMS. 


Sach  was  the  maid,  thai  in  Ihe  mora  of  youth, 

III  virgin  innocence,  in  nature's  pride, 
Blest  with  each  art  that  owes  its  charm  to  truth. 

Sunk  in  her  father's  fond  embrace,  and  died. 
He  weeps :  Oh  venerate  the  holy  t^ : 

Faith  lends  her  aid  to  ease  affliction's  load ; 
The  parent  mourns  his  child  upon  her  bier. 

The  christian  yields  an  angel  to  his  God. 


OM  JO^  DEALTRY,  M,  D, 

IN  TRk   CATHftDtAL   OP  TOtK. 

Herk  o^er  the  tomb,  where  Dealtry's  ashei  rfeep, 

See  Health  ' ,  in  embkatatjc  angoidh  weep ! 

She  dropa  her  faded  wreath ;  <*  No  more*'  she  cries, 

"  I^t  languid  mortals,  with  beseeching  ejres, 

Implore  oiy  feeble  aid :  It  feil'd  to  save 

If jr  own  and  nature's  guardian  finom  the  grave." 


Oif  MRS.  TATTON, 

Vt  TRS   CHUftCM  OP  WITRBMtttAW  tV  CRBS&IBS. 

Ip  e'er  on  Earth  true  happiness  were  (bund 

Twap  thine,  blest  shade  1  that  happiness  to  prov« ; 
A  father's  fondest  wish  thy  duty  crown'd. 

Thy  softer  virtues  Sxt  a  hu^Mmd's  love. 
Ah  !  when  he  led  thee  to  the  nuptial  fime. 

How  smil'd  the  morning  with  auspicious  rays ; 
How  triumph'd  youth,  aod  beauty,  m  thy  traiu. 

And  flatt'ring  health  that  promis'd  length  of  days  I 
Heav'n  join'd  your  beaits.    Three  pledges  of  your 
joy 

Were  giv'n,  m  thrice  ibe  years  revolving  round — 
Here,  reaider  f  {iause  ;  and  own,  with  pitying  eye. 

That  *'  not  on  Earth  true  happiness  is  found." 


€N  MR,  ORAT, 


IH  WSSTMnCSTEm  ABBET. 


No  move  the  Oiecian  Muse  nnrivall'd  refgos. 
To  Britain  kt  the  nations  homage  pay; 

She  felt  s  Hoaer's  fire  in  MiHon's  strains  •, 
A  Pindar's  rapture  from  the  lyre  of  Gray. 

^  This  inscription  alludes  to  the  design  of  the 
sculpture,  which  is  a  ^gure  of  Health,  with  her 
antient  hnigma,  in  alto  relievo,  drq>plng  a  chaplet 
on  the  side  of  a  monumental  urn. 

*  The  cenotaph  is  placed  immediaftely  under  that 
of  Milton,  and  represents,  hi  alto  relievo,  a  female 
figure  whh  a  lyre,  as  emblematical  of  the  higher 
kinds  of  poetry,  pointing  with  one  hand  to  the  bust 
above,  and  supporting  with  the  other  a  medallion, 
on  which  is  a  profile  head  inscribed,  "  Thomas 
Gray."  On  the  plinth  is  the  following  date;  "  He 
died  July  31,  1771."   ^ 

The  sculpture  was  executed  by  that  eminent 
artist  Mr.  Bacon,  in  Newman-street,  at  the  joint 
expense  of  Dr.  James  Browne,  master  of  Pembroke 
College,  Cambridge ;  Richard  Stonbewer,  esquire, 
auditor  of  excise ;  aiod  the  oSthoc 


INSCRlPnON  OK  A  PEDEtTAh 

HEAR  AN  OAK  AT  IfUMfillAJC  HI  OXPOBBSHnB, 

DEDICATED    TO    THE    WBMOKT    OP    WTLLIAM  Vini' 
HEAD,  ESQ.    POST  LAUEBAT. 

Haecoubt  and  friendship  this  memorial  rsise, 
-  Neartotheoakwliere  WbsteifeBdefticeUB^i 
While  all  that  nature  rob'd  by  art  ai^htys, 

Sooth'd  with  congenilil  charms  his  polishMimol 
Let  fashion's  vot'ries,  let  the  tons  of  Are, 

The  genius  of  that  modest  bard  despoe ; 
Who  bade  discretioa  regulate  his  lyre. 

Studious  to  please,  yet  scorning  to  suipniew 
Enough  for  him,  if  thoee  who  shar'd  bb  tore 

Through  life,  who^virtne  more  ^an  verse  rewre, 
Here  pensive  pause,  when  circling  round  the  giv*e, 

And  drop  tbe  heart-paid  tribute  of  a  lear. 


HYMN  FOR  YORK  CATHEDRAL 

Agaiw  the  day  returos  of  holy  rest. 
Which,  when  he  OMde  the  woHd,  Jehovah  IM; 
When,  like  his  own,  be  bade  our  labont  tea* 
And  all  be  piety,  and  all  be  peace. 
While  impious  men  despise  thy  sage  decree^ 
From  vain  deceit,  and  f^lse  pihilosi^y : 
Let  us  its  wisdom  own,  its  blessings  feel. 
Receive  with  gratitude,  perform  with  zaL 
Let  us  devote  this  consecrated  day. 
To  learn  his  will,  and  all  we  learn  obey: 
In  pure  religion's  hallow'd  duties  share. 
And  join  in  penitence  and  join  ia  prayer. 
So  shall  the  God  of  mercy,  pleas^,  receive 
That  only  tribute  siaa  has  pow*r  to  give; 
So  shall  he  hear,  while  fervently  ve  raise 
Our  choral  harmony  io  hjmnia  itpnm» 
Father  of  Heav'n !  in  whom  our  hopes  cw*^*^^ 
A^Tiose  powV  defends  us.  and  whose  precepts  gw«« 
In  life  our  guardian,  and  in  death  our  friend, 
Glory  supreme  be  thine  till  time  shalt  end. 


DRAMATIC 
P  O  £  M  & 

ELFRIDA: 


FhsipMUked  mth€Year  ItSL 


WtLirm   OH  THE    MODEL    OP  Tffl 
TtASEDr. 


*^*  These  Letters  were  prefixed  in  the  fornaer 
edHkms  of  this  poem. 


LETTER  I. 


Aiti^ 


I  WAS  aware,  wben  I  •ant  you  "TP**^^  t» 
would  be  liable  to  the  very  oti«ctions  J^^^^^Zk- 
it    YiBtpertiaps«iey*riUhcobpiil***»y*""^ 
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fu6on,  wlieii  I  bave  laid  before  yon  (as  rodeed  I 
oafbt  to  ha^edone  at  first)  the  original  idea  which 
led  me  to  choose  such  a  sabject,  and  to  excuse  it  in 
•o  peculiar  a  maoner. 

Had  I  intended  to  give  an  exact  copy  of  the  an- 
cient drama,  your  objections  to  th«  present  poem 
would  be  unanswerable.  But  my  design  was  much 
less  confined.  1  meant  only  to  pursue  the  ancient 
method,  to  far  as  it  is  probable  a  Greek  poet,  were 
he  alire,  would  now  do,  in  order  to  adapt  himself 
to  the  genius  of  our  times,  and  the  character  of  our 
tragedy.  According  to  this  notion,  every  thing  was 
to  be  allowed  to  the  present  taste,  which  nature  and 
Aristotle  could  possibly  dispense  with ;  and  nothing 
of  intrigue  or  refinement  was  to  be  admitted,  at 
which  anttent  judgment  could  reasonably  take  of- 
fence. Good  sense,  as  well  as  antiquity,  pre?»cribed 
an  adherence  to  the  three  g^reat  uiiities;  these, 
therefore,  were  strictly  observed.  But  on  the 
ether  hand,  to  follow  the  modem  masters  in  those 
Inspects  wherein  they  had  not  so  faultily  deviated 
from  tbenr  predecessors,  a  story  was  chosen,  in 
which  the  tender  rather  than  the  noble  passions 
were  predominant,  and  in  which  even  love  had  the 
principal  share.  Characters  too  were  drawn  as 
■early  approachmg  to  private  ones,  as  tragic  dig- 
nity would  permit;  and  affections  raised  rather 
from  the  impulse  of  common  humanity,  than  the 
distresses  of  royalty  and  the  fote  of  kingdoms.  Be- 
sides th'is,  for  the  sake  of  natural  emhellishmpnt, 
and  to  reconcile  mere  modem  readers  to  that  sim- 
plicity of  fable,  in  which  1  thought  it  necessary  to 
copy  the  antients,  1  contrived  to  lay  the  scene  in  an 
old  romantic  forest  For,  by  this  means,  I  was  en- 
abled to  enliven  the  poem  by  various  touches  of 
pastoral  description;  not  affectedly  brought  in 
from  the  store -house  of  a  picturesque  imagination, 
but  necessarily  resulting  from  the  scenery  of  the 
place  itself:  a  beaoty  so  extremely  striking  in  the 
Comus  of  Bffilton,  and  the  As  you  like  it  of  Shaks- 
peare;  and  of  which  the  Greek  Muse  (though  fond 
of  rural  imagery)  has  afforded  few  examples,  be- 
Mdea  that  admirable  one  in  the  Philoctetes  of 
9ophoclet. 

By  this  idea  I  could  wish  you  to  regulate  your 
CflUcis»L  I  need  not,  I  think,  observe  to  you  that 
these  deviationsjfirom  the  practice  of  the  ancients 
may  be  reasonably  defended.  For  we  were  long 
since  agreed,  that  where  love  doe$  not  degenerate 
into  episodical  gallantry,  but  makes  the  foundation 
df  the  distress,  it  is,  from  the  universality  of  its  in- 
flnence,  a  passion  very  proper  for  tragedy.  And  I 
have  seen  you  too  much  moved  at  the  representa- 
tion of  some  of  our  best  tragedies  of  private  story, 
to  believe  3rou  will  condemn  me  for  making  the 
Cftber  deviation. 


LETTER  II. 

I  AM  glad  yon  approve  the  method  I  have  taken 
of  softening  the  rigoor  of  the  old  drama.  If  I  have, 
indeed,  softened  it  sufficiently  for  the  modem  taste, 
without  parting  with  any  of  the  essentials  of  the 
Greek  method,  I  have  obtained  my  purpose :  which 
was  to  obviate  some  of  the  popular  objections  made 
to  the  ancient  form  of  tragedy.  For  the  current 
opinion,  you  know,  is,  that  by  the  strict  adherence 
to  the  luttties,  it  restcains  the  g enios  of  the  poet ; 


by  the  simplicity  df  its  conduct,  it  diminishes  the 
pathos  of  the  f^ble ;  and,  by  the  admission  of  a 
continued  chorus,  prevents  thatagreeable embarrass, 
which  awakens  our  attention,  and  interests  our 
passions. 

The  unireral  veneration  which  we  pay  to  the 
name  of  Shakspeare,  at  the  same  time  that  it  has 
improved  our  relish  for  the  higher  beauties  of 
poetry,  has  undoubtedly  been  the  ground-work  of 
all  this  false  criticism.  That  disreganl,  which,  in 
compliance  merely^  with  the  taste  of  the  times,  he 
showed  of  all  the  necessary  rales  of  the  drama, 
hath  since  been  con8i4ered  as  a  characteristic  of 
his  vast  and  original  genius ;  and  cousequentl^  set 
up  as  a  model  for  succeeding  writers.  Hence  M. 
Voltaire  remarks  very  justly.  Que  le  merite  de 
cet  auteur  a  perdu  le  theatre  Anglois.  Le  tegtis, 
qui  seul  fait  la  reputation  des  hommes,  rend  a  la 
fin  leurs  defauts  respectables. 

Yet,  notwithstanding  the  absurdity  of  this  low 
superstition,  the  notion  is  so  popular  amongst  Eng- 
lishmen, that  I  fear  it  will  never  be  entirely  dis- 
credited, till  a  poet  rises  up  amongst  us  with  a 
genius  as  elevated  and  daring  as  Shakspearc's,  and  a 
judgment  as  sobei  and  chastised  as  Racine^s. 
But  as  it  seems  too  long  to  wait  for  this  prodigy,  it 
will  not  surely  be  improper  for  any  one  of  common 
talents,  who  would  entertain  the  public  without 
indulging  its  caprice,  to  take  the  best  nyxlelsof 
antiquity  for  his  guides  ;  and  to  adapt  those  models, 
as  near  as  may  be,  jto  the  manners  and  taste  i>f  his 
own  times.  Unless  he  do  both,  he  will,  in  effect, 
do  nothing.  For  it  cannot  be  doubted,  that  the 
many  gross  faults  of  our  stage  are  owing  to  th^  com- 
plaisance and  servility  with  which  the  ordinary  run 
of  writers  have  ever  humoured  that  illiterate, 
whimsical,  or  cormpted  age,  in  which  it  was  their 
misfortune  to  be  bora. 

Milton,  you  will  tell  me,  is  a  noble  exception  to 
this  observation.  He  is  so,  and  would  have  been  a 
nobler,  had  he  not  ran  into  the  contrary  extreme. 
The  contempt  in  which,  perhaps  with  justice,  he 
held  the  age  he  lived  in,  prevented  him  from  con- 
descending either  to  amuse  or  instruct  it  He  had, 
before,  given  to  his  unworthy  countr5rmen  the 
noblest  poem  that  genius,  condncted  by  ancient  art, 
could  produce  ;  and  he  had  seen  them  receive  It 
with  disregard,  if  not  with  dislike.  Conscious  there- 
fore of  his  own  dignity,  and  of  their  demerit,  he 
looked  to  posterity  only  for  his  reward,  and  to  pos- 
terity only  directed  his  future  labours.  Hence  it 
was,  perhaps,  that  he  formed  his  Sampson  Agonistes 
on  a  model  more  simple  and  severe  than  Athens 
herself  would  have  demanded ;  and  took  ^chylus 
for  his  master  rather  than  Sophocles  or  Euripides : 
intending  by  this  conduct  to  put  as  great  a  distance 
as  possible  between  himself  and  his  contemporary 
writers:  and  to  make  his  work  (as  he  himself  said) 
**  much  different  from  what  amongst  them  passed 
for  the  best."  The  success  of  the  poem  was,  ac- 
cordingly, what  one  would  have  expected.  The  age 
it  appeared  in,  treated  it  with  total  neglect ;  neither 
hath  that  posterity,  to  which  he  appealed,  aft.l 
j  which  has  done  justice  to  most  of  his  other  writing-?, 
as  yet  given  to  this  excellent  piece  its  full  nitasure 
I  of  popular  and  universal  fame.  Perhaps,  in  your 
1  closet,  and  that  of  a  few  more,  who  unaffectedly 
I  admire  genuine  natufe  and  antient  simplicity,  the 
t  Agonistes  may  hold  a  distingj^isbed  rank.       Yet 
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lacely,  we  cannot  nj'  (in  Hamlet's  phiaae)  that 
**  it  pleases  the  millidn ;  it  is  still  caviar  to  the 
feaeral." 

Hence,  I  think,  I  may  conclade,  that  unless  one 
wonkl  be  content  with  a  very  late  and  very  learned 
posterity,  Milton's  coDduot  in  this  point  should  not 
be  ibllowed.  A  writer  of  tragedy  must  certainly 
«dapt  himself  more  to  the  general  taste ;  because 
the  dramatic,  of  all  kinds  of  poetry,  ought  to  be 
most  uairersally  relished  ai^  underttood«  The 
lyric  Muse  addresses  herself  to  the  imagination  of 
a  reader;  the  didactic  to  his  judgment;  but  the 
tragic  strikes  dltncdy  on  his  passions.  Few  men 
hare  a  strength  of  imagination  capable  of  pursuing 
the  flights  of  Pindar;  many  barefoot  a  clearness 
«f  apprehension  suited  lo  the  reasonings  of  Lucretius 
and  Pope  t  but  every  man  has  passions  to  be  ea- 
cited,  and  cjvery ''lan  feels  them  eaccited  by  Shak- 
speare. 

But»  though  tragedy  be  thus  chiefly  directed  to 
the  husui,  it  must  be  obserred,  that  it  will  seldom 
attain  its  end  without  the  concurrent  approbation 
of  the  judgment  And  to  procure  this»  the  artifi- 
cial construction  of  thefiible  goes  a  great  way.  In 
Prance,  the  excellence  of  their  several  poets  it 
cfhiefly  measured  by  this  standard.  Aod  amongst 
our  own  writers,  if  you  except  Shakspeare,  (who  m- 
deed  owght,  fw  his  other  vhtues,  to  be  exempt  from 
common  rules)  yon  will  find,  that  the  most  regular 
of  theii*  compositions  is  generally  reckoned  their 
chef  d*oenvre,  witness  the  All  for  Love  of  Dryden, 
the  Venice  Preserved  qi  Otway,  and  the  Jane  Shore 
•fRowc, 


LETTER  nr. 

Tbb  scheme  you  proposed  in  your  last,  is,  I  own, 
practicable  enough.  Undoubtedly,  most  part  of  the 
diakigue  of  the  Chorus  might  be  put  into  the  mouth 
of  an  Emma  or  Matilda,  w^,  with  some  little  show  of 
risterly  concernment,  might  be  easily  made  to  claim 
kindred  with  earl  Athelwold.  Nay,  by  the  addi- 
tion of  a  few  unnecessary  incidents,  which  would 
cost  me  no  more  than  they  are  worth  in  contriving, 
and  an  unmeaning  personage  or  two,  who  wouki  be 
as  little  expense  in  creating,  I  believe  I  couM 
quickly  make  the  whole  tolerably  fit  for  an  English 
audience. 

.  But  fer  all  this  I  cannot  persuade  myself  to  enter 
upon  the  task.  I  have,  I  know  not  how  (like  many 
of  my  betters)  contracted  a  kind  of  veneration  for 
the  old  Chorus ;  and  am  willing  to  think  it  essential 
to  the  tragic  tJrama.  You  shall  hear  the  reasons 
that  incline  me  to  this  judgment  They  re^>ect  the 
poet  and  the  audience. 

It  is  agreed,  I  tbiuk^  on  all  hands,  that  in  the 
conduct  of  a  feble,  the  admission  of  a  Chorus  lays 
a  necessary  restraint  on  the  poet.  The  two  unities 
of  time  and  place,  are  esteemed  by  some  of  less 
consequence  in  '  or  modem  tragedy,  than  the  thiitl 
unity  of  action^  but  admit  a  Chorus,  and  you  must 
of  necessity  restore  them  to  tbose  equal  rights, 
which  they  anciently  enjoyed,  and  yet  claim,  by 
the  charter  of  Aristotle.  For  the  difierence  which 
the  Use  of  the  Chorus  makes,  is  this  :  the  modem 
drama  contents  itself  with  a  fact  represented  ;  the 
ancient  requires  it  to  be  represented  before  specta- 
tors. Now  as  it  cannot  be  supposed  that  these 
spectators  should  accompany  the  chief  personages 


into  private  apartments,  one  thigle  scene,  or  unit^ 
of  place,  becomes  strictly  necessary ;  and  as  theaa 
spectators  are  assembled  on  purpose  to  observe  and 
biear  a  part  in  the  action,  the  time  of  that  actioo 
becomes,  of  course,  that  of  the  spectacle  or  repre- 
aentation  itself;  it  being  unreasonable  to  nnke  tha 
spectators  attend  so  long,  as  the  poet,  in  bringiof 
sibout  b<s  catastrophe,  may  require.  And  this  is 
usually  the  practice  of  the  ancient  stage.  The 
modem,  on  the  contrary,  regards  very  little  theaa 
two  capital  restraints ;  and  its  disuse  of  the  Choms 
helpi  greatly  to  conceal  the  absurdity;  for  tha 
po^  without  oflfiending  so  much  against  the  laws 
of  probability,  may  lead  his  personages  from  oo« 
part  to  another  of  the  same  palace  or  city,  wbeo 
they  have  only  a  paltry  servaut  or  insignificant 
confidant  to  attend  them.  He  may  think  himself 
at  liberty  to  spend  two  or  three  days,  months  or 
even  years,  in  completing  his  story  ;  to  clear  the 
stage  at  the  end,  or,  if  he  pleases,  in  the  mkldle 
of  every  act :  and  being  under  no  control  of  the 
Chorus,  ha  can  break  the  continuity  of  the  drama 
just  where  he  thinks  it  convenient;  and,  by  the  as- 
siitance  of  a  brisk  fugue  and  a  good  violin,  can 
persoade  his  audience,  that  as  much  time  hat 
clasped  as  his  hero's,  or  rather  his  own  distress^ 
may  demand. 

Hence  it  is,  that  secret  intrigues  become  (as  Mr. 
Dryden  gravely  calb  them)  the  beauties  of  oar 
modem  stage.  Hence  it  is,  that  incidents  and  bus- 
tle, and  business,  supply  the  place  of  simpUdty^ 
nature,  and  pathos :  a  happy  change,  perhaps,  for 
the  generality  of  writers,  who  might  otherwise  find 
it  impossible  to  fill  cette  kmgue  carriere  de  dnq 
actes,  which  a  wi^r,  sufficiently  experienced  in 
these  nkatters,,  says,  est  si  prodigieusemeot  difficile 
a  remplir  sans  episodes. 

But,  whatever  these  play-makeismay  have  gained 
by  rejectrog  the  Choms,  the  true  poet-  has  lost  con- 
siderably by  it  For  he  has  lost  a  graceful  and 
natural  resource  to  the  embellishments  of  pic- 
turesque description,  sublime  allegory,  and  what- 
ever else  comes  under  the  deoomioation  of  pure 
poetry.  Shakspeare,  indeed,  had  the  power  of  in- 
troducing this  naturally,  and,  what  b  most  strange, 
of  joining  it  with  pure  passion.  But  I  make  no  doubt, 
if  we  had  a  tragedy  of  his  formed  oA  the  Greek 
model,  we  should  find  in  it  more  frequent,  if  not 
nobler  instances  of  his  high  poetical  capacity,  Chan 
in  any  smgle  composition  he  has  left  us.^  I  think 
you  have  a  proof  of  this  in  those  parts  of  ha  histori- 
cal plays,  which  are  called  Choruses,  and  written 
in  the  common  dialogue  metre.  And  your  imagi- 
nation will  easily  conceive,  how  fine  an  ode  the  de- 
scription of  the  night  preceding  the  battle  of  Agtn- 
court would  have  made  in  his  hands;  and  what 
additional  grace  it  would  receive  from  that  form 
of  cpmposttkm. 

With  the  means  of  introducing  poetry  naturally 
is  loAt,  also,  the  opportunity  of  conveying  moral  re- 
flections with  grace  and  sobriety.  But  this  comes 
more  properly  under  consideration,  when  I  give 
you  my  thoughts  on  the  advantage  the  audience  re< 
ceived  from  a  well-conducted  Chorus. 


LETTER    IV. 

In  my  last  I  took  no  notice  of  that  superior  pomp 
and  majesty,  which  the  Chorus  necesuurily  added 
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Co  Um  Kene  of  tbe  drama.  I  made  no  remaki  on 
the  agreeable  variety  it  introduced  into  the  versifi- 
catioo  and  metre ;  nor  showed  bow,  by  uniting  the 
bannooy  of  tbe  lyre  to  the  pomp  of  the  buskin, 
masic  became  intimately  connected  with  it,  and  fur- 
nished it  with  all  iu  additional  graces.  These  and 
many  other  adrantages  I  might  have  insisted  upon, 
had  I  thought  them  so  material  as  the  two  I  men- 
tioned ;  the  latter  of  which,  namely,  its  being  a 
proper  vehicle  for  moral  and  sentiment,  is  so  mate- 
rial that  I  think  nothing  can  possibly  atone  for  the 
loiiof  iL 

In  those  parts  of  the  drama,  where  the  judg- 
ment of  a  mixt  audience  is  most  liable  to  be  misled 
by  what  passes  before  its  view,  tbe  chief  actors  are 
generally  too  much  agitated  by  the  furious  passions, 
or  too  much  attached  by  the  tender  ones,  to  think 
coolly,  and  impress  on  the  spectators  a  moral  senti- 
ment properly.  A  confidant  or  servant  has  seldom 
aenie  enough  to  do  it,  never  dignity  enough  to  make 
it  regarded.  Instead  therefore  of  these,  the  ancienU 
were  provided  with  a  band  of  distinguished  persons, 
not  merely  capable  of  seeing  and  hearing,  but  of 
arguing,  aidvising,  and  reflecting ;  from  tbe  leader 
of  wbi^  a  moral  sentiment  never  came  unnatu- 
rally, but  suitably  and  gracefully ;  and  from  the 
troop  itself,  a  po^ical  flow  of  tender  conomiseratioii, 
of  religious  supplication,  or  of  virtuous  triumph, 
waa  ever  ready  to  heighten  the  pathos,  to  inspire  a 
reverential  awe  of  the  Deity,  and  to  advance  the 
canae  of  honesty  and  of  truth. 

If  you  ask  me,  bow  it  augmented  the  pathetic,  I 
eannot  give  yon  a  better  answer  than  the  abbfe  Va- 
try  has  done  in  his  dissertation  on  the  subject,  put»- 
lished  in  the  Memoirs  de  I*  Acad,  des  Inscr.  &c. 
*■  It  effected  this,"  says  be,  '<  both  in  iU  odes  and 
^alogue.  The  wonderful  power  of  music  and  the 
dance  is  universally  allowed.  And,  as  these  were 
always  accompaniments  to  the  odes,  there  is  no 
doabt  but  thcj  contributed  greatly  to  move  the 
pasaiona.  It  was  necessary  Uiat  there  should  be 
odea  or  intermedes,  but  it  was  also  necessary  that 
these  intermedes  should  not  suffer  the  minds  of  the 
aodienoe  to  cool,  but,  on  the  contrary,  should  sup- 
port and  fortify  those  passions  which  the  previous 
scenes  had  already  excited.  Nothing  imaginable 
eeold  produce  this  effect  better,  than  the  choral 
songs  and  dances,  which  filled  the  mind  with  ideas 
corresponding  to  the  subject,  and  never  fiiiled  to 
add  new  force  to  the  sentiments  of  the  principal 
personages.  In  the  dialogue  also,  the  Chorus 
aerved  to  move  the  passions,  by  showing  to  the 
spectators  other  spectators  strongly  affected  by  the 
action.  A  spectacle  of  such  a  kind,  as  is  fitted  to 
excite  in  ns  the  passions  of  terrour  and  pity,  will  not 
of  itaelf  so  strongly  affect  us,  as  when  we  see  others, 
also,  affected  by  it  The  painters  have  generally 
nudetstood  this  secret,  and  hove  had  recourse  to  an 
expedient,  similar  to  that  of  the  .Chorus  of  the 
poets.  Not  content  with  the  simple  repre!ientation 
of  an  historical  event,  they  have  also  added  groups 
of  asaistaot  figures,  and  exprest  in  their  fac^  the 
different  passions,  they  would  have  their  picture 
excite.  Nay  they  sometimes  inlist  into  their  ser- 
vice  even  irrational  animals.  In  the  Slaughter  of 
the  Innocents,  le  Bmn  was  not  satisfied  with  ex- 
pressing all  the  horroor,  of  which  tbe  subject  is  na- 
turally capal>le,  he  has  also  painted  two  horses  with 
their  hair  standing  on  end,  and  starting  back,  as 


afraid  to  trample  upon  the  bleeding  infants.  This 
is  an  artifice  which  has  often  been  employed,  and 
which  has  always  succeeded.  A  good  poet  should  do 
the  same ;  and  Iphigenia  should  not  be  suffered  to 
appear  on  tbe  theatre,  without  being  accompanied 
with  persons  capable  of  feeling  her  misfortunes.*' 

Had  this  ingenious  abhk  seen  tbe  famous  Belisa* 
riiis  of  Vandyke,  I  am  apt  to  believe  he  would  have 
thought  it  a  much  more  noble  illustration  of  the 
matter.  The  soldier  in  that  piece,  though  so  much 
condemned  by  our  modem  professors  of  virtik  for 
being,  as  they  say,  tbe  principal  figure,  is  the  very 
thing  which  raises  this  picture  from  a  simple  por- 
trait (which  it  must  otherwise  have  been)  to  the 
finest  moral  painting;  and  ia  Greece  would  have 
placed  the  painter  amongst  that  class  of  artists, 
which  they  esteemed  the  noblest,  the  HeOFPA^OI. 
The  greatest  tragic  poet  could  not  have  raised  a  more 
exquisite  distress  than  this  judicious  painter  hat 
done  by  the  attitude  of  that  soldier;  as  well  as  by 
the  subordinate  figures,  which,  with  great  propriety, 
are  female  ones  ;  nothing  being  so  likely  to  raise 
in  a  military  mind  that  mixture  of  pity  and  dis- 
dain, which  he  wanted  to  express,  as  to  see  such  a 
hero  relieved  by  charity,  and  that  too  the  chari^ 
of  girls  and  old  women. 

But,  returning  to  my  subject,  I  will  just  obsenra 
to  you,  that  if  it  be  proper  to  assist  an  audience  in 
relishing  tbe  pathetic,  by  showing  an  imitation  of 
that  pathos  in  the  Chorus,  it  is  much  more  so  to 
instruct  them  how  to  be  affected  properly  with  tbe 
characters  and  actions  which  are  represented  in 
the  course  of  the  drama.  The  character  of  Pierre  in 
Venice  Preserved,  when  left  entirely  to  the  judg- 
ment of  the  audience,  is  perhaps  one  of  the  most 
improper  for  public  view,  that  ever  was  produced 
on  any  stage.  It  is  almost  impossible,  but  soma 
part  of  the  spectators  should  go  from  the  repre- 
sentation with  very  false  and  immoral  impressions. 
But  had  the'  tragedy  been  written  on  tbe  ancient 
plan ;  had  Pierre's  character  been  drawn  just  as  it 
iSy  and  some  few  alterations  made  in  Jafiler's,  I 
know  no  two  characters  more  capable  of  doing  ser- 
vice in  a  moral  view,  when  justly  animadverted 
upon  by  the  Chorus.  I  don't  say,  I  would  have 
trusted  Otway  with  the  writing  ojf  it 

To  have  done,  and  to  release  you.  Bad  cha- 
racters become  on  this  plan  as  harmless  in  tha 
hands  of  the  poet,  as  the  historian  ;  and  good  ones 
become  infinitely  more  useful,  by  how  much  the 
poetic  is  more  forcible  than  the  historical  mode  of 
instruction. 


LBTTER  V. 

Tbb  reason,  why  in  a  former  letter  yon  advised 
me  to  alter  the  Chorus,  is  made  very  apparent  in 
your  last.  For,  by  persuading  me  to  get  the  odes 
set  to  music,  and  risk  the  play  on  the  stage,  I  un- 
derstand only  that  you  are  willing,  any  how,  to 
make  it  a  more  profitable  work  for  me,  than  it 
can  possibly  be  by  means  of  the  press  alone. 

Yet  certainly^  sir,  one  single  reflection  on  our 
Britbh  pit  will  make  you  change  your  sentiments 
effectually.  Think  only  on  the  trial  made  by  M. 
Racine,  in  a  nation  much  before  ours,  in  a  taste  for 
probability  and  decorum  in  theatrical  diversions. 
In  his  two  last  tragedies,  you  know,  he  has  fully 
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iucceeded  is  the  rery  thing  f  aimed  at;  and  has 
adapted  a  noble  imitatioo  of  antient  timplicity  to 
the  taste  of  hur  own  times :  particularly  in  bis 
Athalia,  a  poem  in  vrbich  the  most  superb  and 
augnst  spectacle,  the  roost  interesting  event,  and 
the  most  sublime  flow  of  inspired  poetry,  are  all 
nobly  and  naturally  united.  Yet  I  am'told,  that 
mnther  that,  nor  the  Esther,  retains  its  Chorus, 
when  represented' on  the  French  theatre. 

To  what  is  this  owing  ?  To  the  reBnement  most 
certainly  of  our  modem  music.  This  art  is  now 
carried' to  such  a  pitch  of  perfection,  or  if  you  will  of 
corruption,  which  maW$s  it  utterly  hscapable  of 
being  an  adjunct  to  poetry.  II  y  a  grand  appa- 
rence,  que  les  progr^que  vouz  avez  (aits  dans  la 
musique,  ont  nui  enfln  k  ceuz  de  la  veritable  tra- 
gedie.  Cest  nn  talent,  qui  a  fait  tort  a  un  autre ; 
says  M.  Yoltaire  with  his  usual  taste  and  judgment. 
Our  different  cadences,  our  divisions,  variations, 
repetitions,  without  which  modem  music  cannot 
subsist,  are  entirely  improper  for  the  expression  of 
poetry,  and  were  scarce  known  to  the  ancients. 

But  could  this  be  managed,  the  additional  ex- 
pense necessarily  attendant  on  such  a  perfbmance, 
would  make  the  matter  impracticable.  This  Mr. 
Dryden  foresaw  long  ago.    The  passage  is  curious. 

**  A  new  theatre,  much  more  ample  and  much 
deeper,  must  be  made  for  that  purpose ,  besides 
the  cost  of  sometimes  furty  or  fifty  habits :  which 
is  an  expiense  too  large  to  be  supplied  by  a  com- 
pany of  actors.  It  is  trae,  I  should  not  be  sorry 
to  see  a  Chorus  on  a  theatre,  more  than  as  large 
atid  as  deep  again  as  ours,  built  and  adarned  at  a 
king's  charges ;  and  on  that  condition,  and  anotlier, 
which  is,  that  my  hands  were  not  bound  behind 
me,  as  now  they  are,  I  should  pot  despair  uf  making 
such  a  tragedy  as  might  be  both  instmctive  and 
delightful  according  to  the  manner  of  the  Grecians." 
VThat  he  means  by  having  his  hands  bound,  I  ima- 
gine, is,  that  he  was  either  engaged  to  his  subsSri- 
bers  for  a  translation  of  Virgil,  or  to  the  manager  of 
the  theatre  for  so  many  plays  a  season.  This  suf- 
frage of  Mr.  Dryden  is,  however,  very  apposite  to 
the  present  point.  It  serves,  also,  to  vindicate  my 
design  of  imitatmg  the  Greek  drama.  For  if  h^ 
who  was  so  prejudiced  to  the  modem  stage,  as  to 
think  intrigue  a  capital  beauty  in  it ;  if  he,  I  say, 
owns  that  the  grand  secret  *  prodesse  et  delectare* 
wiis  the  characteristic  of  the  Greek  drama  only, 
notbrmg  can  better  justify  my  present  attempt  tbao 
the  approbation  he  gives  to  it  in  this  passage. 

Having  tiow  settl^  with  you  all  matters  of  gene- 
ral criticism,  I  hope  in  your  next  you  will  give  me 
your  objections  to  scenes,  speeches,  images,  &c 
And  be  assured  I  shall  treat  your  judgment  in  these 
matters  with  greater  dthmnoe,  than  I  have  done  in 
what  related  to  the  stage  and  the  Chonii. 

Ptmbpokc  Hall,  1751. 


THs  AKouniairr. 

EnoAt,  khif  of  England,  having  heard  the  beauty 
•f  EHHda,  daughter  of  Orgar,  earl  of  Devon- 
riiwe,  faighfy  celebrated,  sent  his  favourite  minister 
AthetWoM  to  the  father's  castle,  to  discover  whe- 
ther the  was  really  so  beantiful,  as  fiune  reported 
ber  to  be;  and  if  she  was,  to  o£^  her  his  crown. 


in  marriage.  Athelwokl,  on  seeing  her,  M 
violtotly  in  love  with  her  himself;  and  martied 
her ;  conveying  her  soon  after  to  his  own  caaOe 
in  Harewood  Forest,  where  be  visited  her  by 
stealth  finom  court ;  and  in  bit  absence  left  ber 
with  a  train  of  British  virgins,  who  fbcm  the 
Chorus.  After  three  months,  Orgar,  disapprov- 
ing this  confinement  of  his  daughter,  came  dis* 
guised  to  Harewood'  to  discover  the  cause  of  iL 
His  arrival  opens  the  drama.  The  ioeideiits^ 
which  are  prbduced  by  Atbelwold^s  retara  from 
court  (who  was  absent  when  Orgar  came  to  bis 
castie)  and  afterwards  by  the  unexpected  visit  of 
the  king;  form  the  episode  of  the  tragedy ;  the 
feigned  pardon  of  Athelwold,  drawn  from  the 
king  by  the  earnest  interoessronof  Elfirida,  bringa 
on  the  peripetia,  or  change  of  fortnoe ;  and  tbe 
single  combat  between  the  king  and  Athelwold,  ia 
which  the  latter  is  slain,  occasions  Elfirida  to  take 
the  vow,  which  comp  letes  the  catastrophe. 

P£BS0N8  OF  T0B  VAAMJL 

OacAt,  E^arl  f^  DtwnMrt, 

Cnoavs,  t^BriHsk  Firgint, 

EimriDA,  Dtmghier  t9  OtftT. 

Atmlwoldv  Mutbsnd  to  IXti^ 

EowiN,  a  Mestengtr. 

Edoak,  King  ef  England. 

OaoAR,  disguised   m  a  ptasem^  kabU,  tpemkt  Hk 

prohgme. 
Scene,  a  Imm  brfore  AthelwdldV  catHe  m  Bn^ 

wood  Fdtttl^ 

ELFRWA, 


OtGAR. 

How  nobly  does  this  venerable  wood^ 
ont  with  the  glories  of  the  orient  Sun, 
Embosom  yon  fair  mansion !  The  soft,  air 
Salutes  me  with  most  coot  and  iemp'rate  bieatfa^ 
And,  as  i  tread,  the  flow'r-bespriokled  lawn 
Sends  up  a  gale  of  fragranca.    1  sbookl  gneas,. 
If  e'er  Content  deign *d  visit  mortal  clime. 
This  was  ber  place  of  dearest  residence. 
Grant  Heav'n!  I  find  it  such.  Tis  now  three  mooth^ 
Since  first  earl  Athelwold  espous'd*  my  danghtec 
He  then  besought  me,  for  some  little  space 
The  nuptials  might  be  secret;  many  reasons,^ 
He  said,  inducM  to  this ;  I  made  no  pause^ 
But,  resting  on  his  prudence,  to  his  will 
Gave  absolute  concurrence.   Soon  as  mecriedf 
He  tp  tliis  secret  seat  conveyed  Elfrida  ; 
Convey 'd  her  as  by  stealth,  eiyoy'd,  and  left  her: 
Yet  not  without  I  know  not  what  excuse 
Of  call  to  court,  of  Edgar's  royal  friendship. 
And  England's  welfare.    To  his  prince  he  wents 
And  since,  as  by  intelUgence  I  gather. 
He  oft  returns  to  this  bis  clotster'd  wifo; 
But  ever  with  a  privacy  most  studied; 
Borrowing  disguises  till  inventive  art 
'  Can  scarce  supply  him  with  variety* 
His  visits,  as  they  're  stol'a,  are  also  shoit ; 
Seldom  beyond  the  circuit  of  one- sun ; 
Then  hack  to  court,  while  sbe  hia  abaeiiQa  am*e 
Full  many  a  lonely  hour.    I  brook  wOL  this. 
Had  Athelwold  espou&'d  some  base-bom  peasant, 
This  uiage  had  bm  apt:  but  whea  be  took 
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My  daiBgfatortabitafais  hotookaTirfin,  i 

Thro^  vboM  pich  ymm  th«  blood  of  Britith  kingt 

Ran  is  WMaltied  strMwi.     Her  lineage  rare 

MiffU  git«  iMV  pbce  and  notice  with  the  noblest 

In  fidgav*s  aowt.    Klfrida's  beaaty  too 

(I  Jtpoili  iMt  from  a  falber'6  foolish  ibndness) 

Would  thina  amid  the  fiMresi,  and  reflect 

Vo  v«lgar  glory  on  that  beauty's  master. 

This  act  ba^peakt  the  m^adman.     Who,  that  own'd 

An  em*Mlii,  jasper,  or  rich  chrytoUle, 

Wonld  hide  its  lustre,  or  not  bid  it  btaae 

Coaspicuous  on  hb  brow }  Haply  Athelwold 

Maykaraespuus^dsomeolher.    'Sdeath  he  durst  not 

My  former  feats  in  arms  must  have  informM  him, 

lltat  Orgar,  while  he  liv*d,  would  never  prove 

A  traitor  to  hia  honour.     If  he  has— 

This  agad  asm  is  not  so  much  unstrung 

By  slack'niaf  year&»  but  just  revenge  will  brace  it 

And,  by  3FOB  awful  Heaven — Hut  hold,  my  rage. 

I  cama  ta  search  into  this  matter  cooliy. 

Hence,  to  concf^al  the  father  and  the  earl, 

This  pilgrim's  suflf,  and  scrip,  and  all  these  marks 

Of  vagrant  poverty. 

cBQius.  itVUhin, 

Hail  to  tVy  Ihing  light, 
Ambfosial  mora !  all  hail  thy  roseat  ray  ! 

oacAK. 
But  hark,  the  sound  of  sweetest  minstrelsy 
Breaks  on  mine  ear.    The  females,  I  suppose, 
Whom  Athelwold  has  left  my  child's  attendants ; 
That,  when  she  wails  the  absence  of  hor  k>fd. 
Their  lenient  airs,  and  spriglitly-fancied  songs, 
May  steal  away  her  woes.     See,  they  approach  : 
This  grove  shall  shroud  me  till  they  cease  their  strain  j 
Tbeo  ril  address  ftbcm  with  some  feigned  tale. 

•      [He  retires, 
cioavs. 

O    D    B. 

Hail  to  thy  TiTing  light, 
Ambrosial  Mom  1  aH  hail  thy  reseat  ray : 
That  bids  young  Nature  all  her  charms  display 

In  varied  beauty  bright ; 
That  bids  each  dewy-spangled  floweret  rise. 

And  dart  around  its  vermil  dies ; 
Bids  stiver  lustre  grace  yon  sparkling  tide. 
That  winding  warbles  down  the  mountain's  side. 

I.  2. 

Away,  ye  goblins  all. 
Wont  the  bewildered  traveller  to  daunt  j  ^ 

Whose  vagrant  feet  have  tracM  your  secret  haunt 

B^ide  some  lonely  wall. 
Or  sitatter'd  ruin  of  a  moss-grown  tow'r, 

Where,  at  pale  midnight's  stillest  hour. 
Thro*  eaeh  rough  chink  the  solemn  orb  of  night 
Aiiirs  momentary  gleams  of  trembling  light 

I.  3. 
Away,  ye  elves,  away : 
Shrink  at  ambrosial  morning's  living  ray  ; 

That  living  ray,  whose  pow'r  beoign 
Unfolds  the  scene  of  glory  to  our  eye, 

Where,  thvon'd  in  artless  majesty. 
The  cbcrubBnoty  sits  on  Nature's  rustic  shrine.— 
CHoaos,  otoaa. 

enottrs. 
SileoB^niynsteii.  WbaooetiiisniQcness,  stranger, 


That  thus  has  prompted  thint  unbiddM  ear 

I  To  listen  to  our  strains } 

OlOAt. 

Yoar  pardon,  virgins: 
I  mean  not  rudeness,  tho'  I  dar'd  to  listen  ; 
JPor  ah  !  what  ear  so  fortified  and  barr'd 
Against  the  force  of  powerful  harmony. 
But  would  with  transport  to  such  bweet  1 
Surrender  its  attention  ?  Never  yet  ^ 

Have  I  pass'd  by  the  night-bird's  fov'rite  spray, 
What  time  she  poors  her  wild  and  artless  song, 
Without  attentive  paose  and  silent  rapture  ; 
How  could  1  then,  with  savage  disregard, 
Hear  voices  tua'd  by  nature  sweet  as  tier's. 
Graced  with  all  art's  addition  ? 

CBORUS. 

Thy  mean  garb. 
And  this  thy  conrtly  phrase  but  ill  accord. 
Whence,  and  what  art  thou,  litraDger  ? 

oaoMu 

Virgins,  kno«r 
These  limbs  have  oft  been  wrapt  in  richer  vest : 
But  what  avails  it  now  }  all*bave  their  fote  ; 
And  mine  has  been  most  wretched. 


CHORUS. 


What  cruel  cause  • 


May  we  ask 


No!  let  this  hapless  breast 
Still  hide  the  melancholy  ule. 

CHORUS. 

We  know. 
There  oft  is  found  an  avarice  in  grief; 
And  the  wan  eye  of  sorrow  loves  to  gaze 
Upon  its  secret  hoard  of  treasured  woes 
In  pining  solitude.    Perhaps  thy  mind 
Takes  the  same  pensive  casti  if  not,  permit 
That  we,  in  social  sympathy,  may  drop 
The  tender  tear. 


Ah!  ill  would  it  become  ye. 
To  let  the  woes  of  such  a  wretch  as  I  am. 
E'er  dim  your  bright  eyes  with  a  pitying  tear. 

cnoBus.  ^ 

The  eye,  that  will  not  weep  another's  sorrow. 
Should  boast  no  gentler  brightness  than  the  glare, 
That  reddens  in  the  eye-ball  of  the  wolf. 
Let  us  entreat— 

OROAR. 

Know,  virgins,  I  was  bom 
To  ample  property  of  lyids  and  flocks,        [vigour 
On  this  side  Tweeda's  stream.     My  yooth  and 
Achiev'd  full  many  a  feat  of  martial  prowess ; 
Nor  was  my  skill  in  chivahry  unnoted 
In  the  foir  volume  of  my  sovereign's  love  ; 
Who  ever  held  me  in  his  best  esteem. 
And  closest  to  his  person.    When  he  paid. 
What  all  must  pay,  to  fate ;  and  sbort-liv^d  Edwy 
Mounted  the  vacant  throne,  which  now  bis  brother 
Fills  (as  loud  fame  reports)  right  royally; 
I  then,  unfit  for  pageaintry  and  courts. 
Sat  down  in  peace  among  my  faithful  vassals. 
At  my  paternal  seat     But  ah !  not  long 
Had  I  enjoy'd  the  sweets  of  that  recess. 
Ere  by  the  savage  inroads  of  base  hinds, 
That  sallied  frequent  from  the  Scottish  heights. 
My  lands  were  all  laid  waste,  my  people  murder'd ; 
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And  (,  tbro*  impotence  of  age  unfit 

To  quell  their  brutal  rage,  was  forc'd  to  drag 

My  miseries  thro*  the  laod,  a  friendless  wand'rer. 

CHORUS. 

We  pity  and  condole  thy  wretched  state. 
But  we  can  do  no  more ;  which,  on  thy  part. 
Claim  just  returns  of  pity :  for  whose  lot 
Demands  it  more  than  theirs,  whom  fate  fbrbidi 
To  taste  the  joyu  of  courteous  charity  j 
To  wipe  the  trickling  tears,  which  dew  the  cheek 
Of  palsied  age  j  to  .<mooth  its  furrowed  brow, 
And  pay  its  gray  hairs  each  due  reverence  ? 
Yet  such  delight  we  are  forbid  to  taste  ! 
For  *tt8  our  l;>rd's  command,  that  not «  itfmnger. 
However  high  or  lowly  his  degree. 
Have  entrance  at  these  gates. 

oacAa. 

Who  may  this  tyrant — 

CHORUS. 

Alai,  no  tyrant  be :  tlie  more  our  wonder 

At  this  harsh  mandate ;  tenderness  and  pity^ 

Have  made  his  breast  their  home.     He  is  a  man 

More  apt  thro'  inborn  gentleness  to  err. 

In  giving  meny's  tide  too  free  a  cOurse, 

Than  with  a  thrifty  and  illiberal  hand 

To  stint  its  channel.     This  his  praise  you'll  hear 

The  universal  theme  in  Rdgar*s  court : 

For  Edgar  ranks  him  first  m  his  high  favour; 

Loads  him  with  honours,  which  the  earl  receives, 

Ai  does  the  golden  censer  fiankincense. 

Only  to  spread  a  sacred  gale  of  blessings 

Around  on  alL 

oacAR. 
Metfoinks,  this  pleasing  portrait 
Bears  fltroog  resemblance  of  lord  Athelwold« 

CBORira. 

Himself:  no  Briton  but  has  heard  his  bme. 

T«  wondrous  strange ;  can  you  conceive  no  cause 
For  this  his  conduct } 

CUtMlVS. 

None,  that  we  may  tmst 

OKQAR. 

Your  garbs  bespeak  you  for  the  fair  attendants 
Of  some  illustrious  dame,  the  wife,  or  sister 
Of  this  dread  eari 

CBORUS. 

On  this  bead  too,  old  man. 
We  are  commanded  a  religious  sitence ; 
Which  strictly  we  obey :  for  well  wo  know 
Fidelity's  a  virtue  that  ennobles 
Ev'n  servitude  itself :  fisrewell,  depart 
With  our  best  wishes  !  we  dp  trespass  mnch 
To  bold  this  open  Converse  with  a  Strang. 

OROAR. 

Stay,  virgkw,  stay ;  have  ye  no  fnendly  shed. 
But  bord'ring  on  your  castle,  where  these  limbs 
Might  lay  their  luad  of  mis'ry  for  an  hour  ? 
Have  ye  no  food,  however  mean  and  homely. 
Wherewith  I  might  support  declining  nature  ? 
Ev'n  while  1  speak,  I  find  my  spirits  &il ; 
And  well,  full  well,  I  know,  these  trembling  feet. 
Ere  I  can  pace  a  hnndred  steps,  will  sink 
Beneath  their  wretched  burth^ 


MASON'S  t^OEMS. 


CHORUS. 

«ru  .  V  ..       ^  Piteous  sight ! 

What  shall  we  do,  my  sisters  ?  To  admit 


This  man  beneath  the  roo(  would  be  to  soon 
The  earl's  strict  interdict ;  and  yet  my  bssit 
Bleeds  to  behold  that  white,  okl,  iev*ieod  heai 
fiow*d  with  such  misery.— 'Yes,  we  most  aid  Ihbl 
Hie  thee,  poor  pilgrim,  to  yon  neigbb'riog  bsv^, 
0*er  which  an  old  o^k  sprc^  bis  awfiil  ami, 
Mantled  in  brownest  foliage,  and  beneath 
The  ivy,  gadding  from  th'  untwisted  slem,    (mt ; 
Curtains  each  verdant  side.    There  tboa  mfn 
There  too,  perchance,  some  of  oar  siiterbood 
May  bring  thee  speedy  sostenancd. 

ORGAt. 

KtudHsiT^ 
Reward  ■  ■    ■ 

CitORVf. 

Good  pilgrim,  stay  not  here  to  tbsaku^ 
But  haste  to  give  thine  age  this  meet  repose. 
That  done,  we  do  conjure  thee  leave  tjie  place 
With  cautious  secreay ;  for  was  it  known, 
That  thus  we  trespassed  on  our  lord's  oommsiid, 
llie  consequence  were  fiital. 

ORCAR. 

Fairest  mtid! 
Think  not  I'll  basely  draw  down  pnnisbroenti 
On  my  preservers.     1  retire.    May  bleesiogs  [o«i. 
Show  Vd  fifom  yon  fount  of  bliss  repay  yoor  kmi* 

[Eani  Oipr. 

SIMICHOtUS. 

Yes,  sisters,  yes,  when  pale  distress 

Implores  your  aiding  hand. 

Let  not  a  partial  faithfulness. 

Let  not  a  mortal's  vain  command 

Urge  you  to  break  th'  unalterable  bws 

Of  heav'n-descended  Charity. 

Ah  !  fulk>w  still  the  soft-ey'd  deity  j 

For  know,  each  path  she  draws 

Along  the  plain  of  life, 

Meeu  at  the  ceutml  dome  of  beait4blt  joy. 

Follow  the  soft-ey'd  deity ; 

She  bids  ye.  as  ye  hope  for  bleesi^pt,  bleu. 

AkI  then  tbe  genYal  causo  of  geo'fml  happiadfc 

SBMICnOROS. 

Humanity,  thy  awfnl  strain 

Shall  ever  greet  our  ear. 

Sonorous,  sweet,  and  clear. 

And  as  amid  the  sprightly-swelling  tnin 

Of  dulcet  notes,  that  braathe 

From  flute  or  lyre. 

The  deep  base  rolls  ito  nmnly  melody. 

Guiding  the  tuneful  choir  ; 

So  thou,  Humanity,  shalt  lead  along 

Th'  accordant  passions  in  their  morel  soi^ 

And  give  our  meoUl  concert  truest  harmooy. 

CBOROS. 

But  Bee,  Eifrida  comes. 
Should  we  again  resome  oar  former  strain, 
itlnd  hail  the  mora  that  paints  her  wakii^  beautiMj 
Or  stay  her  gentle  bidding  ?  Rather  stay  $ 
For,  as  1  think,  she  seems  in  pensive  nxxxl; 
And  there  are  times,  when  to  the  torrowiog  Mol 
Ev'n  harmony  is  harshness. 

KiyainA,  cBotos. 

BLFSinA. 

Oh  myvlfgimf 
With  what  a  leaden  and  retardoig' weight    ' 
Does  expectation  load  the  wing  of  time  ? 
Alas»  how  have  these  thmeiJl  hovif  erqptfl^^ 
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SiMot  ftrat  tiM  efiiBMii  mantle  of  tKe  nurni 
Skirted  yon  gmy  borison  ?  Smj,  my  friends, 
Heve  I  miscounted  ?  Did  nut  Athelvold 
At  parting  fix  this  morn  for  his  return  } 
•  Hiis  dear  loaf-wish*d-for  morn  ?  He  did,  be  did, 
And  seal*d  it  with  a  kiss;  I  could  not  err. 
And  yet  be  comes  not     He  was  wont  outstrip 
The  Soo*s  most  early  speed,  and  make  its  rising 
To  me  anwish*d  and  needless.    This  delay 
Creates  strange  doubts  and  scruples  in  my  breast. 
Courts  throng  with  beauties,  and  my  Atbelwold 
Has  a  toft,  susceptible,  heart  as  prone. 
To  yield  its  tore  to  e?*ry  sparkling  eye. 
As  is  the  musk-rose  to  dispense  its  fragrance 
To  er'ry  whispering  breeze ;  perbape  he*s  &Jse, 
Perliapa  Elfrkla's  wretched. 

CHORUS. 

See,  Elfirida, 
Ah  see !  how  ronod  yon  branching  elm  the  iry 
Clasps  its  green  folds,  and  poisons  what  supports  it 
Not  less  injurious  to  the  shoots  of  k>Te 
Is  sickly  jealousy. 

ILfaiDA. 

My  mind  nor  pines 
With  jcalonsy,  nor  rests  secure  in  peace. 
Who  loves,  most  fear ;  and  sure  who  lores  like  me. 
Must  greatly  fear. 

caoRVs. 
Yet  whence  the  cause  ?  Your  earl 
Has  ever  yet  (this  little  breach  excepted) 
Been  pooctual  to  appointment    Did  his  eye 
Gkfw  with  less  ardent  passions  when  he  left  yon. 
Than  at  the  first  blest  meeting?  No!  Imark*dhim, 
His  paxtmg  glance  was  that  of  fervent  love. 
And  constancy  onalter'd.    Do  not  fear  him. 

kLPRroA. 
I  shoald  nci.  fear  him,  were  his  pfSMut  stay 
The  only  caose.    Alas,  it  is  not  so  I 
Why  comes  my  earl  so  secret  to  these  arms  ? 
Why,  but  because  he  dreads  the  just  reproach 
Of  some  deluded  fair  one  ?    Why  am  I 
Here  shrouded  up,  like  the  pale  votarist. 
Who  knows  no  visitant,  save  the  lone  owl. 
That  nightly  leaves  his  ivy-shrouded  cell. 
And  saib  on  skiw  wing  thro*  the  cloister'd  isles, 
lisf^iung  her  saintly  orisons  ?  Why  am  I 
Denied  to  follow  my  departed  lord 
Whene'er  his  duty  calls  him  to  the  palace  ? 

CBORUS. 

Covet  not  that ;  the  noblest  proof  of  love 
That  Atbelwold  can  give,  is  still  to  goaitl 
Your  beauties  from  the  blast  of  courtly  gales. 
The  crimson  blush  of  virghi  modesty. 
The  delicate  soft  tints  of  innocence 
There  all  fly  off,  and  leave  no  boast  behind 
But  well-rang'd,  faded  features     Ah,  Klfrida, 
Should  you  be  doom'd,  which  happier  fote  forbid  ! 
To  drag  your  hours  through  all  that  nauseous  scene 
Of  pageantry  and  vice ;  your  purer  breast. 
Tree  to  its  virtuous  relish,- soon  would  heave 
A  fervent  sigh  for  innocence  and  Harenoud, 

■iiaiDA. 
Yea  much  misUke  me,  virgins;  the  throng'd  palace 
Were  undesir  d  by  me,  did  not  that  palace 
Detain  my  Atbelwold.     If  he  were  here. 
His  presence  would  convert  this  range  of  tiaks 
Ta stately  columns;  these  gay'4iv'ried  flow'rs 


To  troops  of  gallant  ladies ;  aad  yon  deer« 

That  jut  their  antlers  forth  in  sportive  fray. 

To  armed  knights  at  joust  or  tournament 

If  Atbelwold  dwelt  here;  if  no  ambition 

Coold  lure  his  steps  from  love,  and  this  still  foiett; 

If  I  might  never  moan  his  time  of  absence. 

Longer  than  thai  which  serv'd  him  for  the  chase 

Orofthe  wolf,  or  stag;  or  when  he  bore 

The  hood-wtnk'd  foloon  forth;  might  these,  my 

virgins. 
And  these  alone,  be  love*s  short  btervals,     [wood. 
I  should  not  have  one  thought  remote  from  Uaie- 

caoaua. 
And  would  you  wish  that  Atbelwold  should  slight 
The  weal  of  England,  and  on  these  light  toys 
Waste  his  unvalued  hours?  No,  fond  Elfnda; 
His  active  soul  is  wing'd  for  nobler  flights, 

■LrainA. 
What  then,  must  England's  welfkre  bokl  my  earl 
For  ever  from  these  shades  ? 

caoRirs. 

We  say  not  that 
The  youth,  who  bathes   in  pleasure's  lemptiog 

stream 
At  well  judg'd  intervals,  feels  all  his  soal 
Nerv'd  witli  recruited  strength ;  but  if  too  oft 
He  swims  in  sportive  maxes  through  the  flood. 
Its  chills  his  languid  virtue,    For  this  cause 
Your  earl  forbids,  that  these  enchanting  groves. 
And  their  foir  mistress  should  poasen  him  wholly. 
He  knows  he  has  a  country  and  a  king. 
That  claim  his  first  attention  ;  yet  be  sure, 
'Twill  not  be  long,  ere  his  unbending  mind 
Shall  lose  in  sweet  oblivion  ev'ry  caie. 
Among  the  embow'ring  shades  that  veil  Elfrida. 

■LPRIOA. 

Oh  be  that  speech  prophetic;  may  he  soon 

Seek  these  embow'ring  shades  !   JtfeanwhUe,  my 

friends. 
Sooth  me  with  harmony.     I  know  full  well 
That  ye  were  ours'd  in  Corowall's  wisani  caves. 
And  oft  ^ve  pac*d  the  fairy.peopled  vales 
Of  Devon,  where  posterity  retains 
Some  vein  of  that  old  minstrelsy,  which  breath'd 
Through  each  time-honourd  grove  of  British  oak. 
There,  where  the  spreadioir  consecrated  boughs 
Fed  the  sage  misletoe,  the  holy  Druids 
Lay  rapt  in  moral  musings ;  while  the  Bards 
CalI'd  from  their  solemn  barpa  such  lofty  airs. 
As  drew  down  Fancy  from  the  realms  of  light* 
To  paint  some  radiant  vision  on  their  minds. 
Of  high  mysterious  import     But  on  me 
Such  strains  sublime  were  wasted  :  1  but  ask 
A  sprightly  song  to  speed  the  lazy  flight 
Of  these  dull  hours.     And  music  sure  can  find 
A  magic  spell  to  make  them  skim  their  round. 
Swift  as  the  swallow  circles     Try  its  power  : 
While  1,  from  yonder  hillock,  watch  his  coming.        f 

lExit  Elfrida. 

CHOROS. 

ODE. 

L  1. 
The  turtle  tells  her  plaintive  tale, 
Sequester'd  in  some  shadowy  vale  ; 
The  lark  in  radiant  ether  floats, 
And  swells  his  wild  ecstatic  notw : 
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MeamMft  en  ymaHtf  hmmtham.  q^my 
The  liDBet  wakea  ktv  lamp'taM  l^  ; 
She  haiHite  Baaifitary  akack, 
She  fluttefB  o^r  no 'ton  ■hine  neadi 
No  iow-kim  ffriefo  dB|irefi.berKNif, 
No  raptiucs  lift  it  loudly  hig^ 
Bat  toft  the  trills,  smid  tk'  aerial  Hmong, 
Smooth  simple  stoeias  of  sebfrtst  hannoiqr. 


I.  2. 
Sweet  bird  !  like  thine  one  ley  shall  flow, 
,     Nor  gaily  brisk,  nor  sadly  slow  j 
Ttn*  to  thy  note  sedate,  and  clear, 
Content  still  lends  a  lisl'ning  ear. 
Vaelin^d  fhis  iDOifty  budt  along, 
Oft  baa  rile  heard  «liiv  eenrdess  song ! 
Why  hears  not  now  ?  What  fh}rer  grofe 
From  Hecewoed  hirea  fter  devious  )6ve  ^ 
What  fiiirer  grove  than  Harewood  knows 
Mens  woodlaad  walks,  nme  fn^pvanft  galea^ 

More  shadowy  bowers,  inmtii^  sift.fepaat*  [vales? 

More  streams  slow-waod'rinj;  thro'  her  wisding 

h  3. 
FatlMp*  to  eooie  lon#  oanretlM' rover  flies, 
'Where  Inli'd  in  pious  peace  the  hermit  Nee. 
For,  from  the  hall's  tnonilMiOQS  stale, 
Whe«e  bannars  waf»  with  blazoned  gold. 
There  awU-  the  neek-ey 'd  matron  ^  retreat. 
And  with  tkm  sotamn  sage  high  eoaverse  hoM* 

IL  I. 

There,  goddess,  on  the  shaggy  mounds. 

Where  tumbling  torrents  loar  around. 

Where  pendant  mountains  o'er  yoiu)  head 

Stretch  their  reverential  shade. 

You  listen^  while  the  holy  Sjcer    . 

Slowly  chants  his  vespers  clear ; 

Or  of  his  sparing  mess  partake, 

The  mfv'ry  poise,  the  wheaten  eafce, 

The  befringe  ooel  orihnpid  riU. 

Then,  rising  light,  your  host  you  biesff, 
And  o'er  bia  sihitly  temples  Uantf  distil 
Serapbio  day-dseama  of  Heai^'k  hapjpineig. 

IL  2. 
Where'er  thou  art,  enchanting  power, 
Thou  sooa  wilt  smUe  in  liarewood^s  howec : 
Soon  will  thy  foiry  feet  be  seen, 
Printing  this  dew-impearled  green  & 
Soon  shall  we  mark  thy  gestures  meek^ 
Thy  gntt'ring  eye,  and  dimpled  che$k» 
Among  the  weloome  goests  that  moici 
Attendant  on  the  state  of  Love. 
There,  when  the  sov'rd|n  leads  along 
Of  Sports  and  Smiles  a  jocund  train* 
Then  last,  but  loveliest  of  the  lovely  thsoog^  , 
Then  cons'it  to  soften,  yet  secure  his  reigik 

If.  3. 
And,  hark,  oompletmg  our  prophetic  lay. 
The  fleet  hoof  rattles  o'er^Che  fliitty  way  ; 

Now  neaier,  and  now  nearer  sounds. 

Avaunt !  ye  vain,  delusive  fears :  [bounds, 
Haik  !  Echo  tells  through  Harewood's  amplest 
That  Love,  Content,  and  Alhelwold  appears.   > 

ATHBi.wq|j>,  stnriDA,  cboeus. 

ATsaawoap* 
Look  ever  thus;  with  thsft  bngfat  glance  of  joy 
That  always  ■MetnytmafpoftB.    Lallhesaarms 


Thus  ever  fold  me ;  and  ftis  diaek,  that  Moonis 
With  all  health's  op'ning  roaes,  press  ny  lipa, 
Warm  as  at  this  blest  moment 

BLraiDA. 

Athelwold, 
I  bad  prepar'd  me  many  a  stem  rebuke ; 
Hadarm'd  my  brow  with  frowns,  and  taught  my  eya 
Th'  averted  j^ance  of  coldness,  which  ought  best 
Greet  such  a  loit'ring  lover :  but  I  find, 
TWas  a  vain  task ;  for  this  my  truant  heart 
Forgets  each  lesson  which  resentment  taught. 
And  in  thy  si|^t  knows  only  to*be  happy. 

AlVBLWOtn. 

MybestEllnda>-Heav*ns!  it  caMot  last 
The  giddy  height  of  joy,  to  which  1  'm  fiftied^ 
Is  as  a  hanging  rock,  at  whose  low  foot 
The  Uackr  and  beating  surge  of  infamy 
Rolls  ready  to  veoeive,  and  sink  my  sooL 

BLmmA. 
So  soon  to  fall  nito  this  mnsing  mooi^— 
I  thought,  my  lord,  you  promised  you  woold  leaTr 
These  looks  behind  at  oauipt    Nay,  twas  the  cause 
Assigned  for  this  my  loidence  at  Harewood, 
That  you  might  never  com&ta  these  htd  twmh 
Bal  W9th  a  hfeaat  devoid,  of  pnblio  baee^ 
And  fill'd  alone  with  rapture  and  filfitid^. 
Said  you  not  so  ?  Why  then  tbft  pensive  posture. 
That  dQwn-oa«t  eye  ?  Surely  the  eily's  din. 
And  this  calm  grove  have  lost  their  diffwencau 
I'll  witb  you  tq  the  palace.. 

jrfBBLWOinu 

Heav*n  forMi ! 

*  BLTtnv^ 

Nay,  my  b^  loi^,  t  meant  it  but  in  9port ; 
For  should  yon  bid  me  quit  Aese  blooming  Iqwnc, 
For  soma  bar*  heaift,  or  drear  ^anpeopled  desert; 
Believe  me,  1  wouM  think  ItawiMness  Eden, 
If  AthMweld  wMi^  firequebt  vtaitaftkm 
Endeai^thaasivagesceM'^  butyettfear 
My&ther. 

ATBBLWOUV 

Hah  r  why  him  ? 

BLiamA. 
Yon  knois  bia  temper  I 
How  jealous  of  his  imk,  and  hia  trae^  Imeaga 
From  royal  aapestry.    I  fhar  oie  inuek^ 
He  will  not  brook  you  should  conceal  me  long 
In  this  lone  privacy :  No,  he  will  4eem  it 
Far  unbecoming  her,  whose  veins  are  fiU*d 
With  the  rich  stream  of  his  nobility. 
Should  it  be  so,  his  hot  and  fiery  nature, 
I  doubt,  will  blaze,  and  do  some  dreadful  outra^B* 

ATnaCWOKD. 

He  need  not  know  it,  or,  if  cbaoee  ha  dtodd^ 
It  mattsrs  not,  if  80  this  forest  lifb 
Seea»  of  your  own  adoptioa  and  ^80  cbaiee. 
And  that  it  will  so  seem,  I  tnst  tfaat-love, 
Which  ever  yet  bit  mot  my  waywaid  wiH 
With  pleaa^d  oiij>liaBoe,  and  unasl^d  i 


•EPaTOA. 

And  ever  shall :  yet  Uame  me  not,  my  lord. 
If  prying  awwanbood  should  prompt  a  wnh 
To  learn  the  eaosadf  this  your  strange  oommotiQa, 
Which  ever  wabes,  if  I  but  drop  one  tboughk 
Of  quilting  Harewood* . 
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ATBELWOLD. 

Go  to  the  clear  surface 
Of  yon  unruffled  lake,  and,  beodiiiy  o'er  it. 
There  read  my  a&swer. 

BLPltTDA. 

These  are  riddles,  sir — 

ATBitwoiru 
No ;  for  its  glassy  aod  reflecting  surfmoe 
Will  sokile  with  charms  too  tempting  for  a  palace. 

SLFtlBA. 

Does  Athehvold  distrust  filfrida's  faith  ? 

ATHBLWOtn. 

No :  but  he  much  distrusts  Elfrida's  beauty. 

BLFBIDA. 

Away :  you  trifle. 

ATflSLWOLD. 

Never  more  in  earnest ; 
I  weald  not  for  the  tkicoe  which  Edgar  sits  on, 
That  Edgar  shQttld  behold  it. 

EtPRIDA. 

What,  my  lord  I 
Think  you  the  form,  that  canght  your  single  heart, 
WiU  make  all  hearts  its  captives  ?  Vain  surmise. 
Yet  grant  it  could  ;  the  form  is  your's  alone : 
Not  Edgar's  self  would  dare  to  setec  it  from  yoa. 
Edgar's  a  king,  and  sot  a  tyrant 

ATHBLWOLD. 

True; 
Edgar's  a  king,  a  just  one ;  his  firm  feet 
Walk  ever  in  the  fore-right  rodd  of  honour : 
Nor  do  I  know  what  lure  can  draw  his  steps 
Devious  from  that  straight  path,  save  only  one : 
That  tempting  lure  is  beauty.     Ah  !  Klfrida, 
Throw  but  the  dazzling  bait  within  his  view, 
The  untamed  wolf  does  not  with  fiercer  rage 
Bunt  the  slight  bondage  of  tiu  silken  net. 
Than  he  the  ties  of  law.    Late,  very  late, 
Smii  casually  with  young  Matilda's  face. 
He  straight  commanded  her  reluoCant  mother 
To  yield  her  to  bis  arms  :  nor  had  she  'scapM 
The  violating  fervour  of  his  love. 
Had  not  the  prudent  dame  subom'd  ber  handmaid. 
To  take  the  unchaste  office,  and  be  led, 
VeiI'd  in  the  mask  of  night,  to  Edgar's  chamber, 
A  counterfeit  Matilda.     As  it  chanc*d, 
The  damsel  pleas'd  the  king,  nor  did  detection 
A  whit  abate  his  fondness ;  he  forgave 
The  prudent  mother,  eas'd  MaOlda^s  fears. 
And  led  the  wanton  minstrel  to  his  court. 
Where  alill  she  shares— 

CHORUS. 

Behold,  earl  Athelwold, 
A  messenger  arrives ;  bis  speed  and  aspect 
Speak  some  important  errand. 

BDWIX,  ATHBLWOLD,  BLBBIDA,  CBOBOS. 
ATHBLWOLO. 

How  now,  Edwin  ? 
EawiK. 
The  king,  my  terd,  is  on  his  way  to  Harewood. 

ATHBLWOLD. 

The  king! 

BDWIN. 

His  purpose  is  to  pass  through  J^tercia : 
And  in  a  hasty  messa^,  some  two  hours 


After  you  lefl  the  palace,  this  his  pleasuie 
Was  sent  you  by  k>rd  Seofrid ;  withal 
Commanding  your  attendance.    You  being  absent. 
He  straightway  tunu'd  his  course  thaough  thia  hit 

forest. 
Meaning  to  chasa  the  stag ;  his  train,  is  soudi^ 
As  was  his  purpose  sudden* 

BLFBIDA. 

Good  my  lord. 
Why  thus  perpTex^d  I 

CHOBUS. 

Heav'ns!  what  a  deep  despair 
Sits  on  his  brow  I 

BLFBIDA. 

The  notice  sure  is  short  | 
But  that's  a  trifle,  a  small  train  requires 
The  smaller  preparation :  let  him  come. 

ATHBLWOLD. 

Yes,  let  him  come :  so  thon  wiK  say,  Elfrida, 
When  thou  hast  heard  my  tale.   Yes,  let  him  come ; 
So  wilt  thou  say,  and  let  thy  husband  perish. 
Yet  shall  these  arms  uuce  more  embrace  thee  clo9^y» 
Ere  yet  thou  fly  them  as  the  pois'nous  addes. 
'Tis  o'er  :  in  that  embrace  Elfrida's  love 
Was  buried ;  and  in  that  embrace,  the  peace 
Of  wretched  Athelwold. 

BLFBIDA. 

What  may  this  be  I 

ATHBLWOLD. 

Oh  Edwin,  Edwin,  when  surviving  malice 
Shall  prey  upon  the  £ime  of  thy  dead  master. 
Wilt  thou  not  some  way  strive  to  check  the  flend'a 
Insatiate  fury  }  Wik  thwu  see  my  name 
Defil'd,  and  blackcn'd  with  Detraction's  venom. 
And  bear  it  patiently  ? 


BLPaiDA. 

What 


my 


ATHELWOLD. 

Peace;  not  a  word  ef  best,  or  lov'd,  or  dear : 

Such  tender  terms  are  not  for  thee  to  use, 

Or  me  to  triumph  in.     Virgins,  retire ; 

We  would  a  while  be  private.     Nay,  retnrak 

Concealment  would  be  vain ;  and  ye  and  Edwin 

Are  bonud  to  me.     Albina  !  as  for  you, 

I  sav'd  your  father  when  his  blood  was  forfeit 

CHOBUS. 

Not  I,  great  earl,  alone,  but  all  this  train 
Are  boimd  by  ev'ry  tie  of  faith  and  bve 
To  gen'rous  Athelwold  ;  to  that  mild  master. 
Who  never  forc'd  our  service  to  one  act. 
But  of  such  liberal  sort  as  freedom's  self 
Would  willingly  perform. 

ATHBLWOLD. 

It  may  be  so ; 

But  Where's  the  tie,  Elfrida,  that  may  bind 
Thy  faith  and  love  ? 

BLFBIDA. 

The  strongest  sure^  my  loi^ 
The  gulden,  nuptial  tie.    Try  but  its  strength. 

ATHELWOLD. 

I  must  perforce  this  instant     Know  Elfrida, 
Once,  on  a  day  of  high  festivity. 
The  youthful  king,  encircled  with  his  nobles, 
Crown'd  high  the  sparkling  bowl ;  and  much  oflova^ 
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Of  beauty  mnch  the  sprightfy  ccnrene  ran. 
When  as  it  well  might  chance,  the  brisk  lord  Ardulph 
Made  gallant  note  of  Orgar*8  peerless  daughter. 
And  in  such  phrase  as  might  mflame  a  breast 
More  cool  than  Edgar^s.    Early  on  the  morrow 
Th'  impatient  monircb  gave  me  swift  commission 
To  view  those  charms,  of  which  lord  Ardolph's  tongue 
Had  giv'n  such  warm  description :  to  whose  wuiSs 
If  my  impartial  eye  gave  full  ajicent, 
I  had  his  royal  mandate  on  the  instant 
To  bail  thee  queen  of  England.  , 

ttPRlDA. 

'Stead  of  which. 
Yon  came,  and  hai1*d  me  wife  of  Athelwold. 
Was  this  the  tale  I  was  so  taught  to  fear  ? 
Was  this  the  deed,  that  known  would  make  me  fly 
Thy  clasping  arm,  as  'twere  the  pois'nous  adder  ? 
See,  1  again  embrace  thee ;  dearest  proof 
That  thy  Elfrida's  love  can  never  die ; 
Or,  if  it  could,  that  this  embrace  revives  it 

ATBCLWOLD. 

Dost  thou  then  pardon  me  ?  Come,  injor'd  vorenAga, 
Plunge  deep  thy  tword  of  justice  in  this  breast. 
And  I  will  die  contented. 

BtniDA. 

Ueav'n  forbid ! 
What  can  be  done  ? 

CBDtOf. 

Indeed  ye  constant  pair, 
Tb  fit  ye  ttrire  to  fly  the  coming  dangor : 
For  safety  now  sits  wav'ring  on  3rour  love, 
like  the  light  down  upon  the  thistle*s  beard, 
Which  eT*ry  breeze  may  part.    Say,  noUe  earl. 
What  feint  was  us'd  to  lull  the  king's  inqpatieDOe  ? 

athilwold: 
Soon  as  these  shades  bad  veil'd  my  beauteous  bride 
I  hasted  back  to  fidgar,  langh*d  at  Ardulph, 
And  tatk'd  of  Elfnd,  as  of  rulgar  beauties ; 
Own'd  no  uncommon  light'ning  in  her  eye, 
Ko  breast  that  &ham'd  the  snow,  or  cheek  the  Tose. 
The  q>rigfatly  king  believ'd  me,  and  forgot  her, 

CHORUS. 

But  an  alliance,  great  as  Athelwold's 

With  Cigar's  daughter,  soon  would  blaze  abroad. 

The  theme  of  popular  converse. 

ATHBLWOLO. 

True,  it  would  j 
And  for  that  reason,  when  I  last  was  here. 
The  king  was  taught  I  went  to  wed  Elfrida. 

BLFIWA. 

How  so,  my  lord  ? 

ATHSLWOUK 

Thy  fether,  my  Elfrida, 
Has  rich  possessions.  These,  and  these  alone, 
I  made  my  theme  of  love  ;  and  told  the  king. 
That  tho'  thy  (ace  (pardon  the  impious  falslMod) 
Boasted  not  charms  to  grace  a  monarches  tbronoi 
Yet  would  thy  dow'r  well  snit  his  minister. 
1  therefore  meant  to  ask  thee  of  thy  father. 
And  (that  my  want  of  skill  in  choice  might  'scape 
All  censure)  hide  thee  close  in  Harewood  castJc. 
Edgar  with  smiles  consented,  and,  1  think, 
Harbours  no  tbonghts  of  my  disk^alty, 

BtftlDA. 

If  10^  what  danger  now  > 


AtHELWtDLtw 

Ask'st  thoa  what  danger  f 
HeaT'ns !  will  that  glance  not  instantJy  proclaioi 
My  tenfold  perfidy } 

BtPaiDA. 

He  shall  not  see  me. 
I'll  hide  me  instant  in  some  seccet  chamber. 
And  robe  this  virgin  in  my  bridal  vastmeati. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Thy  love,  like  balm,  runs  trick'ling  o'er  the  woonds 
Of  my  torn  bosom ;  yet  tis  vain,  'Us  vain : 
Thou  must  thyself  appear,  for  Ardulph  ever 
Attends  the  king,  and  would  detect  the  fraud. 

BLPSIOA. 

If  so,  yet  still  I  can  assure  our  safety  j 

For  as  you  fear  my  softness  of  compleidoa, 

I'll  stain  it  with  the  juice  of  dusky  leaves. 

Or  yellow  berries,  which  this  various  wood 

From  tree  or  shrub  will  yield  me.    These  FU  ate. 

And  form  a  thousand  methods  to  conceal 

The  little  gleams  of  grace,  which  Nature  lent  naa. 

Fear  not  my  caution. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Gentlest,  best  of  ereaiores, 
Gk>,  do  then  as  thy  tender  care  dn«ctL 
And  yet  how  vain  ?     What  wond'rous  art  can  tteal 
The  liquid  lightnings  from  those  radiant  eyes. 
Or  rob  the  wavy  ringlets  of  that  hair 
Of  all  their  nameless  graces  ?  Say  it  could. 
Yet  would  that  mddest,  but  majestic  mien. 
That  hibom  dignity  of  soul,  which  breathea 
Thro*  each  angelic  gesture,  still  remain 
To  seize  the  heart  of  Edgar.    Rest,  Elfrida, 
Best  as  thou  art,  in  all  that  blaze  of  beauty : 
I  mnst  submit  to  my  just  lot,  and  lose  thee. 

KLPRIDA. 

Away,  my  kird,  with  these  too  anxious  scruples  ; 
Pear  not  my  carriage ;  i  will  stoop  my  head. 
Drawl  out  an  idiot  phrase,  and  do  each  act 
With  eT*n  a  rude  and  peasant  aukwardness. 

KDWiir. 

Ere  thb,  my  lord,  I  think  the  king  has  reach'd 
The  fiill  mid.way ;  twere  fit  yon  stood  prepar'd 
To  gife  him  meeting; 

ATBBLWOUK 

Give  htm  mae^g,  Edwin  1 
Alas  I  I  have  no  mask  to  veil  my  baseness. 
When  deep  contrition  shadows  sil  my  soul, 
I  cannot  dress  my  features  in  light  smiles. 
And  look  t^e  thing  I  am  not    No^  these  eyct 
Are  not  as  yet  true  vassals  to  my  purpose } 
Am  yet  hideed  I  am  but  half  a  villain. 

BLPtlDA* 

You  weigh  this  matter  hi  too  nice  a  balance. 
Your  crime,  my  lord,  is  but  the  crime  of  love : 
Tboosands  like  you  have  fail'd. 

ATHBLWOU*. 

I  know,  Elfnda, 
Oonld  love  abeolve  the  crime,  my  soul  were  pure 
As  maiden  innocence.    Yes,  I  do  love  thee,. 
And  thou  art finir— beyond — But  that's  my  bane: 
Thy  ev'ry  charm  add3  weight  to  my  offence. 
And  heaps  fresh  wrongs  upon  the  best  of  masters. 
Yes,  Rlfrid,  Edgar  was  the  best  of  masters. 
Oh  hide  me  from  the  thought  in  that  dear  I 
Heav'nt!  I  mtist  di^  or  keep  her. 
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ILPtlBA. 

IiT^,ordie» 
rm  thine  alike.    Deetb  cannot  aught  abate. 
Or  life  augment,  my  love.    Let  this  embrace 
Be  witness  uf  my  truth. 

ATHCLWOLD. 

Itshaltjttball: 
Thy  eir*ry  word  and  look  declares  thee  faithful : 
Secure  of  all  thy  lore,  and  all  thy  prudence, 
Ketuming  coo6deDce  hat  ann'd  my  soul 
For  this  dread  meeting :  resting  on  thy  truth 
I  go—  [  Exit  Atbelwold, 

BLFRIOA. 

Go,  and  thy  guardiau  saint  preserve  thee, 
Show'r  blessings  vast  as  would  my  lavish  love. 
Had  I  his  power  to  bless  thee ! 

CMORUS. 

Yes,  my  sisters, 
The  silent  awe  that  reigos  thro'  all  your  train. 
Befits  ye  welU     Let  Admiration  first 
Pay  her  mnte  tribute.    She  can  best  express. 
By  tboee  her  kindling  cheeks,  and  lifted  eyes 
Where  the  tear  twinkles,  that  transcendent  praise 
Slfirida's  virtue  claims. 

ELraiDA. 

My  virtue,  virgins, 
Is  only  love.    Or,  say  that  it  be  virtue. 
It  owes  its  source  to  love,  to  chastest  love. 
Than  which  what  passion  more  impels  the  mind 
To  feir  and  gen'rous  action  ?  But  the  hours 
Are  precions  now.     Ftl  to  3ron  neighb'ring  grove : 
There  grows  an  azure  flow'r,  I  oft  have  mark'd  it, 
Which  stains  the  pressing  finger  with  a  juice 
Of  dusky,  yellow  tinct :  its  name  I  know  not, 
1*11  h$ch  and  try  it  straight.    Wait  my  return. 

lExU  Elfrida. 

cuoavt. 

ODE. 

L 
Whence  does  this  sudden  lustre  rise, 
That  gilds  the  grove  ?  not  like  the  noontide  beam. 
Which  sparkling  dances  on  the  trembling  stream. 
Nor  the  blue  lightning's  flash  swift-sliuoting  thro' 
the  skies. 
But  such  a  solemn  steady  light. 
As  o*er  the  cloudless  azure  steals. 
When  Cynthia,  ridmg  on  Uie  brow  of  night, 
Stops  m  their  mid  career  her  silver  wheels. 

n. 

Whence  can  it  rise,  but  from  the  sober  power 

Of  Constancy  ?  she,  heav'n-burn  queen, 
I>eacends,  and  here  in  Harewood's  hailow'd  bower. 

Foes  her  stedfast  reign : 
Stedfiaist,  as  when  her  high  command 

Gives  to  the  starry  band 
Their  radiant  stations  in  Hcav'n's  ample  plain. 
Stedfast,  as  when  around  this  nether  i^phere. 
She  winds  the  various  year ; 

Tells  what  time  the  snow-drop  cold 
Its  maiden  wliiteness  may'  unfold. 
When  the  golden  harvest  bend. 
When  the  ruddy  fruits  descend. 

Then  bids  pale  Winter  wake,  to  pour 
The  pearly  hail's  translucent  show'r. 
To  ca^st  his  silv'ry  mantle  o'er  the  woods. 
And  bind  in  crystal  chains  the  slumb'ring  floods. 


in. 


The  soul,  which  she  inspires,  has  pow'r  to  climb 
To  all  the  heights  sublime 
Of  virtue's  tow'ring  hill. 
That  hill,  at  whose  low  foot  weak-warbling  strays 
The  scanty  stream  of  human  praise, 
A  shallow  trickling  rill. 
While  on  the  summits  hov'riug  angels  shed. 
From  their  best  pinions,  the  nectareous  dews 
Of  rich  immortal  fame  :  from  these  the  Muse 
Oft  steals  some  precious  drops,  and  sKiIfuI  blends 

With  those  the  lower  fountain  lends; 
Hien  show'rs  it  all  on  some  high-fiBivour*d  head. 
But  thou,  Elfrida,  claim'st  the  genuine  dew  ; 

Thy  worth  demands  it  ail. 
Pure,  and  unmixt,  on  thee  the  holy  drops  shall  fall. 
[Elfirida  returns  with  flovotru 

■LfttDA,  OtCAt,  CMOEUS. 

■LFiiDA.     [looking  on  thejlower, 
Tis  strange,  my  virgins,  this  sweet  child  of  Summer, 
Silken  and  soft,  whose  breath  perfumes  the  air, 
Wiiose  gay  vest  paints  the  mom,  should  in  its  bosom 
Hide  such  pollution  ?  Yet  'tis  often  thus : 
All  are  not  as  they  seem. 

oacAR. 

Yet  hear  me,  lady. 

^  ILPaiDA. 

Be  gone,  unroanner*d  stranger,  nor  pursue  me ; 
Hence,  imm  the  grove.    Know  ye  this  pilgrim,  vir- 
On  my  return  I  met  him  here.  [giosf 

,  CHORUS.  ' 

Alas; 
We  saw  him  here  before,  and  heard  his  tale. 
That  mov'd  our  pity — But  1  fear  me  now,  [heard — 
Twas  false ;  some  spy  perchance,  knd  may  have 

OROAt. 

I  have ;  yet  not  for  that  are  you  belray'd. 
Fair  excellence,  my  heart  is  bonnd  unto  yoq, 
1  feel  a  tender  interest  in  your  welfare. 
Tender  as  fathers  feeL 

■LPEinA. 

As  fathers  feel  1 
That  well  known  voice,  and  ah  !  that  look—* 

ORGAR. 

Elfrida ! 

ELFRIDA. 

Yes  it  is  he,  it  is  my  father.    Virgins, 
Support  me,  or  I  f^int !  Oh  wherefore,  sir  } 

ORGAR. 

Take  courage,  daughter;  my  parental  fondness 
Prompted  this  visit.     Thus  I  came  disguis'd, 
To  learn  the  cause  of  my  dear  child's  confinement: 
And  I  have  learnt  it. 

SLFRIDA. 

Then  all's  lost  for  ever. 

ORGAR. 

Thou  know'st,  Elfrida,  next  my  house's  honoor^ 
Thy  peace  has  ever  been  my  dearest  care. 
But  such  an  insult — No :  i  cannot  brook  it. 
So  black  a  fraud  !  By  all  my  ancestor*. 
By  Belin's  shade  1  will  have  ample  vengeance. 

ELFRIDA. 

Alas,  I  know  too  well  your  dreadful  purpose. 
I  knew  it  at  the  first.     Yes,  he  must  fall. 
Yet  pardon  me,  if  my  p<^r  trembling  heart 
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pots  up  I  know  sot  wbat  bFpray'rs  and  vowi 
To  ev4y  pitying  saint.    CeleetUI  guardims 
Of  DUpUal  coofttaocy !  Oh  bend  from  Heav^  (Vnan, 
Your  star-crowD'd  heads,  and  hear  a  wretched  wo- 
That  begs  ye  wm,  fnm  a  dimd  fi^et't  r^ge. 
Her  lord,  her  hmbond. 

oaeAt. 
Husband  1  sooner  call 
Th»  impeached  thief  true  master  of  the  booty 
He  stole,  or  murder'd  for.    Disdain  the  viUam; 
And  h?lp  me  to  revenge  thee. 

CHORUS. 

Think,  great  earl;  ^ 
What  sanctimonious  ties  restrain  your  daughter. 
Did  she  not  swear  before  the  hallowM  shrine 
Eternal  fealty  to  this  "her  lord  ? 
Yet  say,  that  he  deceived  her ;  shall  her  truth 
Date  te  revenge }  Ne,  sh-,  hi  highest  Heav'n 
Veogeanqs  in  storms  and  tempests  sits  enshrin*d, 
Veited  in  robes  of  lightning,  and  there  sleeps, 
Unwak'd  but  by  the  inceas'd  Almighty's  calL 
Oh  I  let  not  man  presume  to  take  unbid 
That  dread  vioegerency. 

OftOAl. 

Peace,  virgins,  peace. 
Not  ev'n  the  saws  of  Druids  or  of  bards 
Have  weight  with  me,  when  insults  high  as  this 
Rouse  my  just  indignation.  Hear  me,  daughter; 
You  went  to  search  for  ^owVs,  to  blot  your  charms 
Wifli  their  dun  hue.  Yes,  thou  shalt  search  for  flowers, 
Yet  shall  they  be  the  loveliest  of  the  spring ; 
Flowers,  that  entangling  m  thbe'auhum  hair» 
Or  blushing  *mid  the  whiteness  of  thy  bosom. 
May,  to  ttie  power  of  ev'ry  native  grace. 
Give  double  life  and  lustre.    Haste,  my  child,     , 
Array  thyself  in  thy  most  gorgeous  garb. 
And  see  each  jewel,  which  my  love  procured  thee. 
Dart  its  full  radiance.     More  than  all,  put  on 
The  nobler  ornament  of  winning  smiles. 
And  kind  inviting  glances. 

ELFRIDA. 

Nover,  never; 
When  this  troe  heart  rsooonces  Athelwold, 
May  equitable  Heav'n— 

0BOMU 

Away  with  vows ; 
And  with  a  duteous,  and  attentive  ear^ 
Listen  to  my  persuasions.    Much  I  wish 
Persuasions  might  prevail,  that,  not  compeli'd 
To  U9e  a  fiather's  just  prerogative. 
My  will  may  meet  with  thy  unforced  obedience. 
Folloir  me,  on  thy  dnty. 

BLraroA. 

Cruel  father. 
That  duty  shall  obey  you ;  I  will  follow : 
Yei  dread  as  is  that  frown,  dreadful  as  death, 
It  fAuAl  not  shake  the  tenour  of  my  faith ; 
living  or  dead  I  still  am  Athelwold's. 

lExtunt  Orgar  and  Elfrida. 

SBMICtlOIIVf. 

Horroor!  homorl 

The  pen  of  Pate,  dipt  m  Its  deepest  gall. 

Perhaps  on  that  ill-omen'd  wall. 

Now  writes  th'  event  of  this  tremeadoits  day* 

Oh  !  that  oar  weaker  sight 

Could  read  the  mystic  flhira^w,  and^py 


What  to  the  nnpurg'dfiBortal  eye« 
Is  hid  in  vadless  nighL 

sTOtrBofcirt. 
Suspense !  thou  troten  guest,  begone. 
The  wretch,  whose  rugged  bed 
Is  spread  on  thorns,  more  softly  rests  his  head. 
Than  he  thit  sinks  amid  the  cygnet*s  dowh. 
If  thou,  tormenting  fiend,  be  nigh, 
To  prompt  hi»  starting  tear,  his  ceaseless  sigfa. 
His  wish,  his  pray'r,  bis  vow  for  lingering  oertnaslgr* 

CHORUS. 

Bttt  lim% !  that  oertainty  arrives.    Methoiight 
I  heard  the  winding  horn.     I  did  not  err ; 
llie  king  Is  near  at  hand.    This  quick  approach 
Will  sure  prevent  this  proud  earl's  cruel  purpose. 
Yet  what  of  that  ?  Does  her  fan*  form  requhv 
The  blazon  of  rich  vestnre }  Genuine  beauty 
Nor  asks,  nor  needs  it:  negligence  alone 
Is  its  bright  diadem,  and  artless  ease 
ItBrobeofTyriantinotnre.    8ay,  my  sisleity 
Shall  we  salnle  this  nenarch.  with  a  hymn 
Offesthralandjoy?  AlaB,sucbjoy 
111  suitB  onr  taembliog  beaits,  and  weeping  eyes. 
And  now,  'twere  vain ;  for  see,  the  king  approadiei* 

MSOAMt  ATHILWQLI),  CHOtUS. 

anoat. 
No,  Atbelwold  ;  not  firom  a  partial  blwidnesB, 
Or  fir  the  mode  and  guise  of  eourtesy. 
Are  we  thus  large  hi  praise ;  in  our  true  j 
Tins  castle  is  not  more  kind  Natures  debtor 
For  its  delicious  site,  than  'tis  to  thee 
For  this  so  goodly  structure.    From  its  bHC, 
Ev'n  to  yon  turrets  trim,  and  taper  spires. 
All  is  of  choicest-masonry.    £ach  part 
Doth  boast  a  separate  grace,  yet  each  combines 
To  form  one  graceful  whole ;  for  ornament, 
Tho*  here  the  richest  that  the  eye  can  note. 
Is  ns'd,  not  lavish'd ;  Art  seems  generous  here. 
Yet  not  a  prodigal.    But  ah  1  my  earl, 

[teeing  the  Chena, 
What  livhig  charms  are  here  ?  Thy  cage's  beauty 
Must  not  detain  me  from  this  lovelier  prospect. 
Your  pardon,  fair  ones,  that  my  wayward  eye 
l^aid  not  at  first,  where  first  was  surely  due. 
Its  homage  to  your  graces. 

ATReLWOtn. 

Hcav'ns!  they  weep. 
What  may  this  mean  ?    Some  dread  and  tinaeen 
Has  coimter-work'd  my  safety.  [chanc* 

BDGAt. 

Whence  this  silence  ? 
Why  are  yonr  lovely  heads  thus  bow'd  with  eadness  ? 
Beslirew  my  heart,  my  lord,  but  this  is  strange. 
1  know  thee,  earl,  and  know  thy  gentleness. 
More  prone  t'obey,  than  lord  it  oVr  the  sex  ; 
£lse>shoald  I  guess  this  sorrow  bad  its  rise 
From  some  diacoorteous  treatment 

CHORUS. 

No,  dread  sov*reigo  ; 
He  is  the  noblest,  gentlest,  best  of  masters ; 
And  may  yonr  love  reward 

OKOAft,  ATBSLWOLD,  EOOAa,  COOaVS. 
ATBBtWOIA. 

Jdaatfa  to  my  hopes ! 
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Ym^'^iBm^it^tti  Intt  let  this  vengeful  arm 
Arrert  thy  b«eiK« :  woald  to  HeaT*n  its  strengtl^. 
Thai  frMpin^  thee»  could  open  thy  fahe  breait. 
And  faere  thy  heart  to  the  tham'd  eye  of  day. 


SDOAl. 

What  art  thou  ? 


PMleKe,  ^ot  msn. 

OtCAK. 

Earl  of  Devon. 
Pardon  ne,  prince ;  that  this  my  honest  rage 
(Verieaps  obedient  duty.     1  am  wrong'd, 
Yet  that's  but  small ;  for  know,  much-Tqjur*d  prince. 
Thy  vTODgrs  as  well  as  mine  both  call  for  justice. 
Ye»,  sir,  I  here,  on  a  true  subject's  oath, 
Prochum  earl  Atbelwold  a  faithless  traitor. 

tOGAa. 

Ha!  friuittsthis?  Renoonce the  word,  oM  earl ; 
Thy  leaph  of  yean  hathfoic*d  thee,  sufb,  to  pien 
The  verge  of  dotage.    Athelwoldl  what,  Athelwold 
A  Pithless  traitor !  Perish  the  suspicion. 
Never  before  did  word,  or  thought,  or  look 
Giveiloabt  of  his  distinguished  loyalty : 
Dotage  alone  could  frame  the  accusation. 

oacAR. 
I  do  not  dote  i  thank  Heav>A,  my  lenities 
Are  yet  my  ofww,^  iraUemishM  and  unhurt.  | 

Wouid  so  my  daughter  were ! 

BDGAA. 

What  is  his  drift? 

ATBtLWOCO. 

Better,  my  soyal  lord,  you  mark'd  him  not; 
Thewyrod  earl  is— 


His  pa^sel  fbodooB,  Imk'd  ^vMh  his  «nib?tkm. 
Levels  this  Tag^ct  thee.    Atl^,  as  lords. 

lEfcmmt  Edgar,  Orgw,  A'c. 


CfiOftUS,  ATHSLWOLn. 


CROaDS. 

My  losd,  the  king  is  entered : 
In  mute  and  fixt  distress. 


^nd  not  thai 


IwiObeheaid. 


OBCAR. 

What,  audacious  villain  ? 

EDOAa. 

€lo  to,  thou  dioleric  lord  1 


When  tibm  but  beard  me,  Edgar,  call  me  chderic 

IDGAa. 

%eak  then,  hod  briefly. 

OKCAIU 

Once,  my  sacrt^  liege, 
I  bad  a  daughter,  duteous  as  e'er  crown'd 
A  fiober^  wi^,  and  lovely  as  could  warm 
A  youth  to  am'rotts  transports.    This,  my  lord, 
T«i  learnt  long  mice  from  noble  ArdulpVs  praises. 
And,  fir»d  with  his  description,  sent  this  earl, 
Th«  fiithlU  carl,  foivite  her  to  your  throne. 

IDGAR. 

^Orgar,  not  fia^ta  her  to  our  throne ; 
^■ply  to  note  her  beauty  was  bis  esnmd. 

oaoAa. 
^  be  did  note  it,  stan^t  it  for  hk  own. 
«<  why  this  parley  ?  Enter,  sir,  these  gates, 
Aijdiel  EMfida's  features  be  the  book, 
Jbtre  you  may  read  the  story  of  his  fiilshood, 
S*^  00  Oe  instant 

UGAt. 

Noble  lord,  lead  on : 
WHfcnowtotbetriat'    I  will  humour 
Jj«  esri^  bot  temper.    He  has  heard,  my  fnend, 
<^«»QMt  t'cnlthis  diMigfater,  and  fbr  that 


ATHSLWOLD. 

Away,  away^ 
What!  canamanthatthinkssuohtbMigbteasIdo 
Have  pow'r  of  word  or  motion  ?  Speak  to  roe; 
Inform  me  all     What  said  the,  when  I  left  her  ? 
How  came  her  father  hither  ?  How  did  she 
Greet  his  arrival  ?  Say,  was  she  compeird. 
Or  did  her  free  and  voluntary  voice 
Tell  all  the  story  ?  Did  she  marshal  him 
To  this  his  deed  of  vengeance  ? 
CBoaus. 

Dearest  mastorj 
Clfrida  told  him  not:  his  pwn  deceit 
Was  bis  informer.     Here  the  earl  arrived 
Early  at  morn,  in  mean  and  pil^m  weeds. 
All  like  an  ancient,  toil-'Worn  traveller; 
And  with  a  tale,  told  in  such  piteous  strmo. 
Fraught  with  such  sad  and  moving  ciicumstancCL 
With  woes  so  well  dissembled,  that  our  softncM 
SutiSsred  him  enter  this  close  bowV  for  rest. 
Which  he  adapting  to  his  prying  purpose, 
Thence  learnt  the  secret.    This  our  disobedience 
We  own— 

ATMEtWOLD. 

Was  my  perdition.    Yet 'tis  well; 
I  blame  ye  not ;  It  was  Heav'n's  justice,  virgins  • 
This  brought  him  hither ;  this  annuli'd  your  faiUu 
I  do  not  think,  you  purpos'd  my  destruction  ; 
But  yet  you  have  destroy'd  me.    Oh  Elfrida, 
And  art  thou  faithful^  This  my  jealous  eye  [tbed* 
Thought  it  had  markM  some  speck  of  change  upon 
Thought  it  had  found,  what  might  have  made  thy 
Somewhat  within  endurance,    'tis  not  so ;      [Iom 
And  this  thy  purity  but  serves  t'augment 
The  sum  of  my  distractions.     Meet  me,  Edgar, 
With  thy  rais'd  sword:  be  merciful  and  sudden. 

[ie«t/Athelwold« 
cMoaus. 

ODI3. 

I.  1.  , 

Say,  will  no  white-rob'd  son  of  ligbt. 
Swift-darting  from*  his  heav'nly  height. 

Here  deign  to  take  his  hallowM  stand  ; 
Here  wave  his  amber  locks ;  unfold 
His  pmions  cloth'd  with  downy  gold  ; 
Here  smiling  stretch  his  tutelary  wand? 

And  you,  ye  host  of  saints,  for  ye  have  kno«m 
Each  dreary  path  in  life's  perplexing  mazs;, 
Tho'  now  ye  circle  yon  eternal  throne 
^nth  harpings  high  of  inexpressive  praise, 

Will  not  your  train  descend  in  radiant  state, 
To  br^  with  mercy's  beam  this  gath'ring  ckmd 
offiite? 

L  2. 
nis  silence  all.    No  s^n  of  light 
Darts  siriftly  from  his  heav'nly  height ; 

No  train  of  radiant  saints  descend. 
**  Mortals,  in  vain  ye  hope  to  find. 
If  guilt,  if  fraud  has  stain'd  your  muid. 
Or  saint  to  hear,  or  aqgel  to  defend."        r 
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So  Tnitfa  prod^mf.    t  bear  tike  nered  louod 
Bard  from  the  oentre  of  her  bornUig  throne ; 

Where  eye  the  iito  with  itar-wreath'd  lustre 
crowoM; 
A  brigbt  fUB  claipt  her  adamantine  zone. 

So  Troth  proclaims  ,*  her  awful  voice  I  hear ; 
With  many  e  solemn  pause  it  slowly  meets  my  ear. 

I.  3. 

**  Attend,  ye  sons  of  men ;  attend,  and  say» 
Does  not  enotigh  of  my  refulgent  ray 
Break  thro*  the  veil  of  yoUr  mortetity ! 
Say,  does  not  reason  in  this  form  descry 
Uhnumber'd,  nameless  glories,  that  surpass, 
TheangePs  floating  pomp,  the  seraph^s  glowing 
grace? 

II.  1. 

'*  Shall  then  ytmr  earth4)om  daughters  vie 

With  me?  Shall  she,  whose  brightest  eye 
Bot  emulates  the  diamond's  blaze. 

Whose  cheek  but  mocks  the  peach's  bloom. 

Whose  breath  the  hyacinth's  perfume, 
Whose  melting  voice  the  warbling  woodlark's  lays. 

Shall  she  be  deem*d  my  rival  ?  Shall  a  form 
Of  elemental  dross,  of  mould' ring  clay, 

Vie  with  these  charms  imperial  ?  The  poor  wmin 
Shall  prove  her  contest  vain.    Life's  little  day 

Shall  pan,  and  she  is  gon6:*  while  I  appear 
FIusb'<i  with  the  bloom  of  yooth  thit>'  HeavVs 
eternal  year. 

IL  3. 

'<  Know,  mortals,  know,  ere  first  ye  sprung. 

Ere  first  these  orbs  in  ether  hung, 
I  shone  amid  the  heav'nly  throng. 

These  eyes  beheld  creation's  day. 

This  vuice  began  the  choral  lay. 
And  taught  archangels  their  triumphant  son& 

.  Pleased  I  surveyed  bright  Nature's  gradual  birth. 
Saw  infant  light  with  kindling  lustre  spread, 

Soft  vernal  fragrance  clothe  the  flow'ring  earth. 
And  ocean  heave  on  his  eatended  bed ; 

Saw  the  tall  pine  aspiring  pierce  the  sky, 
The  uwny  lion  stalk,  the  rapid  eagle  fly. 

IL  3. 
*<  Last,  man  arose,  erect  in  youthful  grace,   . 
Heaven's  hallow'd  image  stampt  upon  his  face. 
And,  as  he  rose,  the  high  behest  was  giv'n. 
That  I  alone  of  all  the  host  of  Ueav'n, 
Should  reign  protectress  of  the  godlike  youth. 
Thus  the  Almighty  spake :  he  spake  and  call'd  me 
Truth." 

▲TUILWOLO,  EDWIN,  CBOETJS. 
ATBELWOtO. 

Baiit^  me !  No.    Til  die.    For  why  should  lifb 
Remain  a  lonely  lodger  in  that  breast 
Which  honour  leaves  deserted  ?  Idle  breath. 
Thou  can'st  not  All  such  vacancy.    Begone. 
This  sword  shall  f 


CHORUS. 

Oh  shame  to  Fortitode! 
Shame  to  that  manly  passion,  which  inspires 
Its  vigorous  warmth,  when  the  bleak  blasts  of  Fate 
Would  chill  the  soul.     Oh  call  the  ready  virtue 
Quick  to  thy  aid,  for  she  is  ever  near  thee ; 
Is  ever  prompt  to  spread  her  sevenfokl  shidd 
O'er  noble  breasts* 


ATSSLWOLVb 

And  but  o'er  noble 
Not  o'er  the  breast  which  livid  infamy 
Indelibly  has  spotted.    Oh  shame,  shame. 
Sword,  rid  uie  of  the  thought. 

caoavs. 

Forbear,  forbear  i 
Think  what  a  sea  of  deep  perdititm  whelms 
The  wretch's  trembling  soul,  who  laocba  forth 
Unlicens'd  to  eternity.     Think,  think ; 
And  let  the  thought  restrain  thy  impioos  hand. 
The  race  of  man  is  one  vast  marshall'd  army, 
Summoo'd  to  pass  the  spacions  realms  of  time; 
Tlieir  leader  the  Almighty.     In  that  march, 
Ah,  who  may  quit  his  post,  when  high  m  sir 
The  chos'n  archangel  rides,  whose  right  hand  wields 
Th'  imperial  standard  of  Heav'n*s  providenoe. 
Which,  dreudly  sweeping  thro?  the  vaulted  diy, 
O'ervhadows  all  creation  ? 

ATBELWOLB. 

I  was  once— 
Yes,  I  was  once  (I  have  his  royal  word  for\) 
A  man  of  such  try'd  faith,  such  steady  boQour, 
As  mock'd  all  doubt  and  scruple.— What  a  change ! 
Now  must  that  unstain'd,  virgin  character. 
Be  doom'd  to  gross  and  hourly  prostitntioo, 
Sating  the  lust  of  slander ;  and  my  wife. 
My  chaste  filfrida — Oh  distraction  I  no, 
I'll  fly  to  save  her. 

EDWIN.  / 

Stay,  my  dearest  master; 
Yon  rush  dn  instant  death. 

ATHELWOLD. 

I  mean  it,  slave. 
And  wonld'st  thou  hinder  me  ?  » 

sowirr. 

Yes,  sir,  I  hold 
nris  duty  to  my  king,  and  love  to  you, 
Thus  to  oppose  your  entrance. 

ATHELWOLD. 

What,  Ukmi  traitor! 
Thy  pardon,  Edwin.  I  forgot  mjrself ; 
Forgot,  that  I  stood  here  a  banisb'd  man ; 
And  that  this  gate  was  shut  against  its  mssten 
And  yet  this  gate  leads  to  my  dear  Elfrida ! 
Can  it  be  bar'd  to  me  ?  Oh  earth,  cold  earth, 
Upon  whose  breast  1  cast  this  load  of  niis^> 
Bear  it  a  while ;  and  you  ye  aged  oaks. 
Ye  venerable  lathers  oi  this  wood. 
Who  oft  have  cool'd  beneath  your  arching  shsd« 
My  humble  ancestors,  oft  seen  them  hie 
To  your  spread  umbrage,  from  yon  sultry  ficW^ 
Their  scene  of  honest  labour,  shade,  ah  I  shade 
The  last,  the  wretchedest  of  all  their  race. 
I  will  not  long  pollttte  ye ;  for  I  mean 
To  pay  beneath  your  consecrated  gloom 
A  sacrifice  to  honour, 'and  the  ghosts 
Of  those  progenitors,  who  sternly  frown 
On  me  their  base  descendant 

XDWIN. 

See,  yeviigms. 
How  horroor  shades  his  brow ;  how  fixt  his  eye; 
Heav'ns!  what  despair — 

CHOItJS. 

Edwin,  His  CTcr  thus 
With  noble  minds,  if  chance  they  slide  to  folly: 
Remorse  stings  deeper,  and  relentless  coMdOJCO 
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Poiiri  mofe  of  gmU  mto  the  iHttar  cup 
Of  tbeir  terere  repcntmcc 

ATBBLWOLO. 

TitretolT'dt 
ni  enter  and  demand  a  second  audienoe. 
And  yet  bow  rain  1  Ere  I  can  reach  hit  ear, 
Hb  ready  train  will  stop  me,  and,  with  all 
The  cruel  punctoality  of  office. 
So  prompc  to  act  against  fiUt'n  faTObrites, 
Diniin  me  with  reproof. — Sorely  1  heard  her. 
Wa^  not  Elfrida's  voice  ?  Tis  she  herself. 

UFanUy  BBOAl,  ATHtLWOLO,  OftCAK,  CHORUS. 
BtniDA. 

No,  I  will  once  more  clasp  him  to  my  bosom. 
I  wiU  nol  be  withheld.    I  will  o*ertake  him, 
Will  go  with  him  to  exile.    Hah,  my  husband ! 
So  qiUckly  found  ?   They  thought  to  tear  me  from 
Bat  we  will  part  no  more.  [thee ; 

UMAE. 

T9kt  heed,  Elfrida. 
This  ill-tim'd  fondness  may  recall  the  fate 
I  jnat  now  freed  him  from ;  who  lores  like  me 
CUi  in  brook  this.    Or  quit  him,  or  he  dies. 

ATHILWOLO. 

Yes,  let  me  die !  Death  is  my  dearest  wish. 
Qoit  me,  £lfrida  1  leave  me  to  my  (ate. 
TSs  jnst.  His  just    Thus  to  my  sov'reign's  sword 
ftwj  I  bare  my  breast.    Strike,  iijur'd  prince ; 
Bot  do  not  banbh  me. 

BLftniA. 

What,  Athelwold, 
Is  tbtti  the  life,  on  whose  dear  preservation 
Elfrida's  peace  depends,  not  worth  the  saving  ? 
l)ie  then.     But  ere  thy  mard'rer  strike  the  stroke. 
Lei  me  mform  him,  that  his  act  destroys 
Ko  single  life. 

KDCAl. 

By  HeaT%  she  loves  the  traitor 
Beyond  all  hope  of  change— — 

BLPRIDA. 

No,  Athelwold, 
ThOQ  Shalt  not  die :  that  pause  hi  royal  Edgar 
Bespeaks  forgiveness.    He  will  soon  relent ; 
And  mercy,  flowhig  from  his  gracions  tongue. 
Seal  thy  foil  pardon.    Let  as  kneel,  my  lordf 
Setie  the  important  moment;  kneel  together; 
And,  as  these  streaming  ^es  and  lifted  hands 
Bmploy  each  act  of  silent  sapplication. 
Bo  thou  reooont^^Ah !  no,  thy  modest  tongue 
Could  never  tell  ev'n  half  the  gallant  story. 
Be  alent  then.    Let  Edgar*s  self  reflect ; 
Wot  well  I  know  his  mem*ry  writes  thy  virtues 
Upon  its  fiurest  pages.    Yes,  let  him  weigh 
All  thy  past  deeds  of  loyalty  and  faith, 
HSaiiMt  thb  so  light  a  fault. 

BOCAIU 

So  light  a  foult ! 
Had  he  dislodg'd  my  richest  co£for'd  treasures, 
Dispers'd  sedition's  poison  'mid  my  troops. 
Or  aim'd  with  daring  and  rebellious  hand 
To  snatch  these  regal  honours  from  my  brow, 
I  iooiier  ooold  have  pardoned. 

ATHILWOLO. 

Cease,  Stfrida. 
Hy  dooB  is  just— -Yes.  loyal  sir,  I  go 
VouXVlIL 


To  banishment.    I  do  desenFo  to  breathe; 
Deserve  to  bear  this  load  of  life  about  me. 
For  many  years ;  to  lengthen  out  iQy  age. 
Listening  the  hourly  knell  of  curst Temembraaoe, 
Whose  leaden  stroke  shall  tell  to  my  sad  soul 
That  I  was  feithful  once. 

BSPtlDA. 

'  Oh  flint;^  Edgar, 
What!  will  this  penitenoe  not  move  thee?  Know 
There  is  a  roBe-lip'd  seraph  sits  on  high. 
Who  ever  bends  his  holy  ear  to  Earth 
To  mark  the  voice  of  penitence,  to  catch 
Her  solemn  sigh^  to  tune  them  to  his  harp. 
And  echo  them  in  harmonies  divine 
Up  to  the  throne  of  grace.    Ev'n  Heav'n  is  won 
By  penitence,  and  shall  Hear'n's  substitute. 
Shall  Edgar  scorn • 

BDGAK. 

Cease,  cease,  thou  beatiteoas  pleader  t 
Ah  for  too  beauteous  I  Would'st  thou  gain  thy  suit. 
Why  glows  that  vermeil  lip  ?  Why  rolk  that  eye 
Bright  as  the  ray  of  mom  ?  Why  in  each  gesture 
Such  inexpressive  graces,  but  because 
They're  native  all,  and  will  not  be  cooceal'd  ? 
Else  sore  each  charm  betra^'s  him,  and  becomes 
An  advocate,  whose  silent  eloouence 
Pleads  'gainst  thy  voice,  and  toils  its  tuneful  power. 
Traitor !  was  this  the  fsloe  which  thy  false  tongue 
Profoo'd  as  Tulgar^  Tliis  such  coounon  beauty 
As  the  foir  eye  of  day  beheld  each  hour 
In  ev*ry  clime  he  lif^ted  }  Base  dissembler. 
This  instant  quit  our  realm. 

BLFmOA. 

Oh  sUy  thee,  Bdgai^ 
And  once  more  hear  me.    At  thy  fset  I  fell 
As  earnest,  and  distrest  a  supplicant. 
As  e'er  embrac'd  the  knees  of  majesty. 
Oh  !  spare  thy  country's  guardian,  Edgar,  spars 
Thy  ck)6est,  surest  frioid.    Let  not  one  foult 
Cancel  his  Uiousand,  thousand  acts  of  faith. 
Alas !  I  foil  to  vainest  repetitioa. 
Grief,  whelmmg  grief  drowns  all  my  foculties^ 
And  leaves  me  nought  but  tears. 

BDOAIU 

Rise,  rise,  Elfrida. 

BLPtmA. 

Shall  he  then  live? 

BnOAB. 

He  shall,  he  shaU,  my  foir. 
If  so  he  quit  the  realm  within  the  space 
Our  sentence  limited. 

BLFftroA. 

Oh  stop  not  there ; 
That  sentence  will  be  death  to  Athelwold. 
Think,  for  thou  know'st  full  well  his  gentle  nature. 
Can  he  support  the  rigour  of  this  doom  ? 
Can  he,  who  liv'd  but  ro  thy  gracious  smiles. 
Who'd  pine,  if  chance  those  sniiles  a  single  hour 
Were  dealt  him  thriftily ;  think,  can  he  bear 
The  infamy  of  exile  ? 

enoAR. 

Hear  me,  Athelwold. 
Did  I  hot  show'r  on  thy  moch-fovour'd  head 
My  thickest  honours,  and  with  gift  so  ready 
As  out-mn  aH  request  ?  Did  I  not  hold  thee 
Still  in  such  open  coo6dence  of  friendship,  - 
Such  love  as- 
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MASONS  POEMS. 


ilTHEtWOLII.    ' 

Sooner  tteb  me  than  repeat  tt 

EDeAK. 

Yet  give  me  heariog.    I  repeat  not  this 

To  taunt  or  gall  thee :  On  my  sonl  tby  wortk 

Did  overtop  all  thote  bononrs,  apd  thy  zeal 

Kept  pace  with  my  best  lave.  Nor  'till  this  deed — 

fiiit  such  a  deed !  look  there,  look  on  that  face. 

Tboa  know'st  me,  Athelwold,  bast  leeii  me  gaase 

On  a  soft  yielding  fiur  one,  'till  mine  eye 

Shot  flames.    PerdttioD  seize  me,  if  this  beait 

Knew  love  'till  now* 

ATHBLWOLD. 

I  see  it  plain,  my  liege, 
Nor  say  I  aught  to  lessen  my  offence. 
No,  here  I  kneel :  Oh  !  cast  but  on  my  mis'ry 
One  kind  forgiTing  glance;  this  ready  swoid 
Shall  expiate  all. 

BLVRIDA. 

Ah!  will  you?  must  he  die? 

EDGAR. 

No,  stay  thee,  Athelwold,  and  sheath  thy  sword  ; 

I  never  yet  (save  but  this  hour  of  rage) 

Deem'd  thee  my  snlject :  thou  wert  still  my  friend ; 

And,  injnrM  as  I  am,  thou  still  art  such. 

I  do  fbrego  the  word ;  to  banish  thee. 

Or  seal  ^y  death,  transcends  a  friend's  just  right. 

BLPRy>A. 

Ah  gen'rou^  deed  I  ah  godlike  goodness  !  Virgins, 
The  king  will  pardon  him.     'Wake  each  high  note 
Of  praise,  and  gratitude,  teach  Edgar's  name 
To  Harewood's  forthest  echo.    Oh  my  sov'reign ! 
What  wefdfi  can  speak  my  thanks — 

EDGAR. 

Nay,  check  these  transports. 
Lest,  if  I  see  thee  thus,  my  soul  forget 
Its  milder  purpose.     I  win  leave  thee,  lady ; 
Yet  first  my  lips  must  press  this  gentle  band. 
And  brekthe  one  suft  sigh  of  no  comgion  fervour. 
Now  OQ,  my  lords — Fair  wonder  of  tby  sex, 
Adieu.    We'tr  straight  unto  our  realm  of  Mercla. 
Yet  first,  as  was  our  purpose,  thro*  this  forest 
We'll  chase  the  nimble  roebuck ;  may  the  sport 
More  please  us,  than  we  hope.     Earl  Athelwold, 
Thou  too  must  job  our  train  ;  fallow  us  straighL 
[Exeunt  £dgar,  tCc. 

ATHBT.WOtD. 

I  win,  my 'liege,    l^frida,  I  have  milch 
For  thy  lov'd  ear,  and  have  but  one  finrewel 
To  tell  it  all— and  yet \ 

ELFRIOA. 

Ah  loiter  not; 
It  may  enrage.    Farcwel.    Be  sure  take  heed 
I  come  not  in  your  talk;  avoid  ev'n  thinking  ; 
Check  ev^n  the  sighs  of  absence.  Haste,  my  earl. 
Oh  haste  thee,  as  thou  lov'st  thy  constant  wife. 

[£xf/ Athelwold. 

OROAB,  BlfPRIDA,  CHORUS. 
0R<M1t> 

Thy  constant  wife !  ah,  sta^n  ef  all  thy  jraoe, 
D^^en'cate  girl !  Hencefiorth  be  Orgar  deem'd 
Of  soft  and  dove*like  temper,  who  could  «ee    , 
A  child  of  his  stoop  to  such  vile  Abasement, 
And  yet  foibore  just  wrath ;  forbore  to  draw 
That  bk)od  ihe  had  defil'd  from  her  inean  leisf. 


But  sure  thou  ait  not  mine ;  some  elf  or  fry 
Did  spirit  away  my  babe,  and  by  curst  charma 
Thee  in  her  cradle  plac'd.    Nay  hang  not  on  me. 
Dry,  dry  thy  tears,  they've  done  their  office  amply  : 
Edgar  has  pardoo'd  him.     No,  by  my  earldom^ 
I  cannot  think  of  nuyesty  thus  meanly. 
He'll  yet  avenge  it — What  if  chance  he  should  not  ? 
That  stops  not  me :  I  have  a  hearty  an  arm» 
A  sword  can  do  me  justice* 

SLFftlDA. 

Ah !  my  lord. 
Are  you  still  merciless  ?  Alas,  I  hop'd 

OROAB. 

What  cohld'st  thou  hope,  Elfrida  ?   could'st  thou' 
I  e*er  would  pardon  his  vile  perfidy,  [think 

Or  thy  ignoble  softness  ? 

ElFRmA. 

Dearest  fether. 
Frown  not  thus  sternly  on  me.     1  would  fain 
Touch  your  relenting  soul,  fain  win  your  beait 
To  fatherly  forgiveness.    For  thro'  life 
I've  oft  had  pleasing  proof  bow  that  furgivenesi 
Stoop'd  to  my^ond  persuasion.    But  I  fear 
Persuasion  now  has  left  me.    My  sad  thoughts 
Are  all  on  wing,  all  fbllowhig  Athelwold, 
Like  unseen  mhustring  spirits : — ^Pardon,  sir. 
That  frown  shall  check  me,  I'll  not  mention  him  : 
I  will  but  plead  for  my  own  weakness,  plead 
For  that  soft  sympathy  of  soul,  which  you 
Deem  base  and  servile.     Base  perhaps  it  might  be. 
Were  I  of  bolder  sex.    But  I,  alas !-— - 
Ah  pardon  me,  if  nature  ^tampt  me  weraan; 
Gave  me  a  heart  soft,  gentle,  prone  to  pity. 
And  very  fisarfbl :  fiearfal,  sure  with  cause 
At  this  dread  hour,  when  if  one  hapless  word. 
One  sigh  break  forth  unhid,  it  may  rdcmdle 
The  monarch's  rage — What  has  my  phrenzy  said  ? 
I've  wanderHl  from  niy  meaning.    Dearest  virgins^ 
My  rash  tongue  more  influMS  him.  Oh  awirt  ipe» 
Ye  are  not  thus  opprest  with  inward  horroor : 
Kneel,  plead,  peisaade,  convince—^ 

CHORUS. 

Alas,  my  mistress. 
What  ma^  a  servant's  accents  do  t'appease 
This  forions  earl } 

ORGAR. 

Ye  well  may  spare  them :  maidensj 
Know  my  firm  soul|s  resolved,  and  be  my  heart 
As  base  as  Athelwold's,  if  it  foregoes 
The  honest  resolution*    Think  what  I, 
What  Britain  suffers  from  this  traitor's  firaud : 
Had  Edgar  rais'd  my  daughter  to  his  throne. 
Our  British  line,  which  now  is  doom'd  to  sink 
In  vile  subjection,  had  again  assum'd 
The  pall  of  royalty,  with  half  its  power. 
In  time  perchance  the  whole.     But  this  fiUse  Saxoo 
Shall  with  his  life  repay  me.    Here  l*M  wait  « 

His  first  return,  and  in  his  own  domain 
Give  him  fafar  combat    I  have  known  the  time 
When  this  good  arm  had  hardihood  enough 
For  thrice  his  prowess.    What  is  lost  thro'  age. 
My  just  cause  shall  supply ;  and  he  shall  fisU 
As  did  the  traitor  Oswald,  whose  hokl  tongue 
Defam'd  me  to  khig  Athektan :  to  the  ground 
My  sharp  UuaoenulM  the  «ait^ 

•   [fivflOkgan 
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MUmmA,  CMMVI. 

BtPJlIDA. 

Think,  my  lord. 
Will  Athdwoia,  will  he  enter  those  lists, 
Where  oooqiiest  would  be  parricide  ?  Alas, 
lie  heart' me  nut.     Go,  thou  obdurate  father  t 
.  A  daughter's  tears  will  but  the  more  proTolw  thee. 
I  will  not  fallow  him.     No,  poor  Elfrida  ! 
All  thou  can'st  do  is  here  to  stand,  and  weep. 
And  Ibel  that  thou  art  wretched. 

CHORUS. 

Dearest  mistress, 
RestraiD  this  flood  of  tears,  perhaps  — 

Perhaps !       ' 
Ah  I  mock  me  not  with  hopes. 

CHORUS. 

We  do  not  mean  it : 
For  hope,  though  'tis  pale  sorrow^s  only  cordial. 
Has  yet  a  dull  and  opiate  quality, 
>jifeebling  what  it  lulls.     It  suits  not  you ; 
For,  as  we  fear  — — « 

KLPRIDA. 

Do  you  too  fear !  alas ! 
I  flmtter^d  my  poor  soul  that  all  its  fears 
Were  grief  s  distempcr'd  coinage,  that  my  love 
Rais*d  causeless  apprehensions,  and  at  length 
Edgar  would  quite  forgive.     I  do  bethink  me, 
My  joy  broke  forth  too  rashly.     When  they  |eft  us. 
His  safety  was  not  half  secured ;  my  pleading 
Was  not  half  heard  ;  I  should  have  f\>llowM  Edicar, 
Claim'd  more  full  j^rdon,  forced  biiii  to  embrace 
My  sorrowing  lord. 

^ffORUS.  ' 

Wl5  fear  that  sorrow  more 
Than  Bdgar*s  rage.     We  fear  his  fallen  virtue. 
Self-condemnation  works  most  strongly  on  him, 
Er'n  to  despondeucv.     Ev*n  at  his  pardon, 
No  joy  flush'd  on  his  cheek ;  ife  mark'd  him  well, 
He  sboWd  no  sign  of  welcome.    No,  he  took  it 
As  who  should  say,  "  to  give  me  ought  but  death 
Is  a  poor  boon  unwisb'd  and  unaccepted.'* 
Too  much  we  fear  he*ll  do  some  impious  act— 

EtniDA. 

What,  on  his  life?  I  thought  I  had  explored 
Each  Tarious  face  of  danger :  this  escaped  me. 
How  mt8S*d  1  this  ?  it  suits  his  courage  highty  ; 
Suits  too  his  fix'd  remorse — But  yet  he  will  not : 
Ncb  Athelwold,  thou  wilt  not  kill  Elfirida. 

CHORUS. 

Oh  may  his  love  preserve  him  :  may  these  shades 
ReceiTe  him  soon  in  peace.    To  this  blest  end 
You  sure  should  strive  to  calm  your  father's  rage ; 
'  At  least  not  suffer  him,  as  now,  retired 
To  brood  o*er  his  revenge. .  For  know,  Elfrida, 
Beneath  the  silent  gloom  of  solitude 
Tho'  peace  can  sit  and  smile :  tho'  meek  content 
Can  keep  the  cheerful  tenour  of  her  soul, 
Er'n  in  the  loneliest  shades ;  yet  let  not  wrath 
Approach,  let  black  revenge  keep  far  aloof. 
Or  sooo  they  flame  to  madness. 

BtPftlDA. 

True,  my  virgins; 
Attrad  me  then :  FU  try  each  winning  art : 
Tho*  ill  such  .aitiwcomes  mt,  yet  I'll  a'un  it— 
Hark-*wbeaee  that  MiM^  1  beard  wme  haity 


CROtUt. 

Oh  Ueav'n's !  'tis  Edwia. 

BLFtlDA,  SDWIN,  CHORUS. 
ELFtlDA. 

Edwin,  ah !  that  look* 
Bespeaks  too  well  the  honour  of  thy  errand. 
Tell  It  me  aU.  , 

IDWIW. 

Alas! 

BLFRIDA. 

Nay,  do  not  pause ; 
Tell  it  me  all.     I  think  it  will  not  kill  me. 
Repeat  each  circumstance.     Fm  ready,  Edwin, 
Ev'u  for  the  worst 

BDWIV. 

Then  hear,  and  Heav'n  support  thee. 
Soon  as  the  stag  had  left  y  n  westward  thicket, 
Tiie  king  dismissed  his  lords,  each  scv'ral  ways. 
To  their  best  sport,  bidding  earl  Athelwold, 
Lord  Ardulph,  and  myself,  attend  bis  person. 
Thus  parted  from  the  rest,  the  monarch  pierc'd 
A  darkling  dell,  which  open'd  in  a  lawn 
Thick  set  with  elm  around.     Suddenly  here 
He  tum'd  his  steed,  and  cry'd,  "  This  place  befitf 
Our  purpose  well." 

I L  PR  IDA. 

Purpose  !  what  purpose,  Edwin  ? 
'Twas  predetermined  then,  dissembling  tyrant ! 
How  could  I  trust  or  hope— — 

BAWIN. 

Yet  give  me  hearing ; 
Thus  with  a  grave  composure,  and  calm  eye, 
King  Edgar  spake.     *'  Now  hear  me,  Athelwold  ; 
Thy  king  has  pardon'd  this  thy  trait'rous  act : 
From  all  disloyal  baseness  to  thy  prince        [mains 
Thou  stand'st  absoWd ;   yet,  know,  there  still  re- 
Somewhat  to  cancel  more.     As  man  to  man, 
As  friend  to  friend,  uow,  Athelwold,  I  call  thee 
Straight  to  defend  thy  life  with  thy  good  sword. 
Nay,  answer  not ;  defend  it  gallantly. 
If  thy  arm  prosper,  this  my  dying  tongue 
Shall  pardon  thee,  and  bless  thee.    If  thou  falFst, 
Thy  parting  breath  must  to  my  right  resign 
Elfrida's  bcMuties."    At  the  word,  both  drew. 
Both  fought ;  but  Athelwold 's  was  ill-  play*d  passion. 
He  aim'd  his  falchion  at  the  monarch's  head, 
Only  to  leave  his  own  brave  breast  defenceless. 
And  on  the  instant  Edgar's  rapid  sword 
Pierc'd  my  dear  master's  heart     He  fsll  to  eaith^ 
And,  fiiUing,  cry'd,  *'  This  wound  atones  for  alt 
Edgar,  thus  full  aveng'd,  will  pardon  me, 
And  my  true  wife,  with  chaste,  connubial  tears. 
Embalm  my  memory."    He  smil'd,  and  died. 

BLFRIDA. 

Nay,  come  not  round  me,  virgins,  nor  support  me. 
I  do  not  swoon,  nor  weep.     I  call  sot  Heav'n 
T'avenge  my  wretchedness      I  do  not  wish       / 
This  tyrant's  hand  may  wither  with  cold  palsies. 
No,  I  am  very  patient     Ht«v'n  is  just ! 
And,  when  the  measure  of  his  rrinnes  is  full, 
Will  bare  its  red  right  arm,  and  lanch  its  lightnings. 
'Tdl  then,  ye  elements  re^t :  and  thou,  firm  Earth, 
Ope  not  thy  yawning  jaWs,  but  let  this  monster 
Stalk  his  due  time  on  thine  affrighted  surfisce. 
Yes  ;  let  him  still  go  on ;  still  execute 
His  savage  puiposes,  and  daily  make 
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MorewidofiM  wvep,  «f  I  do.    FoottA  eyei ! 
Why  iov  ye  thus  unbidden  ?  Whftt  haf  e  te«e 
To  do  vitli  grief  like  nine  ? 

CBOROf. 

Help,  belp,  my 
Tobeur  Ii6r  to  the  casUe. 

OIUSAft,  BLr»Il»4>  BDWIK,  CHOlVt. 
^  OROAK. 


Metbonght  I  he#rd  a  sound  of  loud  lament ; 
Bfrida^ali! 

BLTtmA. 

It  not  my  fkther  tiiece  ? 
Wittihold  me  sot ;  III  fall  at  his  dear  feet 
Oh  air!  bdiold  your  child  thus  lowly  prosUate  ; 
Avenge  her  wrongs,  avenge  your  poor  Elfirida, 
Your  betplesn^  widoir*d  daughter. 


What;  bbeilain? 


Ol^UK. 

WidmvMdaqghter! 


InfaoqiiUbly  butchered  | 
The  tyrants  savage  flfl!f<— ^^and  yon  thus  oool } 
Where  is  the  Brit^  ipint,  where  the  6re  ^ 
Of  Belin's  race  ?— Oh  IbolishDms  of  grieC 
Alas,  I  had  Ibigot;  had  Edgar  spar'd  him,   (ance. 
That  sword,  to  whksh  my  madness  call'd  for  venge- 
Bre  long  was  meant  to  do  tlie  bloody  deed, 
And  make  the  murder  panioid|e.'    Have  f 
Ko  friend  to  do  me  right  } 

oaoAt.' 

Thou  hast,  my  child ; 
I  am  thy  friend,  thy  fiither.   IVust  my  care. 
Edwjn,  a  word.    Retire,  my  dearest  danghter  t 
Viigins,  conduct  her  in. 

BLntlBA. 

My  father,  no. 
What  do  you  do?  I  must  not  be  withheld, 
ni  to  yon  bloody  grove,  and  clasp  my  husband. 
My  murder*d  husband.    Why  restrain  me,  sir  ? 
Can  my  sad  eye  dartfirp  thro*  his  cold  br^sti 
And  light  up  mb  anew  ? 

oaoAi. 

Go  in,  my  child. 
And  seek  traoquiUity. 

BLParoA. 

Tnmquillity  f 
I  know  her  well ;  riie  is  Death's  pale-ey'd  dster ; 
She's  now  in  yonder  grove  closing  the  lids 
Of  my  poor  Athelwold.    That  office  done. 
She'll  bear  his  soul  upon  her  gentle  plumes 
Up  to  the  realms  of  joy.    PU  follow  them  x 
I  know  he'd  have  it  so ;  he*ll  not  be  blest, 
Ev'if  on  bis  throne  of  bliss,  till  I  am  with  him.  ' 

CHoavs. 
This  way,  my  dearest  mistress. 

BinmA. 

Hold^ nay  hold; 
Croud  not  around  me.    I^  me  pause  a  while. 
Alhina,  thou  akme  shalt  join  mv  mis'ry  ; 
I've  much  to  utter  to  thy  friendly  ear. 
]>ad  on,  thou  gentle  maid :  thy  single  aim 
Shall  prop  my  trembling  frame  |  thy  nngle  voice 
Speak  peace  to  my  afflictions. 

lE»ii  wiik  ik$frvK^  virgm. 


c9mA%f  nfviv,  amienotos. 

oacAft. 

On  your  livet, 
Virgros,  let  no  distmbing  step  approach  her. 
Say,  Edwhi,  (for  I  guess  'twas  yon  that  bnmgfal 
These  tidings  hither)  where  was  royal  Edgar, 
When  late  you  left  him  ?  n 

inwiK. 

At  my  master's  side 
Repentant  of  the  stroke. 

oaoAK. 

Comes  he  not  back 
ToHarewood? 

snncHoaus. 

Heav'nfoibid!  EUrida'kbraia 
WonU  madden  at  the  sight 


Mistake  not,  virgins; 
I  did  not  mean  at  this  distresrfbl  boor 
The  king  sbonkl  see  my  danghter. 

StMICHOaOS. 

No,  for  ]rfty, 
Do  not  profime  this  sabbatfi  of  her  grkf. 
Oh  I  be  her  sorrow  sacred ! 

OSGAa. 

Fear  not,  virgins  ; 
Her  peace  is  my  best  care,  and,  to  ensure  it, 
I'll  haste  this  instant,  by  young  EdwinVguldanee, 
To  find  the  monarch.  Some  four  miles  trora  Hare- 
wood 
Stands  old  eail  Egbert's  castle,  my  fost  friend. 
With  him  will  J  persuade  the  king  to  scgonm. 
'Till  my  child's  grief  abate;  that  too  to  &peed 
Be  it  your  business,  yirgins :  watching  ever 
Eaoh  happy  interval,  wl^en  your  soft  tongues 
May  bint  his  praises,  Hill  by  practice  woo 
She  bear  their  fuller  blazon.    Elfrid's  wdfiiTe 
Requires  this  fiiendlv  office  at  your  hands ; 
Ana  Edgar's  virtues  bear  such  genuine  lustre. 
That  truth  itself  directs— • 

lExU  Orgat, 

sucicyoaos. 

As  truth  directs. 
So  only  ehall  we  act    This  day  is  shown 
What  dire  efifects  await  its  violation. 
Straight  is  the  road  of  truth,  and  plain  ; 
And,  tho'  across  the  sacred  way 
Ten  thousand  erring  footsteps  stray, 
'lis  ours  to  walk  direct. 
And,  with  sage  caution  circumspect. 
Pace  slowly  through  the  solenm  scene.    ^ 

[The  prinapal  virgin  returns^ 

SBMicaoaos. 
Has  Ofgar  left  the  grove } 

SBMIC^OBUS. 

He  has,  my  sister. 

SBMICHOaUS. 

Then  bear,  and  aid  Elfrida's  last  resolve. 
Who  takes  the  only  way  stem  fate  has  l^ft 
To  save  her  plighted  fhith  fofr  ever  pure 
To  her  dead  Athelwold. 

SIMICHOtOS. 

Forbid  it,  patie&et; 
Foibid  it,  that  submissive  cahn  of  sonl. 
Which  teaches  meek-eyM  piety  to  smile 
Beneath  the  scoofge  of  Hea;^         .i 
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Ye  need  not  fear  it, 
Sbemeeotnotielf-deitriictioa.  Thanks  to  HeeT*ii, 
Huge  and  o'erbearing  ai  ber  mk'ry  ii» 
It  caooot  to  obliterate  from  her  brnst 
Tbe  d6q>-gfaT*d  role  of  doty.    Her  pure  sool- 
Af eant,  on  the  tnttant,  to  devote  itself 
To  Heav'n  and  bolineM.    Anist  ber  straight, 
Lest  Edgar^  presence,  and  her  father's  rage 
Prevent  the  biest  mtentkm.    See,  she  comes. 
Kneel  on  each  side,  devoutly  kneel  aroond  her ; 
And  breathe  some  pray*r  in  high  and  solemn  strains, 
That  angels  from  their  tbrOnes  of  light  may  hear. 
And  ratify  her  vow. 

summA,  cnoEiJS.      [ElfKda  kneeh,  mmi  the 
virgint  divide  into  two  troopt» 

StMICBOaUS. 

Hear,  angels,  hear. 
Hear  from  these  nether  thrones  of  light ; 
AndO!  in  golden  characters  record 
Each  firm,  immutable,  immortal  word. 
Then  wing  your  solemn  flight 
Up  to  the  Heav'n  of  HeaWns,  and  there 
Hang  the  conspicuoos  tablet  higb, 
'Mid  the  dread  records  of  eternity. 

sLFtma. 
Hear  first,  that  Athelwold*s  sad  widow  swears 
To  rear  a  halloWd  convent  o'er  the  place. 
Where  streani'd  his  blood:  there  will  she  weep  thro^ 

life 
Imnrar^d  with  this  chaste  throng  of  vifgins;  there 
Each  day  shall  six  times  hear  her  fall-voic*d  choir 
Chant  the  slow  reqniem  o'er  her  maiCyr'd  lord ; 
There  too,  when  midnight  low*rs  with  awfU  glooaiy 
Shell  rise  observant  of  tiie  stated  call 
Of  waking  grief,  bear  the  dim  livid  taper 
Along  the  winding  isles,  and  at  the  altar 
Kiss  ev*ry  pale  shrine  with  her  trembling  lips. 
Press  the  cold  stone  with  her  bent  knee,  and  call 
On  samted  Athelwold. 

ssMicaoaus. 

Hear,  angels,  hear. 
Hear  firom  these  nether  thrones  of  light; 
And  O  !  in  golden  characters  record 
Each  firm,  immutable,  immortal  word. 
Then  wiug  3rour  solemn  flight 
Up  to  the  Heav'n  of  Heav'ns,  and  there 
Hang  the  conspicuous  tablet  higb, 
'Mid  the  dread  records  of  eternity. 

BLFSIDA. 

Hear  neit,  that  AthelwoM's  sad  widow  sweats 

Never  to  violate  the  holy  vow 

She  to  his  troth  first  plighted ;  swears  to  bear 

The  sober  snigleness  of  widowhood 

To  her  cold  grave.    If  from  this  chaste  resolve 

She  ev'n  m  thought  should  swerve ;  if  gaudy  pomp, 

Or  flattering  greatness  e'er  should  tempt  one  wish 

To  stray  beyond  this  purpose ;  may  that  Heav'n, 

Which  hears  this  vow,  punish  its  violation. 

As  b«av*n]y  justice  ooght. 

OHOEUS. 

Hear,  angels,  hear. 
Hear  from  these  nether  thrones  of  light ; 
And  O  !  in  golden  characters  record 
Each  firm,  immutable,  immortal  word. 
Then  wmg  your  solemn  flight 


Up  to  the  Haav'n  of  Heav*ne,  and  there 
Hang  the  conspicuous  tablet  high, 
'Mid  the  dread  records  of  eternity. 


CARACTACUS: 

.   WRrrrEN  on  the  model 

OF  THB 

ANaEMT  GREEK  TRAGEDY. 
First  futhUsked  m  isle  Year  1759. 

Not  munera  Phttbo 
Bilisinras;  et  lectas  Druidum  de  geote  Choreas. 

Miltoo^ 


ASGUMEirr. 

CaractacQs,  king  of  the  ^ilnres,  having  been  de* 
fieated  by  Osmrius,  the  roman  prefect,  his  queen 
taken  prisoner,  and  his  son  (as  it  is  supposed) 
either  slain  or  fled,  retired  with  his  only  &ugh- 
ter,  and  took  sanctuary  amongst  the  Druids  in 
Mona.  Ostorius,  after  the  bi^ttle,  leaving  gar- 
risons in  the  conquered  countiy,  marched  to  sub* 
due  the  oorthem  part  of  Britain,  and  led  hit 
troops  to  the  frontiers  of  the  Brigantes,  then  go* 
ven»ed  by  Caitismandua.    This  queen,  dreading 

'  the  victorious  enemy,  made  a  truce  with  him  ; 
one  of  the  cooditioas  of  whicK  was,  that  she 
should  assist  the  Romans  in  securing  the  British 
king,  that  he  might  be  carried  to  Rome  to  grace 
the  triumph  of  Oaodius.  She  accordtnglygavn 
up  her  two  sons  as  hostages,  to  be  sent  them* 
selves  to  Rome,  in  case  they  did  not  aeduce  Ca« 
raotacus  from  his  sanctuary,  to  which  place  they 
were  to  be  accompanied  by  Aulus  Didius,  and  m 
sufficient  force,  to  effect  that  design. 

The  drama  opens  on  their  arrival  in  the  consecrated 
grove,  a  little  before  midnight,  and  about  the 
time  when  the  Druids,  who  form  the  Chorus,  were 
preparing  the  ceremonial  of  Caractacus's  admis- 
sion into  their  order.  The  two  princes  are  seiced  as 
spies;  and  the  incidents,  consequent  upon  this» 
firm  what  is  called  the  episode  of  the  piece. 
The  node,  or  catastn^be,  is  prepared  by  the 
coming  of  Arviragus  the  king's  son,  who,  havhif 
escaped  with  life  in  the  late  battle,  had  employed 
the  intermediate  time  in  privately  collecting  his 
father's  scattered  forces,  to  put  him  again  into  a 
condition  offing  the  enemy.  Hit  bravery,  ^n 
defending  his  father  and  the  Druids,  oocasioos 
the  peripetia,  or  change  of  fortune;  and  bis 
death,  with  the  final  captivity  <^  Ouactacus, 
concludes  the  tragedy. 


The  notes  are  quotations  from  ancient  authors, 
to  support  and  explain  some  passages  in  the  drama 
of  Caradacus,  that  respect  the  manners  of  the 
Druids ;  and  which  the  general  account  of  their 
customs,  to  be  found  in  our  histories  of  Britain,  does 
not  include. 
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PERSONS  OP  THB  DtlAMA.  , 

AvLUs  DiDius,  the  Roman  General. 

Chorus,  qflhmdsand  Baids* 
Caractacus. 

Ktemna,  Daughter  to  CaracUcai. 
AtTitAGUt,  Son  to  Caractacas. 
Scene^  Mona. 
The  dramatic  part  of  the  chorus  ii  supposed 
to  be  chiefly  spoken  by  the  principal  Druid  }   the 
lyrical  part  sung  by  the  Bards. 


CARACTACUS. 


kxjvot  DiDios  with  Bomaos. 
Tun -is  the  secret  centre  of  the  isle : 
Here,  Romaos,  pause,  and  let  the  eye  of  wonder 
Gaae  on  the  solemn  scene ;  behold  yon  oak. 
How  stem  be  frowns,  and  with  his  broad  brown  anfts 
Chills  the  pale  plain  beneath  him  :  mark  yon  altar. 
The  dark  stream  brawling  round  iti  rugged  base, 
These  cliffs,  these  yawning  caverns,  this  wide  circus. 
Skirted  with  unhewn  stone :  they  awe  my  soul. 
As  if  the  very  genius  of  the  place 
Himself  appeared,  and  with  terrific  tread         n 
Stalk'd  thro*  his  drear  domain.  And  yet,  my  friends, 
(If  shapes  like  his  be  but  the  fancy's  coinage) 
Surely  there  is  a  hidden  power,  that  reigns 
'Mid  the  lone  majesty  of  untam'd  nature^ 
Controuling  sober  reason;  tell  me, else, 
Why  do  the«e  haunts  of  barbarous  superstition 
Overcome  me  thus  ?  I  scorn  them,  yet  they  awe  ifae. 
Call  forth  the  British  princes :  In  this  gloom 
I  mean  to  school  them  to  our  enterprise. 

[Enter  VetUnus  and  EHdurus. 

AVLUS  DIDIUS,   VILLIKUS,   EtlDUROS. 

Ye  pledges  dear  of  Cartismandua's  fiutb. 
Approach  !  and  to  mine  uninstrwcted  aar 
Explain  this  scene  of  horrour.    - 
Bimuaus. 

Daring  Komaoy 
Know  th&t  thou  stand'st  on  consecrated  gromid : 
These  mighty  piles  of  magic-planted  rode, 
Thas  rang*d  in  mystic  or&r,  mark  the  place 
Where  but  at  times  of  holiest  feskhsd 
The  Druid  leads  his  train. 

^  AULUS  DIDIVS. 

Where  dwells  the  seer  ? 

VBIXINOS. 

fn.yonder  shaggy  cave ;  en  which  the  IfooB 
Kow  sheds  a  side-long  gleam.    His  brathedmed 
PosseSI  the  Detglib*ring  diflk 

AULUS  DIDIUS. 

Yet  «p  the  hill 
Mine  eye  descries  a  distant  range  of  caves, 
DelvM  in  the  ridges  of  the  craggy  steep  ; 
And  this  way  stiH  another. 

ELIDURUS. 

On  the  left 
Reside  the  sages  i  skiird  in  natore^s  lore : 

1  t.  e.  The  Envates ;  one  of  tlie  three  clMses  *of 
the  Druids,  according  to  Am.  MarodlinM.    fituMi 


The  changeful  universe,  Its  nmnbert,  powers^ 
Studious  they  measure,  save  w;ben  meditatioa 
Gives  pkce  to  holy  rites ;  then  in  the  ptm 
Each  hath  bis  rank  ani  function.     Yonder  grtiM 
Are  tenanted  by  Bards,  who  nightly  thence, 
Rob*d  in  their  flowing  vests  of  innocent  white. 
Descend,  with  harps  that  glitter  to  the  Moon^ 
Hymaing  immortal  strains.    The  spirits  of  air. 
Of  earth,  of  water,  nay  of  Heav»n  itself. 
Do  listen  to  their  lay ;  and  oft.  His  said. 
In  fisible'shapes  dance  they  a  magic  round 
Tt>  the  high  minstrelsy.     Now,  if  thine  eye 
Be  aated  with  the  view,  haste  to  thy  ships  ; 
And  ply  thine  oars ;  for,  if  the  Druids  learn 
This  bold  intrusion,  thou  wilt  find  it  hard 
To  foil  their  fbry. 

AULUS  DIDIUS. 

i^rioce,  T  did  not  moor 
My  light-arm'd  shallops  on  this  dangerous  strand 
To  sooth  a  firuitless  curiosity ; 
I  come  in  quest  of  proud  Caractacus ; 
Who,  wheo  our  veterans  put  his  troops  to  fti^kty 
Found  refuge  here. 

BtlDiniUS. 

If  here  the  monarch  rests. 
Presumptuous  chief  1  thou  might^t  as  well  essay 
To  pluck  him  firom  yoa  stars  %  Earth's  ample  range 
Contains  no  surtr  refuge:  oDdtmeath 
The  soil  we  tread,  a  hundred  secret  paths, 
Scooped  thro*  the  living  reek  in  mdiag  maze. 
Lead  to  as  many  caverns,  dark,  and  deep : 
lu  which  the  b(*ry  sages  act  tlieir  rites 
Mysterious,  rites  of  such  strange  potency, 
As,  dooe  in  open  day,  would  dim  the  Son, 
Tho*  tbfOQ*d  in  noontide  brightness.     In  such  deof 
He  may  for  life  lie  bid. 

Autvs  nmn^s. 

We  know  the  task 
Most  tf  iAcult ,  yet  lias  thy  royal  mother 
FuknishM  the  i 


IlIDURUS. 

My  mother,  say'st  thou.  Roman  ? 

AULUS  DIDIUS. 

In  proof  of  that  firm  £aiitb  she  lends  to  Rome^ 
She  gave  3rott  up  her  honour's  hostages. 

BitDomvs. 
Shedkl:  andweMibmlt 

AVLUS  DIDIUS. 

To  Rome  we  bear  you  ; 
From  your  dear  country  bear  you  ?  from  your  joyiL 
Your  hirei,  your  ftiendsb^  all  your  Molk  koM 
precious.         «-<  ' 

SLIDURUS. 

And  dost  thou  tauht  us,  Roman,  with  our  Ikte  ? 

r-  AULUS  DIDIVS. 

No,  youth,  by  Heav'n,  I  would  avert  that  Ihta. 
Wish  ye  for  liberty  ^ 

liberalium  doctrinarum  inehoata  per  Bfefdos,  E^wih 
tes,  h  Druidas.  This  class,  Strabo  tells  us,  had 
the  care  of  the  sacrifices,  and  studied  natural  phi- 
losopliy,wlrfcfa  here,  by  *<  the  changeful  universe,''  ii 
shown  to  be  on  Pythagorean  prindples.  Whenetar 
the  priests  are-raenliooed  ra  tite  subsequent  paiii 
of  the  drama,  fbborderof  men  is  intended  to  h% 
meant,  at  diftioguisbed  firom  the  Dnids  and  Barda. 
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▼ELLlKnt,  SIIB0RU8. 

More  tbaa  for  life. 


AVLUff  DtDlCt. 

And  woold  do  much  to  gain  it  ? 

▼ILLIHUt. 

Name  the  task. 

AULUff  DIDIUS. 

The  task  is  easy.     Haste  ye  to  these  Druids : 
Tell  them  ye  come,  commissiooM  by  your  queen. 
To  seek  the  great  Caractacus ;  and  call 
His  valour  to  her  aid,  against  the  legions, 
Which,  led  by  our  Ostorius,  now  assail 
Her  frontiers.    Tlie  late  treaty  she  has  sea]*d 
U  yet  unknown :  and  this  her  royal  signet. 
Which  more  to  mask  our  purpose  was  obtara*d, 
Shall  be  your  pledge  of  faith.    The  eager  king 
Will  gladly  take  the  charge ;  and,  he  consenting, 
What  else  remains,  but  to  the  MenaTs  shore 
Ye  lead  his  credulous  step  ?  there  will  we  seize  him ; 
Bear  him  to  Rome,  the  substitute  for  yon, 
And  giTe  yon  back  to  freedom. 

VBILINUS. 

If  the  Druids— 
AVLUS  niDius. 
If  they,  or  he,  prevent  this  artifice. 
Then  force  must  take  its  way :  then  flaming  brands, 
And  biting  axes,  wielded  by  our  soldiers, 
Must  level  these  thick  shades,  and  so  unlodge 
The  larking  savage. 

BLiouaus. 

Gods,  shall  Mona  perish  ? 

AVLUS  ninivs. 
Princes,  her  ev'ry  trunk  shall  on  the  ground 
Stretch  its  gigantic  length';  unless,  ere  dawn. 
Ye  lore  thb  untam'd  lion  to  our  toils. 
Go  then,  and  prosper ;  I  shall  to  the  ships, 
And  there  expect  his  coming.    Youths,  remember. 
He  most  to  Rome  to  grace  great  Ctesar^s  triumph : 
GBiar  and  fote  demand  liim  at  your  hand. 

{Exeunt  Anlns  Didius  and  Romans. 

BLinutos,  vau.iinis» 

KUDuacrs. 

And  will  Raav'n  suflfer  it  ?  Will  the  just  gods. 

That  tread  3ron  spangled  pavement  o'er  our  heads. 

Look  firom  their  sky  and  yield  him  ?  Will  these 

Dmids, 
Their  sage  vicegerents,  not  call  down  the  thunder  ? 
And  will  not  mstant  its  hot  bolts  be  darted 
In  such  a  righteous  cause }  Yes,  good  old  king. 
Yes,  last  of  Britons,  thou  art  Heav'n's  own  pledge  ; 
And  ahalt  be  such  till  death. 

TIILINUS. 

What  means  my  brother  ? 
Dott  tbcm  refiiie  the  charge } 

XLIDUtUS. 

Dost  thou  accept  it? 

VBLtmUS. 

It  givet  na  liberty. 

BLmURUS. 

It  makes  us  traitors. 
Gods,  woold  VelKnns  do  a  deed  of  baseness  ? 

TBILINUS. 

Will  Elidnms  aoora  the  proffer'd  booa. 
Of  freedom? 


tuxuniirs. 
Yes  ;,  when  such  its  guilty  price. 
Brother,  I  spurn  it. 

VBLLINUS. 

Go  then,  foolish  boy ! 
ini  do  the  deed  myself. 

BLmURUS. 

It  shall  not  be: 
I  will  proclaim  the  fraud. 

VBLLrNVS. 

Wilt  thou?  His  well. 
Hie  to  yon  cave ;  call  loudly  on  the  Druid ; 
And  bid  him  drag  t^  ignominious  death 
The  paKner  of  thy  blood.    Yet  hope  not  thou 
To  'scape ;  for  thou  didst  join  my  impious  steps : 
Therefore  his  wrath  shall  curse  thee :  thou  shalt  live; 
Yet  shalt  thou  live  an  interdicted  wretch. 
All  rights  of  nature  canoel^d  <. 

BLIDVBUS. 

Oh  Vellinus ! 
Rend  not  my  soul :  by  Heav*n  thou  know'st  I  love 
As  fervently  as  brother  e*er  lov'd  brother :      [thee. 
And,  loving  thee,  I  thought  I  loT*d  mine  honour. 
Ah  !  do  not  wake,  dear  youth,  in  this  true  breast 
So  fierce  a  conflict 

▼BLLINVS. 

Honour's  voice  commands 
Thou  shoolds*t  obey  thy  mother,  and  thy  queen. 
Honour  and  holiness  alike  conspire 
To  bid  thee  save  these  consecrated  groves 
From  Roman  devastation. 

BLinUEUS, 

Horrid  thought ! 
Hence  let  nsiiaste,  ev'n  to  the  farthest  nook 
Of  this  wide  isle;  nor  view  the  sacrilege. 

VBtLIKUS. 

No,  let  us  stay,  and  by  our  prosperous  art 
Prevent  the  sacrilege.    Mark  me,  my  brother  ; 
More  yean  and  more  experience  have  matur*d 
My  sober  thought ;  I  will  convince  thy  youth. 
That  this  our  deed  has  ev'ry  honest  sanction 
Cool  reason  may  demand. 

XLinURUS. 

To  Rome  with  reason  ; 
Try  if  *twill  bring  her  deluging  ambition 
Into  the  level  course  of  right  and  justice : 
Try  if  'twill  tame  these  insolent  invaden ; 
Who  thus,  in  savageness  of  conquest,  claim 
Whom  chance  of  war  has  spar'd.  Do  this  and  prosper. 
But,  pray  thee,  do  not  reason  from  my  soul 
Its  inbred  honesty :  that  holy  flame, 
Howe'er  eclips'd  by  Rome's  black  influence 
In  vulgar  minds,  ought  still  to  brighten  ours. 

VBLLIMOS. 

Vain  talker,  leave  me. 

BLIDVBUS. 

^  No,  I  will  not  leave  thee : 


*  Allndiog  to  the  Druidical  power  of  excommu- 
nication mentioned  by  Caesar.  Si  quis  aut  pri va  t  u% 
aut  publicos,  eorum  decreto  non  stetit,  sacrificiis  in- 
terdicunt.  Hec  poena  apud  eos  est  gravissima. 
Quibus  ita  est  ioterdictum,  ii  numero  impiorum  ac 
sceleratorum  habeotur — neque  iis  petentibus  jus 
redditur,  neque  honos  uUus  commuoicatur.  O&i. 
Com.  lib.  vi. 
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BfASOM'S  POEMS. 


I  most  not,  cbre  Bot^ia  UiMC-peiiloaf  slitdAi. 
Think,  if  thy  fraud  ihoold  fiul,  thete  holy  men. 
How  will  their  justice  rend  thy  traitorous  limbs  ? 
If  thou  succeed'st,  the  fiercer  pengs  of  ooosoieace^ 
How  will  they  ever  goad  tl^  gnUty  soul  f 
Mercy,  defend  us  I'  see,  the  awful  Druid^^ 
Are  issuing  from  their  caves:  bear'stthou^yonsijgnal? 
Lo,  on  the  instant  al^  the  moitntain  whitens 
With  slow-deaeending  Bards.    Retire,  letins  ^ 
This  is  the  hour  of  sacrifice:  to  stay 
Is  death. 

TtLLniUS. 

Pn  wait  the  closing  of  their  rites' 
In  yonder  vale :  do  then-,  as  likes- thee  best, 
Be^y,  or  aid  me; 

SBlDUKVfl* 

To  betray  thee,  youtfr, 
That  love  fori>id8j  honour,  alas  1  toaidthee^ 

EnUr  CHOBUS. 

SBMICBOaUS. 

Sleep  and  silence  reign  around  > 

Not  a  night-breese  wakes  to  blow  t 

Circle,  sons^  thb  holy  ground  ; 

Circle  close,  in  triple  row. 

And,  if  niask*d  in  i^pours  drear. 

Any  earth-bohi  spirit  dare 

To  hover  round  this  sacred  space. 

Haste  with  light  spells  the  murky  fi)e  t»cbaoe» 

Lift^onr  boughs  of  vervain  blue. 

Dipt  in  cold  Sqitember  dew  ; 

And  dash  the  moisture  chaste,  and  dear, 

0*er  the  ground,  and  thro*  the  air. 

Now  the  place  is  purg'd  and  pure. 

Brethren!'  say,  ibr  this  high  hour 

Are  the  milk-white  steers  prepar*d  ^ 

Whose  necks  the  rode  yoke  never  scared, 

To  the  furrow  yet  unbroke;  ' 

For  sueh  muH  bleed  beneath  yo»  oak. 

siMicaoftiTi. 
Druid,  these,  iir  order  meet,  . 
Are  all  prepai'd.  -  ' 


fyet. 


vaacamntk 

Bottellmeyely 
GadwaU!  did  thy  stop  profound 
Dive  into  the  cavern  deep. 
Twice  twelve  fitthom  under  ground. 
Where  our  sage  fbre-fstheis  sleep  ? 
Thence  with  reverence  hast  thou  bom^ 
From  the  consecrated  chest. 
The  gdden  sickle,  scr^  and  vest, 
Whito  by  old  Belinus  worn  ? 

SIMICHOKUS. 

Druid,  these,  in  order  meet. 
Are  aU  prepai'd. 

sftMicuoavs. 
BotteUi 
From  the  grot  of  eharms  and  ^ells^ 
Where  our  matron  sister  dwells  \ 
Brennus!  has  thy  holy  h«od 
Safely  broi^t  the  Druid  wand  ? 
And  the  poUnt  adder-stone  ^ 
Gender'd  'fore-th*  autumnal  moon  I 
When,  in  undulating  twine. 
The  Ibammg  snakes  prolific  join; 
When  they  hiss,  and  when  liiey  beac 
Their  wond'rons  egg  aloof  in  air  ; 
Thence,  before  to  earth  it  fell. 
The  Druki,  in  his  baUow'd  paU» 
Receives  the  prize; 
And  instant  flies, 
FoUow'd  by  th'  envenom'd  brood. 
Till  he  cross  the  chrystal  flood. 


^Tbe  enstence  of  female  Druids  i 
tamed  by  Tacitus,  in  bis  description  of  the  final  de- 
ftructien  of  Mona  by  Paulinus  Suetonius.  Stabat 
pro  litore  diverse  acies  densa  armb  virisqne,  inter- 
cursantibus  feemiais,  3cc.  Also  by  the  knownstory 
of  DiodeMan,  on  which  Fletcher  formed  a  play^. 
tailed  the  Prophetess. 

^  The  ovum  angmonm,  or  serpeai's  ogf;  n  fii* 
mous  Druidical  amulet,  thus  ehrcumstantiaUy  de* 


scfibed  by  Pliny.— Frsrtaiea  «st  evorum  i 

Imagitt  Galliarum  fema,  omisMun  Orads.  An- 
guds  innumeri  ntateoonvohitt,  safivisfiMWRMsi  aoi^ 
porumque  spom'is  aitifid  a>inplextt  gknerantur; 
Anguinum  appdlatur.  Druidv  stbilis  id  dRunt  im 
'    sublime  jactari,  sagoqne  oportere  interdpH  ne  tal- 


us, they  seerificed  two  white  bulb.  See  Plfaiy*8 
Katural  History,  I.  ivL  c.  44,  whkh  Drayton,  in 
his  Polyolbion,  thus  versifies. 

Sometimes  within  my  shades,  in  many  an  ancient 
wood,  [withstood, 

Whose  oAen-twined  tops  great  Phcebus*  fires 
The  feariess  British  priest,  under  an  aged  oak. 
Taking  a  milk-white  bul>,  unstrained  with  the  yoke. 
And  with  an  axe  of  gold,  from  that  Jove-sacre^  tree 
The  misletoe  cut  down ;  then  with  a  bended  knee 
On  th*  unhew'd  altar  laid,put^tothe  baUow'd  fires; 
And  whilst  in  the  sharp  flame  the  trembUng  flesh 

expires, 
Astheirstroog  fury  mov'dCwheaatt  the  rest  adore) 
Pronouncing  their  desires  the  sacrifioe  before, 
Up  to  th'  eternal  Heav'n  thdr  bloodied  hands  did 
rear :  [as  wHh  fear. 

And  whilst  the  murm'riog  woods  er'n  shuddcr'd 
Preach'd  to  the  beardless  youth  the  souPs  im- 

morts^l  state  ; 
To  other  bodies  s^  how  it  should  transmi$rat<*, 
That  to  contempt  of  deaith  them  strongly  dki 
excite.  Ninth  Song. 


lurem  atlhigat.  Profugere  lapterem  aq«H«eipeB* 
tes  enim  inaequi,  donee  arceantor,  anmts  alkqua 
iutervtontu,  &c.  Nat  Hist  I.  xxo.  c  3. 

lliere  aro  remams  of  this  snperstitioa  still,  batk 
in  the  northern  and  western  parts  of  our  island. 
For  Lhwyd,  the  author  of  the  Arehssologia,  writca 
thus  toUowland ;  see  Mona  Antique,  p.  338.  ^  Tha 
Druid  doctrine  about  the  Glain  Nddr,  obtains  very 
much  through  all  Scotland,  as  well  lowlands  %» 
highlandfi ;  but  there  is  not  a  word  of  it  in  this  kii^ 
dom  (Ireland) ;  where,  as  there  are  no  snakes,  thrf 
could  not  propagate  it  Besides  snakes-atones,  the 
highlanders  have  their  snail-stones,  paddodb-stones, 
&c.  to  all  which  they  attritiute  thdr  several  virtues^ 
and  wear  them  as  amulets."  And  in  anatber  let> 
ter  he  writes,  '*  The  Cornish  retain  variety  of  charms^ 
and  have  stHl,  towards  the  land's  «ttd,  the  amulet 
of  Maefl  Ma^  and  Ghun  Neidr,  which  latter  they 
call  a  Mi1preii>  or  Melpren,  and  have  a  charm'  mr 
tlie  snake  to  make  it,  when  they  have  found  one 
aidt^P,  and  struck  a  hasel  wand  in  the  oeatre  off 
her  spires." 
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'    raincaotvt* 
DroU,  tkew,  in  Older  meet, 

UMiceotof. 

Then  all's  completet 
Aad  aov  lei  lyoe  of  the  lelectod  band, 
Wkow  greener  ye^rs  befit  such  station  best. 
With  «vy  cirenit  pace  aroond  the  gprore : 
Aad  gnard  eadi  inlet ;  watcfafbl,  lest  the  eye 
Of  busy  cunoaity  pronne 
Pry  on  oar  ritea :  which  nam  most  be  as  dose 
As  dsne  i*th'  very  central  womb  of  Earth. 
Oncision  daiBM  it ;  for  Caractacus 
Thia  night  <Wnan«ls  adnussion  to  our  train. 
^  once  our  king,  while  onght  his  pow'r  availed 
Tb  ttve  hie  coontry  from  the  rod  of  tyrants. 
That  doty  peat,  does  wisely  now  retire 
To  cod  hia  days  in  secrecy  and  peace ; 
Draid  with  Draids,  in  this  chief  of  groves, 
fiv*niotbehenitof  Mooa.    See,  he  comes  1 
How  cwfid  is  bis  port !  matk  hiin,  my  friends !  ^ 
He  iooka,  ea  doAh  the  tower,  whose  nodding  walls, 
Afber  the  conflict  of  HeaVn's  angry  bolts, 
fknwn  with  a  digmty  onmark'd  before, 
£v^  in  ilB  prime  of  strength.    Health  to  the  king  t 

CAEACTACUS,  tnillU,  CBOtVS.  ^ 

(!a»actacus. 
This  holy  place,  methinks,  dcth  this  nlgfat  wear 
Hon  than  ita  wonted  f^oMn :  Dmid,  these  groves 
Have  caught  the  dismal  cokmring  of  my  sonl, 
IV* grc  ^^i"  *l>^  ^"^  sxte  to  ^^  uHi^^ 
la  pity  tn  their  gnest.    Hail,  hallow'd  oaks ! 
Baily  Mtidi  horn !  who,  last  of  British  race. 
Hold  year  prianval  rights  by  Natore*k  charter  ; 
MotaftthenodofOesar.    Happy  foresters, 
Te  wsfc  yonr  bold  heads  in  the  liberal  air; 
Ihr  ask,  for  privilege,  a  pretor^  edkrt. 
Te,  with  your  longfa  and  intertwisted  roots,  * 
GfBsp  the  irm  rocks  ye  spnmgflram;  and,  erect 
In  kMl^  haidihood,  stiU  proudly  spread 
Tenr  )mif  hannen  'gaiMt  the  tynmnons  nortlp, 
Whn^  Eosnan  like,  assails  yon.    TeU  me,  Dmid, 
la  jtaot  hotter  to  be  snch  as  theses 
ihetiMthii«Iam? 

CBOKUS. 

To  be  the  thing, 
wills,  is  ever  best. 

CAftACTACOS. 

Bnt  I  am  lost  to  thai  predestin'd  use 
Ifcswsl  ai^lnm  rliri^  and  fitly  tlierefore 
Mnwiih  avenge  of  being.    1  was  bom 
Ansg;  and  HeavX^bo  bade  theaewarrioor  oaks 
Uft  their  green  riiields  against  the  fiery  San, 
tWfmoe  their  snlgectplain,  did  mean  that  I 

with  as  finn  an  arm,  protect  my  people 
the  pestilent  glare  of  Rome's  ambition. 
1M4;  and  how  I  foUM,  thou  koow*st  too  well : 
iodoei  the  babbfi^  world:  and  therefore,  Druid, 
I  wnaU  be  any  thing  save  what  I  am. 

cioios. 
Smi,  to  thy  wish,  the  holy  rites  prepared, 
WWeh,  if  Heav^  frowns  not,  consecrate  thee  Druid : 
See  to  the  akai^  baae  the  vicUms  led . 
Vram  whose  free  gushing  blood  ourself  shall  read 
lbs  hifh  behests;  wbidi  if  assenting  found. 
These  heads  aionnd  thy  chosen  limbs  shall  wrqi 
The  vstt  of  sanctity  i  while  at  the  act. 
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Yon  whit6>rohM  Bards,  sweeping  their  aolemnhaipo, 
Shan  m,  their  choral  warblmgs  to  the  skies, 
And  call  the  gods  to  witness.    Mean  while,  prince. 
Bethink  thee  well,  if  ought  on  this  vain  Earth 
Still  holds  too  firm  an  union  with  thy  soul^ 
Estranging  it  firom  peace. 

-   CABACTACUS. 

1  bad  a  queen: 
Bear  with  my  weakness,  Druid !  this  tough  breast 
Musi  heave  a  sigh,  for  she  is  unreveng'd.   ' 
And  can  I  taste  trae  peace,  she  unreveng'd  \ 
So  dmste,  so  lov'd  a  queen  ?  Ah,  Evelina ! 
Hang  not  thus  weeping  on  the  foeUe  arm 
That  could  not  save  thy  mother* 

ITELniA. 

Tohangthns 
Softens  the  pang  of  grief ;  and  the  sweet  thought, 
That  a  fond  fiether  still  supports  his  child. 
Sheds,  on  my  pensive  mind,  such  soothing  balm. 
As  doth  the  blesnng  of  these  pious  seers. 
When  most  they  wish  our  welfore.  Would  to  Heav^i 
A  daughter's  presence  could  as  much  avail. 
To  ease  her  Ihther's  woes,  as  his  doth  minew 

'  .     CAIACTACUS. 

Ever  most  gentle !  come  unto  my  booom : 
Dear  pattern  of  the  precious  price  I  knt. 
Lost,  so  mgloriousiost:— my  friends,  these  eyes 
Did  see  her  torn  from  my  defenceless  camp; 
Whilst  I,  hemm'd  round  by  squadrons,  oould  not 

save  her: 
My  b<^,  still  nearer  to  the  darling  pledge, 
Bdield  her  shriddng  in  the  ruffian's  arm ; 
Beheld,  and  fled. 

BVBtllCA. 

Ah !  sir,  forbear  to  wound 
My  brother's  fome  ;  he  fled,  but  to  recall 
His  scatter'd  force*  to  pursue  and  save  her. 

CAIACTACOS. 

Dau^iter,  he  fled.    No^,  by  yon  gracious  Moon, 
Thai  rising  saw  the  deed,  ar  J  instant  hid 
Her  Uuihmg  faoe  in  twilight*s  dusky  veil. 
The  flight  was  parricide. 

SVtUNA. 

Indeed,  indeed, 
I  know  him  valiant;  and  not  doubt  he  fell 
'Mid  slaughter'd  thousands  of  the  haughty  foe. 
Victim  to  filial  love.    Arviragus ! 
Thou  hadst  no  sister  near  the  bloody  field. 
Whose  sorrowing  search,  led  by  yon  orb  of  night. 
Might  find  thy  body,  wash  with  tears  thy  woimds. 
And  wipe  them  with  her  hair. 


Penoe^  virgin,  paaetx 
Nor  thou,  sad  prince,  reply;  whate'er  he  is, 
Be  he  a  captive,  f oghive,  or  corse^ 
HeiswhatHeav'nardaitt'dt  these  holy  groves 
Permit  no  eadamation  'gainst  Heav'n's  will 
To  violate  their  echoes :  Patienoe  here. 
Her  meek  hands  folded  on  her  modest  breast. 
In  mute  wihmissinn  lifts  th'  adoring  eye, 
Ev'n  to  the  storm  that  wrecks  hsr. 

IVEUMA. 

HolyDraid, 
If  ought  my  erring  toQgue  has  said  pollutes 
This  sacred  place,  I  ftom  niy  sonl  abjure  iC 
And  wiU  these  Ups  bar  with  eternal  silence. 
Rather  than  speak^i  word,  or  act  adeed 
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Unmeet  for  thy  ttgedangbtert;  bleswig  first 
This  hallow'd  bour,  that  takes  me  from  the  world. 
And  joins  me  to  their  sober  sisterhood. 

CBOSUS. 

Tis  wisely  said.     See,  prince,  this  prudent  maid. 
Now,  while  the  ruddy  flame  of  sparkling  youth 
Glows  on  her  beauteous  cheeky  can  quit  the  world 
Without  a  sighj  whilst  thou 

CARACTACUS.      , 

Would  save  my  qoeen 
From  a  base  rar^her ;  would  wish  to  plange 
This  fiatlcbion  in  his  breast,  and  so  avenge 
Insulted  royalty.    Oh  holy  men ! 
Ye  are  the  sons  of  piety  and  peace ; 
Ye  never  felt  the  sharp  vindictive  spur, 
That  goads  the  injur'd  warrior  5  the  hot  tide, 
That  flushes  crimson  on  the  conscious  che^ 
O^  him,  who  bums  for  glory ;  else  indeed 
Ye  much  would  pity  me :  would  curse  the  fate 
That  coops  me  he;e  inactive  in  your  groves, 
Robs  me  of  hope,  telb  me  this  trusty  steel 
Must  never  cleave  one  Roman  helm  again ; 
Never  avenge  my  queen,  nor  free  my  country. 

CHORUS. 

Tis  Heaven's  high  will 

CARACTACUS. 

I  know  it,  reverend  fathers ! 
Tis  Heaven's  high  will,  that  these  poor  aged  eyes 
Shall  never  more  behold  that  virtuous  woman,     » 
To  whem  my  youth  was  constant;  twas  UeavVs 

will 
To  take  her  from  me  at  that  very  hour,        [hour. 
When  best  her  love  might  sooth  me;   that  black 
(May  memory  ever  rase  it  from  her  records) 
When  all  my  squadrons  fled,  and  left  their  king 
,  Old  and  defenceless  :  him,  who  nine  whole  years 
Had  taught  them  how  to  conquer :  yes,  my  friends. 
For  nine  whole  years  against  the  sons  of  rapine 
I  led  my  veterans,  oft  to  victory, 
Never  'till  then  to  shame.    Bear  with  me,  Drqid ; 
I*ve  done :  begin  the  rites. 

CHORUS. 

Oh  would  to  Heav'n 
A  frame  of  mind  more  fitted  to  these  rites 
I>o6se8t  thee,  prince  !  that  Resignation  meek. 
That  dove-ey'd  Peace,  handmaid  of  Sanctity, 
Approach'd  this  altar  with  thee :  'stead  of  these. 
See  I  not  gaunt  Revenge,  ensanguined  Slaughter, 
And  mad  Ambition,  clinging  to  thy  soul. 
Eager  to  snatch  thee  back  to  their  domam, 
Back  to  a  vain  and  miserable  world ; 
Whose  misery,  and  vanity,  tbo*  try*d, 
Thop  still  hoid'st  dearer  than  these  solemn  shades. 
Where  Quiet  reigns  with  Virtue  ?  try  we  yet 
What  holiness  can  do !  for  much  it  can : 
Much  is  the  potency  of  pious  prayer : 
And  much  the  sacred  infloenee  conveyed 
By  sage  mysterious  ofllce :  when  the  soul, 
Snatch*d  by  the  power  of  mmic  from  her  cell 
Of  fleshly  thraldom,  fsels  benelf  upborn 
On  plumes  of  ecstasy,  and  boldly  tpriags, 
'Mid  swelling  harmonies  and  pealing  hymns. 
Up  to  the  porch  of  HeaT'n.   Strike,  then,  ye  Rards ! 
Strike  all  your  strings  symphonious ;  wake  a  strain 
May  penetrate,  may  purge,  may  purify. 
His  yet  unhallow'd  bosom ;  call  ye  hither 
The  airy  tribe,  that  on  yon  mountain  dwell, 
Ev'n  on  majfi^oa  :»n9wdoii  s  tbey«  who  never 


Deign  visit  niortal  men,  save  on  some  cause 
Of  highest  import,  but,  sublimely  shrin*d 
On  its  hoar  top  in  domes  of  chr3rstaUine  ice. 
Hold  converse  with  those  spirits,  that  possess 
The  skie^'  pure  sapphire,  nearest  Heav'n  itselC 

ODE. 

I.  1. 

Mona  on  Snowdon  calls : 
Hear,  thou  king  of  mountains,  hear ; 

Hack,  she  speaks  from  all  her  strings  ; 

Hark,  her  loudest  echo  rings  ; 
King  of  mountains,  bend  thine  ear  : 

Send  thy  spirits,  send  them  soon 

Now,  when  midnight  and  the  Moon, 
Meet  upon  thy  front  of  snow  :     • 

See,  their  gold  and  ebon  rod. 

Where  the  sober  sisters  nod, 
And  greet  in  whispers  sage  and  slow. 
Snowdon  mark  !  'tis  magic's  hour ; 
Now  the  mutterM  spell  hath  power ; 
Power  to  rend  thy  ribs  of  rock. 
And  burst  thy  base  with  thunder's  shock : 
But  to  thee  no  ruder  spell, 
Shall  Mona  use,  than  those  that  dwell 
In  music's  secret  cells,  and  lie 
Steep'd  in  the  stream  of  harmony. 

1.2. 

Snowdon  has  heard  the  strain : 
H«rk,  amid  the  wond'ring  grove  ' 

Other  haipings  answer  clear. 

Other  voices  meet  our  ear, 
Pmions  flutter,  shadows  move. 

Busy  murmurs  hdm  around. 

Rustling  vestments  brush  the  ground  ; 
Round  and  round,  and  round  they  go, 

Thro',  the  twilight,  thro*  the  shade. 

Mount  the  oak's  majestic  head. 
And  gild  the  tufted  misletoe. 
Cease,  ye  glitt'^ng  race  of  light, 
Gose  your  wings,  and  check  your  flight : 
Here,  arrang'd  in  order  due. 
Spread  your  robes  of  safiron  hue  ;     . 
For  lo,  with  more  than  mortal  fire. 
Mighty  Mador  smites  the  )yre ; 
Hark,  he  sweeps  the  master-strings  ; 
^sten  all 

CHORUS. 

Break  off ;  a  sullen  smoke  involves  the  altar ; 
The  centra]  oak  doth  shake ;  I  hear  the  sound 
Of  steps  pro&ne :  Caractacus,  retire ; 
Bear  bem^  the  victims ;  Mona  is  poUotad. 

SBMICHORUS. 

Father,  as  we  did  watch  the  eastern  side,  ' 

We  spied  and  instant  seizM  two  stranger  youths. 

Who,  in  the  bottom  of  a  shadowy  dell. 

Held  earnest  converse  :  Britons  do  they  seem, 

Apd  of  Brigantian  race. 

CHORUS. 

Haste,  dnig  them  hither* 

▼BLLIMVS,  BLtnUROS,  CHORUS.  , 

BtmURUS. 

Oh  spare,  ye  sage  and  venerable  Druids  ! 
Your  OQnskXrjmtn  and  sons. 

CHORUS. 

And  are  ye  Britons! 
Unhealed  of  profiuMtion  !  Komehenelf| 
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ET*n  impioaf  Rome,  «rfaom  conqueil  mskts  mom 

impious, 
Would  not  have  dar'd  to  ra&hly.     Oh  !  for  words, 
Big  withr  the  fiercest  force  of  execration^ 
To  blast  the  deed,  and  doers. 

SLIOURCS. 

Spare  the  corse. 
Oh  spare  our  youth  ? 

CHORUS. 

Is  it  not  now  the  hour. 
The  holy  hour,  when  to  the  cloudless  height 
Of  yon  starrM  concave  climbs  the  fuU-orb'd  Moon, 
And  to  this  nether  world  in  solemn  stilhiess 
Givea  sign,  that  to  the  listening  ear  of  Heav'n 
Religion**  voice  shonld  plead  ?  the  very  babe 
Knows  thi«,  and,  *chance  Rwalf'd,'his  little  hands 
Ljfts  to  the  gods,  and  on  his  innocent  conch 
C-alls  down  a  blessing.     Shall  your  manly  yean 
Plead  ignorance,  and  impiously  presume 
To  tread,  with  vile  unconsecratcd  feet, 
On  Monads  hallow'd  plain  ?  Know,  wretches,  know, 
At  any  hour  such  boldness  is  a  crime. 
At  this  'tis  sacrilege. 

TELLINUS. 

Were  Mona's  plain 
More  hallow'd  still,  hallowM  as  is  Heav*n*s  self. 
The  cause  might  plead  otur  pardon. 

ELIDURUS. 

Mighty  Bruid ! 
True,  we  have  rashly  dar'd,  yet  forced  by  duty. 
Our  sov*reign's  mandate 

v£LLim;s. 

Elder  by  my  birth. 
Brother,  I  claim,  hi  right  ef  eldership^ 
To  open  our  high  embassy, 

cHoat^s. 

Speak  then ; 
But  see  thy  words  answer  in  honest  weight 
To  this  proud  prelude.    Youth !   they  must  be 

weighty, 
V  atone  for  such  a  crime. 

▼ILLIMUS. 

Iflhentogite 
New  nerves  to  vanqnish'd  valour ;  if  to  do, 
U*hat,  with  the  blessing  of  the  gods,  may  sa?a 
A  bleeding  conntry  from  oppression's  swoid. 
Be  weighty  business,  know,  on  our  commission. 
And  on  ita  h<^d  success,  that  weight  depends. 

CHORUS. 

Declare  it  then  at  once,  briefly  and  boldly. 


Caractacni  is  here. 

CHORUS. 

Say*st  tbon,  proud  boj  ? 
Tis  bokUy  said,  and  grant  'twere  truly  said, 
Tbink'st  thou  he  were  not  here  from  fraud  or  force 
As  safe,  as  in  a  camp  of  conquerors  ? 
Here,  youth,  he  would  be  guarded  by  the  gods; 
Their  own  high  hostage ;  and  each  sacred  hair 
Of  his  selected  head,  would  in  these  caverns 
Sleep  with  the  unsunn'd  silver  of  the  mine. 
As  precioQs  and  as  safe.    Record  the  time, 
Wlfen  Mona  e'er  hetlay'd  the  hapless  wretch^ 
That  made  her  groves  his  refuge. 


viLLmvt. 

Holy  Druid!* 
Think  not  so  harshly  of  our  enterprise. 
Can  force,  alas  !  dwell  in  our  unarm'd  hands  ? 
Can  fraud  in  our  young  bosoms  ?  No,  dread  seer ! 
Our  business  told,  1  trust  thoo'lt  soon  difclaim 
The  vain  suspicion  ;  antl  thy  holy  ear 
(Be  brave  Caractacas  or  here  or  absent) 
Shall  instant  learn  it.     From  the  north  we  come  ; 
The  sons  of  her,  whose  heav'n-entrusted  sway 
Blesses  the  bold  Brigantes ;  men  who  firmly 
Have  three  long  moons  withstood  those  Romao 

powers. 
Which,  led  by  fell  Ostorius,  still  assail 
Our  frontiers  i  yet  so  oft  have  our  stout  swords 
Repell'd  their  hot  assault,  that  now,  like  &Ioons» 
They  hang  suspended,  loath  to  quit  their  prey. 
Nor  daring  yet  to  seize  it.    Such  the  state 
or  us  and  Rome ;  in  which  our  prudent  metber^ 
Revolving  what  might  best  secure  her  country 
From  this  impending  ruin,  gave  us  charge 
To  seek  the  great  Caractacus.  and  call 
His  valour  to  her  aid,  to  lead  her  bands. 
To  fight  the  cause  of  liberty  and  Britain, 
And  quell  these  ravagers. 

[Caractacus  starts  from  behind  tkt  altar* 

CARACTACUS,  VELLINUS,  SLIDURU8,  CHORUS. 
CARACTACUS. 

And  ye  have  found  me  ; 
Friends,  ye  have  found  me :  lead  me  to  your^ueen. 
And  the  last  purple  drop  in  these  old  veins 
Shall  fall  for  her  and  Britain. 

CHORUS. 

Rash,  rub  prince! 

TBttlNUS. 

Ye  blest  immortal  powers  !  is  this  the  man. 
The  more  than  man,  who  for  nine  bloody  years 
Withstood  all  Rome  ?  He  is ;  that  wariike  fron^ 
Seam'd  o  er  with  honest  scars,  proclaims  he  isi 
Kneel,  brother,  kneel,  while  in  his  royal  hand 
We  lodge  the  signet :  this,  in  pledge  of  faith. 
Great  Cartismandua  sends,  and  with  it  tells  thee 
She  has  a  nobler  pledge  thAn  this  behind ; 
Thy  queen 

CARACTACUS. 

Gaideria  I 

VBLLWUS. 

Safely  with  out  mother. 

CARACTACUS. 

How,  when, where  rescu'd  ?  Mighty  gods,  I  thank  ye; 
For  it  b  true ;  this  signet  speaks  it  tnie. 
Oh  tell  me  briefly. 

VELLINUS.  ' 

In  a  sally,  prince, 
Wh!ch,'wanting  abler  chiefs,  my  graaous  mother 
Committed  to  my  charge,  onr  troops  assail'd 
One  outwork  of  the  camp ;  the  mask  of  night 
Favonr'd  our  arms,  and  there  my  happy  hand 
Was  doom'd  with  other  prisoners  to  release 
Hie  captive  noatron. 

CARACTACUS. 

Let  me  clasp  thee,  youth. 
And  thou  shalt  be  my  son  ;  I  had  one,  stranger. 
Just  of  thy  years :  he  look'd  like  thee  right  honest  | 
Had  just  that  freebom  boldness  on  his  brow. 
And  yet  he  fail'd  me.    Were  i^not  fur  him, 
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Vn»  n  tboo  fMit,  ev*a  «l  lliif  bour  of  josr. 
Draws  lean  down  miae  old  dsMk,  I  were  u  Mat 
Ai  the  great  gods.    Oh,  be  has  ell  disgracM 
His  higb-bora  aooestry !  Bot  I'll  forget  bin. 
Haste,  Erdioa,  baib  ray  knotty  spear. 
Bind  fost  this  tntsty  falchion  to  iny  thigh  j 
My  bow,  my  target—^ 

CBoairs. 

Rash  Garactacos ! 
What  hast  thoa  done?  What  dost  thoa  mean  to  do  1 


CAtACTACUS. 

To  sare  my  coaotiy. 

CBOiVS. 

To  betray  thyself. 
That  thoa  hatt  done ;  the  rest  tbou  can'st  not  do. 
If  Heav^i  forbids;  and  of  its  awftil  will 
Thy  fury  recks  not.    Has  the  bleeding  ▼ictira 
PooM  a  propitioQs  stream  ?  The  milk-white  steeds 
Umeinkl  and  neighing  pranc'd  with  foVring  steps  ^  1^ 
S^,  when  these  youths  approached,  did  not  a  gust 
Of  livid  smoke  hmrfre  the  bickering  flame  ? 
Did  not  the  forest  tremble }  B^erv  omen 
Led  thee  to  doobt  their  honesty  of  purpose ; 
And  yet,  before  their  tongues  could  tell  that  purpose, 
Ere  I  had  tenderM,  as  our  laws  otdain, ' 
Thehr  test  of  foith,  thy  rudeness  msh*d  before  me, 
Infiringiog  my  just  rights. 

CAIACTACVS. 

Druid,  meUiinkSy 
At  SQch  a  tune,  in  such  a  cause,  reproof 
Might  *bate  its  sternness.    Now,  by  Heav'n,  I  feel, 
fi^fond  all  omens,  that  withm  my  breast, 
Which  mafshals  me  to  conquest;  something  here 
That  snatches  me  beyond  all  mortal  foars, 
lifts  me  to  where  upon  her  jasper  throne 
Sits  flame-rob'd  Vi<iory,  who  calb  me  son, 
And  crowns  me  with  a  palm,  whuse  deathless  green 
Shall  hkKNn  when  Cesar's  fiides. 
cnoftvs. 

Vain  con6dence ! 

CAIAOXACVS. 

Yetliobinitinall— * 

caoauB* 
Tis  meet  thou  sbould'st 
Thou  art  a  kfaig,  aeov'reign  o'er  frail  man; 
I  am  a  Dhud,  servant  of  the  gods ; 
Such  service  is  above  such  sov'rsigbtv  '',      ,    pipg 
As  well  thou  knoWst:  if  they  rtionid  prompt  these 

^The  few  and  impeiCBOt  accounts  antiquity  gives 
us  of  ceremonies,  asc  which  are  unquestionably 
Draidioal,  make  it  necessary  in  tim  and  in  other 
places  of  the  drama,  to  have  reooorse  to  Tadtus's 
account  of  the  Germans ;  amongst  whom,  if  there 
were  really  no  estabfisbed  Druids,  there  was  cer- 
tainly a  great  correspondency,  in  religious  ophuons, 
with  the  Qauls  and  Britons.  The  passage  h^ie 
alluded  to  is  taken  from  his  10th  cbapter.  Pro- 
prium  gentis,  equorumque  quoque  pnesagia  ac 
monitus  experiri.  Public^  aluntur  iisdem  nemoribus 
ac  lucis,  candidi  &  nullo  mortali  opere  oontacti, 
quos  pressos  sacro  curru,  saoerdos  ac  rex,  vel  prin- 
ceps  civitatis  oomitantar,  binuitus  k,  fnsnitus  ob- 
servaii((,  nee  nlh  auspicio  major  fides  non  solum 
apud  plebem,  sed  iqmd  proceres,  apud  sacerdotes. 

'^  The  supreme  authority  of  the  I^ids  over  their 
Uqgs,  is  thus  ascertained  by  Dion.  Cbcysostom.*- 


To  faitertiet  the  tfamg  thon  dn%t  tide^ 
What  would  avail  thy  daring  ? 

CAnACTACVS, 

Hotymsn! 
But  thou  wflt  bless  H;  Heav'nwUlbidtheeUaBit; 
Thoo  know'st  that,  when  we  fight  to  save  our  ooDSlnr, 
We  fight  the  cause  of  Heav'n.   Tbemantfastfrfli, 
Falls  balknr'd ;  foils  a  victim  for  the  gods; 
For  them  and  for  their  altars. 

CMOftOS. 

Valiant  priooe! 
Think  not  we  lightly  rate  our  oountiy'k  vest, 
Or  thee,  our  country's  champion.    Wdlveluov 
The  glorious  meed  of'tbose  csalted  sools, 
Who  flame  like  thee  for  freedom.  MariLne,priBOi! 
The  time  will  come,  when  Destiny  and  Dnth, 
Throo'd  m  a  burning  car  ^  the  thand'ring  wkdi 
Arm'd  with  gigai^  scythes  of  adamant, 
Shall  scour  this  field  of  life :  andin  the  reir 
The  fiend  Oblivion :  kinffdom%  empires,  woridi 
Melt  m  the  general  blaae :  when,  b,  from  high 
Andraste  darting,  catches  from  tbe  wreck 
The  roll  of  feme,  daps  her  ascending  plosMi, 
And  stamps  on  orient  start  each  patriot  nsme. 
Round  her  eternal  dome. 

CASACTACUS. 

Speak  ever  tbos, 
And  I  will  hear  thee.  Hill  attention  feint 
In  heedless  ecstacy. 

CROBUS. 

Thistbo^wekasw, 
Let  man  beware  with  haadleog  seal  to  rah 
Where  slaughter  calls !  it  is  not  cooni|e^  priaeii 
No  nor  the  pride  and  pvnctis'd  skill  in  ams, 
That  gains  this  meed:  the  warrior  is  no  pstiiot. 
Save  when,  obsequious  to  the  will  of  Heat'o, 
He  d^ws  the  sword  of  vengeance. 

CABACTAOOS. 

Surely,  IMnd, 
Such  feir  occaskm  speaks  the  will  of  HeavV- 

cHoaus. 
Monarch,  perchance  tbou  hast  a  feir  oceanoa: 
But,  if  thou  hast,  the  gods  will  soon  deobro  it: 
Their  sovereign  wUlthottknow'st  not:  tbistoksm 
Demands  our  search.    Ye  mortals  all  retire ! 
Leave  ye  the  grove  to  us  and  InspifatioB; 
Nor  let  a  step,  or  ev'n  one  glance  profeae. 
Steal  from  your  caverns :   stay,  my  holy  bRAhM 
Ye  time-ennobled  seers,  whose  lev'rend  biees 
Full  eighty  winters  whiten ;  you,  ye  Buds, 
LeoUne,  Cadwall,  Hoel,  Cantaber, 
Attend  upon  our  slumbers :  wond'rons  mea. 
Ye,  whose  skHl'd  fingers  know  how  best  to  leai, 
Thro'  all  the  maae  of  sound,  the  wayward  ilep 

Ka3i2  ft  «^  iM/ii^sM  A^r,  »«)  Wns  «V  >^ 

^  «)pM4»,  dA  >Ai^w9«H,  ^  W  <af  iMf  >>^ 
MfpguH  «s»r  ft  /iivxxUr,  ditSt  vw^tfvf  «ai  J«^ 

modus  also,  de  Slavts,  I.  ii.  c  18.  asserts,  Rex  b{K» 
eos  modicsB  est  sestimationis  in  comparBtione  flsmf 
nis. 

»  Strabo,  and  other  writeis,  tell  us,  the  PfW^ 
taught,  that  the  world  was  finally  to  be  dsrt«>T«^ 
by  fire;  upon  which  this  allegory  is  founded. 
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or  Hsnnony,  TtealBof  oft,  and  oft 
Fermitting  her  uobridled  coitrte  to  rush 
Thro*  diaionaiioe  tn  coocord,  tweetcit  then 
£▼*»  wbeo  opected  harshest.    Mador,  thou 
Alone  Shalt  lift  thy  roice  ;  no  choral  peal 
Shall  drown  thy  solemn  warbUngs;  thou  best  know^ 
That  opiate  charm  which  lulls  corporeal  sense: 
Tboa  hast  the  key,  great  Bard  !  that  best  can  ope 
The  portal  of  the  soul ;  unlock  it  straight, 
And  lead  the  pensive  pilgrim  on  her  way, 
HuiMfh  the  vast  regions  of  futurity. 

lEateunt  CaiactacuSy  VeUlnat,  ifc. 


ODE. 

L  1. 
Bail,  thou  harp  of  Phrygian  frame ! 

In  yean  of  yore  that  Camber  bore 
From  Troy's  sepulchral  flame ; 

With  aM9ent  Brute,  to  Britahi's  shore 
The  mighty  minstrel  came : 

Sublime  upon  the  bumishM  prow. 

He  bad  thy  manly  modes  to  flow  ; 
Britain  beard  the  descant  bold. 

She  flung  her  white  arms  o'er  the  sea  ; 
Protid  in  her  leafy  bosom  to  enfold 

The  ftdght  of  harmony. 

I.  2. 
Mute  *till  Uien  was  ev*ry  pbin. 

Save  where  ^e  flood  o'er  mountains  rude 
Tumbled  liis  tide  amain : 

And  Echoftom  th*  impending  wood 
Rcwaoded  the  hoarse  strain ; 

While  from  the  north  the  sullen  gale 

With  holbw  whistlings  shook  the  vale  } 
Dismal  notes,  and  answer'd  soon 

By  savage  howl  the  heaths  among. 
What  time  the  wolf  doth  bay  the  trembling  Moon, 

And  thin  the  bleatmg  throng. 

I.  3. 

Tkoo  spak'st,  imperial  lyre. 
The  rough  roar  ceas'd,  and  airs  from  high 
Lapt  the  land  in  ecstasy : 

Fancy,  the  fiury,  with  thee  came; 

And  Inspiration,  bright-ey'd  dame. 
Oft  at  thy  oaH  would  leave  her  sapphire  sky; 

And,  if  not  vain  the  verse  presumes, 
Ev'n  now  aome  chaste  divinity  is  near : 

Forlo!  the  sound  of  distant  plumes 
Pants  thro*  the  pathless  desert  of  the  air. 

nis  not  the  flight  of  her ; 

lis  Sleep,  her  dewy  harbinger ; 
Change,  my  harp.  Oh  change  thy  measures, 
Cnlly  from  thy  mellifluous  treasures ;  * 

Notes  that  steal  on  even  feet, 
B»er  alow,  yet  never  panting, 

Mixt  with  many  a  warble  sweet, 
In  a  lingering  cadence  closing. 
While  the  pleas'd  power  sinks  gently  down  the  skie^ 
Stitd  seals  with  hand  of  down  the  Druid's  slomb'ring 
,  eyes. 

n.  1. 

.  Hirice  I  pause,  and  thrice  I  sound 

The  central  string,  and  now  I  ring 
(By  measured  lore  profound) 

A  sevenfold  chimes  and  sweep,  and  swing 
Abim^  belofw,  aronnd, 


To  mix  thy  music  with  the  sphetei^ 

That  warble  to  Immortal  ears. 
Inspiration  bears  the  call ; 

She  rises  from  her  throne  above. 
And,  i^en  as  the  glanemg  meteors  hSl, 

She  comes,  she  fiUs  the  grove. 
II.  2. 
High  her  port ;  her  waving  hand 

A  pencil  bears ;  the  days,  the  yean^ 
Arise  at  her  command, 

And  each  obedient  cokmri^g  wears. 
Lo,  where  Tune's  pictnr'd  band 

In  hues  ethereal  glide  akmg ; 

Oh  mark  the  transitory  throng  ; 
Now  they  dassle,  now  they  die. 

Instant  they  flit  from  light  to  shades 
Mark  the  blue  forms  of  foint  futurity. 

Oh  mark  them  ere  they  £sde» 
IL  3. 

Whence  was  that  inward  groan  } 
Why  bursts  thro*  doaed  lids  the  tear  I 
Why  uplifts  the  bristling  hair 

Its  white  and  venerable  shade  ? 

WhjMlown  the  consecrated  head 
Courses  in  chilly  drops  the  dew  of  foar  } 

All  is  not  weU,  the  pale-cy'd  Moon 
Curtains  her  head  in  clouds,  the  start  ntin, 

Save  from  the  sultry  south  akme 
The  swart  star  flings  his  pestilential  Are; 

Ev'n  Sleep  herself  will  fly; 

If  not  recall'd  by  harmony. 
Wake,  my  lyre !  thy  softest  numbers. 
Such  as  nurse  ecstatic  slumbers. 
Sweet  as  tranquil  virtue  feels 

When  the  toil  of  life  is  ending. 
While  from  the  Earth  the  spirit  steals. 

And,  9n  new-born  plumes  ascending. 
Hastens  to  lave  in  the  bright  fount  of  day. 
Till  Destiny  prepare  a  shrine  of  purer  clay. 

{Tht  Druid  waking,  tpioh^ 
caoavs. 
It  may  not  be.    Avaunt  terrific  axe ; 
Why  hangs  thy  bright  edge  glartng  o'er  the  grovel 
Oh  for  a  giant's  nerve  to  ward  the  stroke ! 
It  bows,  it  falls. 
Where  am  1  ?  hush,  my  ioiil  1 
Twas  all  a  dream.    Resume  no  mote  the  strain ; 
The  hour  is  past :  my  brethren!  whatyesaw^ 
(If  what  ye  saw,  as  by  your  looks  I  read. 
Bore  like  ill-omen'd  sb^)  hold  it  in  silence. 
The  midnight  air  foils  chilly  on  my  breast ; 
And  now  1  shiver,  now  a  feverish  glow 
Scorches  my  vitals.    Hark,  tome  step  approaches 
srxtiMA,  cHoatJt. 

tVILIMA. 

Thus,  with  my  wayward  fears,  to  burst  unbidden    , 
On  yon  dread  synod,  rousing,  as  ye  seem. 
From  holy  trance,  appears  a  desperate  deed, 
Ev'n  to  the  wretch  who  dares  it 


ProDonnce  the  eanse. 


Virgin!  quickly 


XVILIKA. 

Bear  with  a  simple  maid 
Too  prone  to  fear  ;  perchance  my  fears  are  vain. 


But  yet  declare  them. 
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BTBtXHA. ' 

I  ftuspeci  me  moob 
The  foitb  of  these  Br igantes. 

CHORUS. 

Sayi^t  thou,  virgm  ? 
Heed  what  thou  say^st;  suBpietoo  is  a  giieal 
That  in  the  breast  of  roan,  of  wrathful  man. 
Too  oft  his  welcome  fiiid>(  yet  seldom  sure 
Id  that  buboxisiive  calm  that  smooths  the  mind 
Of  makleti  innocence. 

ifTBtmA. 

I  know  it  well. 
Yet  most  I  still  distrust  the  elder  stranger : 
For  while  he  talks,  (and  imicfa  the  flatterer  talks) 
His  brother's  siient  carriage  gives  disproof 
Of  all  his  boast ;  indeed  I  mark'd  it  well } 
And,  as  my  father  with  the  elder  held. 
J)oId  speech  and  warlike,  as  is  still  his  wont 
When  fir*d  with  hope  of  conquest,  oft  I  saw 
A  sigh  unbidden  heave  the  younger*s  breast. 
Half  check'd  asitwas  rais'd ;  sometimes^  methoughty 
His  gentle  eye  would  cast  a  gtonoe  on  me. 
As  if  he  pitied  me;  and  then  again 
Would  fasten  on  my  fhther,  gaaing  there 
To  veneration^  then  he'd  sigh  again. 
Look  on  the  groond,  and  hang  his  modest  head 
MostpeoBiwly. 

enoitDs. 
This  may  demand,  my  brethren. 
More  serious  search.    Virgin  !  proceed. 

•Tia  true, 
My  &ther,  rapt  in  high  heroic  zeal. 
His  ev'ry  thought  big  with  his  country*s  freedom. 
Heeds  not  the  different  carnage  of  these  brethren, 
The  elder  takes  him  wholly;  yet,  methfnks. 
The  youDger's  manners  have  I  know  not  what. 
That  speaks  him  far  more  artless.    This  besides. 
Is  it  not  Strang,  if;  as  the  Ule  reports. 
My  mother  sojourns  with  this  distant  queen. 
She  should  not  send  or  to  my  sire,  or  me. 
Some  fond  remembrance  of  her  love  ?  ah  !  none. 
With  tears  I  speak.it,  none,  not  her  dear  blessing 
Has  reached  my  longmg  eats. 
CBOaus. 

The  gods,  my  brethnen. 
Have  wak'd  these  doubts  in  the  untainted  breast 
Of  this  mild  maklen  ^ :  oft  to  female  softness, 
Oft  to  the  purity  of  virgin  souls 
IX>th  Heaven  its  voluntary  light  dispense. 
When  victims  bleed  in  tain.     They  most  be  spies. 
Hie  thee,  good  Caotaber,  and  to  our  presence 
SuDunon  the  young  Brigantian. 

EVEtlNA. 

lio  not  that. 
Or,  if  ye  do,  yet  treat  him  nothmg  sternly: 
The  softest  terms  from  such  a  tender  breast 
Will  draw  confession,  and,  if  ye  shall  find 
The  treason  ye  suspect,  forb^r  to  curse  hhn. 
(Not  that  my  weakness  means  to  guide  your  wisdom) 
Yet,  as  I  think  he  woal4  not  wittingly 

9  Inesse  enim  sanctum  quid  &  providum  fbeminis 
putant.  Nee  aot  consilia  ipsorum  aspemantur, 
aut  responsa  negant  Tac  de  morib.  Geno.  And 
Strabo  to  the  like  j^rpose,  I.  vii.    'Awmfkg  yi^  ^ 


Fer  doa  deed  of  baseness,  wen  it  granted 
That  I  might  question  him,  my  heart  forebode* 
It  more  couM  gain  by  gentleness  and  prayers. 
Than  will  the  fiercest  threats. 

cnoaos. 

Perchance  it  may  ; 
And  quidsly  shalt  thou  try.    But  see  the  king ! 
And  with  him  both  the  youths. 

EVELINA. 

Alas  !  my  fears 
Forewent  my  errand,  else  had  I  informed  thee 
That  therefore  did  I  cume,  and  from  my  father 
To  gain  admission.    Mark  the  vounger,  Druid  I 
How  sad  he  seems ;  oft  did  he  m  the  cave 
Sofbldhisfl 


cHoaus. 

We  mark  him  much,  and  muck 
,  The  elder's  free  and  dreadless  confidence. 
Virgin,  retire  awhile  in  yonder  vale. 
Nor,  *till  thy  royal  fiather  quits  the  grove. 
Resume  thy  station  here. 

lExU  Bvelina* 
CARACTAcvs,  oioMis,  vbllihui,  siimmos. 

CARACTACUS. 

Forgive  me,  Druid  ! 
My  eager  soul  no  Yonger  could  sustain 
The  pangs  of  expectation  ;  hence  I  sent 
The  virgin  innooence  of  Evelina, 
Safest  to  break  upon  your  privacy* 
She  not  j^etum*d,  Oh  pardon,  that  uncalPd 
I  follow :  the  great  cause,  I  trust,  absolves  me : 
Tis  yours,  'tis  freedom's,  'tis  the  cause  of  Httv'a  ; 
And  sure  Ueav'n  owns  it  such. 

CBOftUS. 

Gkractacosl 
AH  that  by  sage  and  sanctimonious  rites 
Might  of  the  godsiw  ask'd,  we  have  essay'd  ; 
And  yet,  nor  to  our  wish,  nor  to  their  wont. 
Gave  they  benign  assent.  ^ 

CAEACTACUS.  - 

Death  to  our  hopes ! 
onoavs. 
While  yet  we  lay  in  sacred  sltmber  tranc'd, 
Sullen  and  sad  to  fisncy's  frighted' eye 
Did  shapes  of  dun  and  orarky  hue  advance. 
In  trahf  .tanraltiioiis,  all  of  geatnns  stinnge. 
And  passing  horrible :  starting  we  wak'd. 
Yet  felt  no  wakmgcalm ;  still  all  was  dark. 
Still  rang  our  tinkling  ears  with  screams  of  woe  ; 
SuspicKMis  tremours  I  '" 


Dnud,  our  queen- 


VBUIKtJS. 

Of  what  suspictous  ? 


CHoaus. 
Restrain  thy  wayward  tongue. 
Insolent  youth !  in  such  licentious  mood 
To  interrupt  our  speech  ill  suits  thy  years. 
And  worse  our  sanctity. 

CABAeTACUS. 

*  Tis  his  distress  ' 

Makes  him  forget,  what  else  his  reverent  seal 
Would  pay  ye  holily.    Think  what  he  feels. 
Poor  youth  !  who  fan  yon  Moon,  before  she  wanes. 
May  see  his  country  conqueHd ;  see  his  mother 
The  victor's  slave,  her  royal  blood  debas'd,  [Rome, 
Dragging  her  chains  thro*  the  thraaig'd  stieeU  of 
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To  grace  oppression's  triumph.    Horrid  thought  I 
Saj,  can  it  be  that  he,  wboae  strenuous  youth 
Adds  vigour  to  his  virtue,  e'er  can  bear 
This  patiently  ?  He  cornea  to  ask  my  aid. 
And,  that  withheld,  (as  now  be  needs  must  fear) 
What  means,  alas  !  are  left  ?  Search  Britain  round. 
What  chief  dares  cope  with  Rome }   what  king  but 
His  loan  of  power  at  a  proconsul's  will,  [holds 

At  best  a  seqpter'd  slave  ? 

TSLLTNUS. 

Yes,  monarch,  yes. 
If  Heaven  restrain  thy  formidable  swoid. 
Or  to  iu  stroke  deny  that  just  success 
Which  Heaves  alone  can  give,  I  fear  me  much 
Our  queen,  ourselves,  nay  Britain's  self  must  perish. 

CARACTACUS. 

But  is  not  this  »  fear  makes  virtue  vam } 

Teais  from  yon  mmist'ring  regents  of  the  sky 

Their  right  ?  Plucks  from  firm-handed  Providence 

The  golden  reins  of  sublunary  sway. 

And  gives  them  to  blind  chance  ?  If  this  be  so. 

If  tyranny  must  lord  it  o'er  the  Earth, 

Tbore's  anarchy  in  Ueav'n.  Nay,  frown  not,  Dmid, 

I  do  not  thmk  'tis  thus. 

CgORUS. 

We  trust  thou  do'st  not. 

CABACTACUS. 

Masters  of  wisdom  !  No :  my  soul  confides 
In  that  all-healing  and  all-forming  power. 
Who,  on  the  radiant  day  when  Time  was  bom 
Cast  bis  broad  eye  upon  the  wild  of  ocean. 
And  calm'd  it  with  a  glance :   then,  plunging  deep 
His  mighty  arm,  pluck'd  firom  its  dark  domain  ' 
This  throne  of  freedom,  lifted  it  to  light. 
Girt  it  with  silver  clifis,  and  call'd  it  Britain : 
He  did,  and  wiU  preserve  it. 

CHORUS. 

'  Pious  prince ! 
lo  that  all-healing  and  all-forming  power 
Still  let  thy  soul  confide ;  but  not  in  men. 
No,  not  in  these,  ingenuous  as  tbey  seem, 
Tdl  they  are  try'd  by  that  high  test  of  £uth 
Oar  ancient  laws  ordain. 

▼EIXIKUS. 

Illustrious  seer ! 
MeQiinks  our  sovereign's  signet  well  might  plead 
Her  envoy's  feitb.    Thy  pardon,  mighty  Druid  ! 
Ka  for  ourselves,  but  for  our  queen  we  plead  | 
Mistrusting  us,  je  vround  her  honour. 

caoRus. 

Peace; 
Oar  will  admits  no  parley.     Thither,  youths. 
Ton  your  astonish 'd  eyes ;  behold  yon  huge 
And  unhewn  sphere  of  living  adamant  >o, 

10  This  is  meant  to  describe  the  rocking-stone,  of 
which  there  arc  several  still  to  be  seen  in  Wales, 
Cornwall,  and  Derbyshire.  They  are  universally 
supposed,  by  antiquarians,  to  be  Druid  monuments; 
and  Mr.  Toland  thinks,  **  tliat  the  Druids  made 
the  people  believe  that  they  only  could  move  theih, 
and  that  by  a  miracle,  by  which  they  condemned 
or  acquitted  the  accused,  and  often  brought  crimi- 
nals to  confess  what  could  in  no  other  way  be  ex- 
torted from  them."  It  was  this  conjecture  which 
gave  the  hint  fbr  this  piece  of  machinery.  The 
reader  may  find  a  description  of  one  of  these  rock-  i 


Which,  pois'd  by  magic,  rests  its  central  weight 
On  yonder  pointed  rock :  firm  as  it  seems. 
Such  is  its  strange  and  virtuous  property. 
It  moves  obsequious  to  the  gentlest  touch 
Of  him,  whose  breast  is  pore;  but  to  a  traitor. 
Though  ev'n  a  giant's  prowess  nerv'd  his  arm. 
It  sunds  as  fixt  as  Snowdon.    ^o  reply  ; 
The  gods  command  that  one  of  you  must  now 
Approach  and  try  it :  in  your  snowy  vests, 
Ye  priests,  involve  the  lots,  and  to  the  younger. 
As  is  our  wont,  tender  the  choice  of  fate. 

niDORUS. 

Heav'ns !  is  it  fall'n  on  me  ^ 

CHORUS. 

Prepare  thee  fbr  thy  trial. 


Yonng  prince,  it  is ; 


SLIOURUS. 

Gracious  gods  f 
Who  may  look  up  to  your  tremendous  thrones. 
And  say  his  breast  is  pure  ?  All  searching  powers,    . 
Ye  know  already  how  and  what  I  am  ; 
And  what  ye  mean  to  publish  me  in  Mona, 
To  that  I  yield  and  tremble. 

CARACTACUS. 

Rouse  thee,  youth ! 
And,  with  that  courage  honest  truth  supplies, 
(For  sure  ye  both  are  true)  haste  to  the  trial  ; 
Behold  1  lead  thee  on. 

CHORUS. 

Prince,  we  arrest 
Thy  hasty  step :  to  witness  this  high  test 
Pertains  to  us  alone.     A  while  retire. 
And  in  yon  cave  his  brother  be  thy  charge  ; 
The  trial  past,  again  we  will  confer. 
Touching  that  part  which  Heaven's  deciding  choice 
Wills  thee  to  act. 

lEieunt  Caractacus  artd  Vellinus. 

CHORUS,  XLlOt'RUS. 
CHORUS. 

Now  be  the  rites  prepar'd : 
And  now,  ye  Bards,  chant  ye  that  custom'd  hymn. 
The  prelude  of  this  fam*d  solemnity. 

ODE. 

I.  1. 

Thou  spirit  pure,  that  spread'st  unseen 
Thy  pinions  o'er  this  ponderous  sphere. 

And,  breathing  thro*  each  rigid  vein, 
FilPst  with  stupendous  life  the  marble  mass. 
And  bid'st  it  bow  upon  it^  base. 

When  sovereign  Truth  is  near; 
Spirit  invisible  !  to  thee 
We  swell  the  sole^mn  harmony; 

Hear  us,  and  aid: 
Thou,  that  in  virtue's  cause 
O'er-rulest  nature's  laws, 
Oh  hear,  and  aid  with  influence  high 
The  sons  of  peace  and  piety. 

I.  2. 
First-bom  of  that  etherial  tribe 
Call'd  into  birth  ere  time  or  place, 
Whom  wave  nor  wind  can  circumscribe 


ing  stones  in  Cambden's  Britannia,  in  his  account 
of  Pembrokeshire ;  and  also  several  in'  Borlase's 
history  of  Cornwall. 
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Heirs  of  the  liquid  liberty  of  li^t; 
That  float  on  rainbow  pennom  bright 

Thro*  all  the  wilds  of  space; 
Yet  thou  alone  of  all  thy  kind 
Can'st  range  the  regions  of  the  mind^ 

Thoa  only  know'st 
That  dark  meand*nng  maze. 
Where  wayward  Falsehood  strays, 
iUid,  seizing  swift  the  linking  sprite. 
Forces  her  forth  toshame  and  light. 
L  3. 

Thoa  can'st  enter  the  dark  cell 
Where  the  Yultnre  Conacienoe  slnmbers. 

And,  anarm'd  by  chaining  s{iell> 

Or  magic  nombers, 
Can'st  rouse  her  from  her  formidable  deep,    , 
And  bid  her  dart  her  raging  talons  deep : 

Yet  ah  1  too  seldom  doth  the  fbrious  fiend 
Thy  bidding  wait ;  vindictive,  self  prepared, 

Shd  knows  her  torturing  time;  too  sure  to  rend 
The  trembling  heart,  when  Vhtue  quits  her  guard. 
Pause  then,  celestial  guest  1 

And,  brooding  on  thine  adamantine  sphere. 

If  fhmd  upproach,  spirit !  that  fraud  dedare  ; 
To  Conscience  and  to  Moon  leafe  the  rest. 

cHOaus. 
Heard'st  thou  the  awfol  inTOcatioD,  youth. 
Wrapt  in  those  holy  harptngs  } 

BLIDiniUS. 

Sage,  I  did; 
Aitd  it  came  o'er  my  soul  as  doth  the  thunder, 
While  distant  yet,  with  an  expected  burst, 
U  threats  the  tremblmg  ear.    Now  to  the  triaL 

CKOftVS. 

Kie  that,  bethink  thee  well  what  rig*rous  doom 
Attends  thhie  act;  if  iailing,  certain  death: 
So  oertam,  that  m  our  absolving  tongues 
Rests  not  that  power  may  save  thee :  thoa  must 
die. 

BVBLDU,  BUMmUS,  CSOKUS. 
BVBUMA* 

JKe,8ay'stthoa?  Druid! 

BLIDOROS. 

BrelhiAhere! 
Lead  to  the  vDok.  » 


No,  youth,  a  while  we  qpare  ftee ; 
And,  in  our  stewl,  permit  this  royal  muden 
To  urge  thee  first  with  virgin  gentleness; 
Kespect  our  clemency,  and  meet  her  questions 
With  answers  prompt  and  true ;   so  may*st  thou 
A  sterner  trial  ['scape 

B&moivt. 
Rather  to  the  rock.— — > 

BVBtlHA. 

Dost  thou  disdain  roe,  prince  ?  Lost  as  I  am, 
Methinks  the  daughter  of  Caractacus 
Might  merit  milder  treatment :  I  was  bom 
To  royal  hopes  and  promise,  nursed  i'  th'  lap 
Of  soft  prosperity;  alas  the  change ! 
I  meant  but  to  address  a  few  brief  words 
To  this  young  prince,  and  he  doth  turn  his  eye. 
And  scorns  to  answer  me. 


No,  *tis  the  fekr 


SLIDUK08. 

Scorn  thee,  sweet  maid  ? 


BVlLtVA. 

And  can'st  thou  fear  me,  youth  } 
Ev*n  while  I  led  a  life  of  royalty, 
I  bore  myself  to  all  with  meek  deportment,' 
In  nothing  barUi,  or  cruel :  and  howe'er 
Misfortune  works  upon  the  minds  of  men 
(For  some  they  say  it  turns  to  very  stone) 
Mine  I  am  sure  it  softens.    Wert  thou  guilty. 
Yet  I  should  pity  thee ;  nay,  wort  thou  I 
To  load  this  suffering  heart  with  more  I 
StillshoOldlpity  thee;  nor  e*er  believe 
Thou  would'st,  4X1  free  and  voluntary  choice. 
Betray  the  innocent. 

BUDUKUS. 

Indeed  1  would  not* 

BVBLfNA. 

No,  gracious  youth,  I  do  believe  thou  would'st  ttoC  : 
For  on  thy  brow  the  liberal  hand  of  Heav*n 
Has  pourtray'd  Triith  as  visible  and  Jx>ki, 
As  were  the  pictur*d  sunt  that  deckt  the  brows 
Of  our  brave  ancestors^    Say  then,  young  prince, 
(For  theseforo  have  I  wished  to  question  thee) 
Bring  ye  DO  token  of  a  mother's  fondness 
To  her  expecting  child?  Gentle  thou  seem'st. 
And  suro  that  gentleness  would  prompt  thnie  beact 
To  visit  and  to  sooth  with  courteous  office. 
Distress  I'dEO  her's.    A  captive  and  a  queen 
Has  more  than  common  claim  for  pity,  prince. 
And  ev*n  the  ills  of  venerable  age 
Wero  cause  enough  to  move  thy  tender  aatuiw. 
The  tears  o'erehnrge  thine  eyt.    Alas,  my  feais  f 
Sickness  or  sore  infirmity  had  seizM  her 
Before  thou  left'st  the  palace,  else  her  lips 
Had  to  thy  care  entrusted  some  kind  message. 
And  blest  her  hapless  daughter  by  thy  tooguo. 
Would  she  wen  here ! 

BLIDVtUS. 

Would  Heav*n  she  wese ! 

BVBLIBA* 

Ah  why? 
BLiooaos. 
Beoaose  you  widi  it. 

BVBLIRA. 

Thanks,  ingenuous  yooUi, 
For  this  thy  cooitesy.    Yet  if  the  queen 
Thy  mother  shine  with  such  rare  qualities, 
Afr  late  thy  brother  boasted,  she  wiU  calm 
Her  woes,  and  I  shall  clasp  her  aged  koeea 
Again  in  peace  and  liberty.*— Alas  1 
He  speaks  not ;  all  my  fears  aro  just 


Whatfieai*; 
The  queen  Quideria  is  not  dead. 

EVEtnrA. 

Not  dead! 
But  is  she  in  that  happy  s^te  of  freedom,  [yoo^  ? 
Which  we  were  taught  to  hope  ?  .Why  sighit  thoo. 
Thy  years  have  yet  beeri  prosp'rous.  Didthyfotber 
E'er  fose  a  kingdom  ?  Did  captivity 
E'er  seize  thy  shriekmg  mother  ?  Thou  canVt  go 
To  yonder  cave,  and  find  thy  brother  safe : 
He  is  not  fost,  as  mine  is.    Youth,  thou  sigfa'st 
Agam;  thou  bast  not  sure  such  cause  for  sorrow  | 
But  if  thou  hast,  give  me  thy  griefi^  I  pray  thee  ; 
I  have  a  heart  can  softly  sympathize. 
And  sympathy  is  toothing. 
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She  ictff  my  loal. 


StlDVBtn. 

Ohgodsl  godtl 
What  shall  I  say  ? 


STILINA. 

Perchance, 
For  all'iD  this  bad  world  must  have  their  woes, 
Thoa  too  hast  thine;   and  niay'st,   like  me,  be 
Haply  amid  the  niioous  waste  of  war,     [wretched. 
'Mid  that  wild  havock,  which  those  sons  of  blood 
Bring:  on  our  groaning  country,  some  chaste  maid, 
Wh»ie  tender  soul  was  linkM  by  love  to  thme. 
Might  fall  the  trembling  prey  to  Roman  rage, 
Ev'n  at  the  golden  hour,  when  liuly  rites 
Had  seaPd  your  virtuous  vows.     If  it  were  so, 
Indeed  I  pity  her  ! 

ILfDORVS. 

Not  that :  not  that. 
Never  till  now  did  beaoty*s  matchless  beam- 
But  I  am  dumb. 

ETBtlNA. 

Why  that  defected  eye  ? 
And  why  this  silence !  that  some  weighty  grief 
O'erhangs  thy  soul,  thy  evVy  look  proclaims. 
Why  then  refuse  it  words  ?  Tlie  heart,  that  bleeds 
From  any  stroke  of  fate  or  human  wrongs. 
Loves  to  disclose  itself,  that  listening  pity 
May  drop  a  healing  tear  upon  the  wound. 
Tis  only,  when  with  inbred  horrour  smote 
At  some  base  act,  or  done,  or  to  be  done. 
That  the  recoiling  soul,  with  conscious  dread, 
Shsioka  bock  into  itselt     But  thou,  good  youth-^ 

BLIbURUS. 

Cease,  royal  maid  I  permit  me  to  depart. 

EVELINA. 

Yet  hear  me,  stranger.   Truth  and  secresy, 
Tho*  friends,  are  seldom  necessary  friends — 

ELmURUS. 

I  go  to  try  my  tmtb^ 

BVBLINA. 

Oh  1  go  not  hence         ^ 
In  wrath  ;  think  not,  that  I  suspect  thy  virtue: 
Yet  ignorance  may  oft  make  virtue  slide. 
And  if^-— 

ELimntos. 
In  pity  spare  me. 

EVELINA. 

If  thy  brother 

Nay,  start  not,  do  not  turn  thine  eye  firom  mine; 
Speak,  I  conjure  thee,  is  his  purpose  honest  ? 
I  know  the  guilty  price,  that  barberuus  Rome 
Sets  on  my  lkther*8  head  ;  and  gold,  vile  gold. 
Has  now  a  charm  for  Britons.    Bribed  by  this. 
Should  he  betray  him — ^Yes,  I  see  thou  shudder'st 
At  the  dire  thought ;  yet  not,  as  if  'twere  strange ; 
Btit  as  our  fears  were  mutuaL  Ah,  young  stranger  j 
That  open  face  scarce  needs  a  tongue  to  utter 
What  works  within.    Come  then,  ingenuous  prince. 
And  instant  make  discovery  to  the  Druid, 
While  yet  *tis  not  too  late. 

BLIVURirS. 

Ah !  what  discover  ? 
Say,  wliom  most  I  betray  ? 

EVELINA. 

Thy  brother. 
VouXVlH. 


BLlDOaVf, 


Ha! 


EVELINA. 

Who  is  no  brother,  if  his  guilty  soul 

Teem  with  such  perfidy.    Oh  all  ye  stars ! 

Can  he  be  brother  to  a  youth  like  thee. 

Who  would  betray  an  old  and  honour*d  king. 

That  king  his  countryman,  and  one  whose  prowev 

Once  guarded  Britain  'gainst  th'  assailing  world  ? 

Can  he  be  brother  to  a  youth  like  thee. 

Who  from  a  young,  defenceless,  innocent  maid. 

Would  take  that  king  her  father  ?  make  her  suffer 

All  that  an  orphan  suffers  ?  more  perchance : 

The  ruffian  foe.— Oh  tears,  ye  choke  my  utterance  ! 

Can  he  be  brother  to  a  youth  like  thee. 

Who  would  defile  his  soul  by  such  black  deeds  i 

It  cannot  be And  y.t,  thou  still  art  silent 

Turn,  youth,  and  see  me  weep.  Ah,  see  me  kneel : 

I  am  oif  royal  blood,  not  wont  to  kneel : 

Yet  will  I  kneel  to  thee.     Oh  save  my  father  t 

Save  a  distressful  maiden  from  the  force 

Of  harbarous  men !  Be  thou  a  brother  to  me. 

For  mine  alas !  ah !  [Sees  Arviragus  entering, 

ARVIBAOUS,  BVBLINA,  BLIOURUS,  CHORVt. 
ARVIRAGUS. 

Evelina,  rise ! 
Know,  maid,  I  ne'er  will  tamely  see  thee  kneel, 
Ev*n  at  the  foot  off 


EVELINA. 

'Tis  himself:     . 
And  he  will  prove  my  fother's  fears  were  folse. 
False,  as  his  son  is  brave.    Thou  best  of  brothers, 
Come  to  my  arms.    Where  hast  thou  been,  thou 

wanderer  ? 
How  wer't  thou  sav'd  ?  Indeed,  Arviragus, 
1  never  shed  such  tears,  since  thou  wer't  lost. 
For  these  are  tears  of  rapture. 

ARVIRAGUS. 

Evelina ! 
Fain  would  I  greet  thee,  as  a  brother  ought : 
But  wherefore  didst  thou  kneel  I 

BVBLINA. 

Oh!  ask  not  now. 

ARVIRAGUS. 

By  Heav'n  I  must,  and  he  must  answer  me. 
Whoever  he  be.    What  art  thou,  sullen  stranger  ? 


A  Briton. 


BLIBURUS. 
ARVIRAGUS. 

Brief  and  hold. 


BVBLINA. 

Ah,  spare  the  taunt : 
He  merits  not  thy  wrath.    Behold  the  Druids ; 
Lo,  they  advance :  with  holy  reverence  first 
Thou  must  address  their  sanctity. 

ARVIRAGUS. 

I  will. 
But  see,  proud  boy,  thou  do*st  not  quit  the  grove, 
Till  time  allows  us  parley. 

ELmURUS. 

Prince,  I  mean  not 

ARVIRAGUS. 

Sages,  and  sons  of  Heav'n  !  Illustrious  Druids ! 
Abruptly  I  approach  your  sacred  pretence : 
Yet  such  dire  tidings-— 
Bb 
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CHOAVt. 

On  tby  peril,  petce ! 
Thna  stand 'st  accutZd,  and  by  a  father^s  voice. 
Of  crimes  abborr'd,  of  cowai^ice  and  flight  >; 
And  therefore  may*st  not  in  these  sacred  grotet 
Utter  polluted  accents.    Quickly  say, 
Wlierefore  thou  fled'st  ?  For  that  base  (act  vndear'd 
We  hold  no  farther  converse. 

ARViaAGUS. 

Oh  ye  gods  I 
Vim  I  the  son  of  your  Caractacus  ? 
At¥l  could  I  fly  ? 

CHORUS. 

Waste  not  or  time  or  words: 
But  tell  us  why  thou  fled'st  ? 

AftVIJIACaS. 

1  fled  not,  Druid  I 
By  the  great  gods  I  fled  not !  save  to  stop 
Our  dastard  troops,  that  basely  turn'd  their  backs. 
I  stupt,  1  rallied  them,  when  io !  a  shaft 
Of  random  cast  did  level  me  with  earth. 
Where  pale  and  senseless,  as  the  slain  around  ma, 
I  lay  till  midnight :  then,  as  from  long  trance 
Awoke,  1  crawPd  upon  my  feeble  limbs 
To  a.  lone  cottage,  where  a  pitying  bind       [pair'd, 
I<xig*d  tae,  and  nourished  me.     My  strength  re- 
It  boots  not  that  I  tell,  what  bumble  arts 
CompelPd  I  us'd  to  screen  me  finom  the  foe. 
How  now  a  peasant  finom  a  beggarly  scrip 
I  sold  cheap  fbod  to  slaves,  that  nam'd  the  price. 
Nor  afler  gave  it.     Now  a  minstrel  poor 
With  ill-tuQ*d  harp,  and  uncouth  descant  sbrill 
I  ply'd  a  thriftlrss  trade,  and  by  such  shifts 
Bid  win  obfcurity  to  shroud  my  name. 
At  length  to  other  conquests  in  the  north 
Ostorius  led  his  lea^ions.   Safer  now. 
Yet  not  secure,  I  to  some  valiant  chiefs, 
'UHiom  war  had  spar'd,  discovered  what  I  was ; 
And  with  t|iem  planned,  bow  surest  we  might  draw 
Our  scattered  forces  to  some  rocky  fastness 
In  rough  Caernarvon,  there  to  breathe  in  freedom. 
If  not  with  brave  incursion  to  oppress 
The  thinIy-station*d  foe.     And  soon  our  art 
So  well  availed,  that  now  at  Snowdon's  foot  ^ 

Full  twenty  troops  of  hardy  veterans  wait 
To  call  my  sire  their  leader. 

CHORUS. 

Valiant  youth——* 

IVBLINA. 

He  is        I  said  be  was  a  valiant  youth, 
Nor  has  he  sham*d  bis  race. 

OROIUS. 

We  do  believe 
Thy  modest  tale ;  and  may  the  righteous  godi 
Thus  ever  shed  upon  thy  noble  breast 
Discretion's  cooling  dew.    Wbeu  nurtured  so. 
Then,  only  then,  doth  valour  bloom  mature. 

ARVIRACUS.  '*' 

Yet  vain  is  valour,  howsoe'er  it  bloom  ; 
Druid,  the  god^  frown  on  ua.    All  my  hopes 
Are  blasted ;  I  shall  ne'er  rejoin  my  friends, 
Ne'er  bless  them  with  my  father.     Holy  men, 
I  have  a  tale  to  tell,  will  shake  your  souls. 
Your  Mona  is  invaded ;  Home  approaches, 
Br^n  to  these  groves  approaches. 


SfiMicuoaus. 

Horrour ! 


hornmr! 


A«?ltA«Ot. 

Late  at  I  landed  on  yon  highest  beach, 
Where  nodding  from  the  rocks  the  poplars  flmg 
Their  scattered  arms,  and  dash  them  in  the  wave* 
There  were  their  vessels  moor'd,  as  if  tbey  sought 
Concealment  in  the  shade,  and  as  I  pcut 
Up  yon  thick-planted  ridge,  I  spy'd  their  helmi 
'Mid  brakes  and  boughs  trenched  in  the  heath  belonry 
Where  like  a  nest  of  night-worms  did  tbey  glitter. 
Sprinkling  the  plain  with  brightness.  On  I  tptd 
With  silent  step,  yet  oft  did  pass  so  near, 
'Twas  next  to  prodigy  I  'scap'd  unseen. 

cHoaus. 
Their  number,  prince  ? 

ARVIRACUS. 

Few,  if  mine  hasty  eye. 
Did  find,  and  count  them  all. 

CHORUS. 

Oh  brethren,  fafethicn^ 
IVeason  and  sacrilege,  worse  foes  than  Rome, 
Have  lad  Rome  hither.     Instant  seize  that  wretcfa« 
And  bring  him  to  our  presence, 

CnOtUS,  ElIDURUt,  ARTIRAGUS. 
CHORUS. 

Say,  thou  fsdse  one ! 
Whit  doom  befits  the  slave  who  sells  his  country  ? 

iLiDoaus.  ^ 

Deftth,  sodden  death ! 

CHORUS. 

No,  ling'ring  piece-meal  death : 
And  to  such  death  thy  brother  and  thyself 
We  now  devote.    Villain,  thy  deeds  are  known  ; 
'Tis  known,  ye  led  the  impious  Romans  hither 
To  slaughter  us  ev'o  on  our  holy  altars. 

BLIDUaUS. 

That  on  my  soul  doth  lie  some  secret  grief 
These  looks  perfbree  will  tell ;  it  is  not  feary 
Dniids,  it  is  not  fear  that  nhakes  me  thus ; 
The  great  gods  know,  it  is  not :  ye  can  never ; 
For,  what  tho'  wisdom,  lifts  yc  next  those  gods. 
Ye  cannot,  like  to  them,  unlock  men's  breasts. 
And  read  their  inmost  thouglits.    Ah !  that  ye  could. 

ARVIRACUS. 

What  hast  thou  done  ? 

ELTDURUS. 

What,  prince,  I  wUl  nit  tell. 

CHORUS. 

Wretch,  there  are  meaus 

ELIDURUS. 

I  know,  and  terrible  means  ; 
And  tis  both  fit,  that  you  ahoukl  try  those  meaai. 
And  I  endure  them.   Yet  I  thiidc,  ray  patience 
Will  for  some  spnca  baffle  your  torturing  fury. 

CHORUS. 

Be  that  best  known,  when  our  inflicted  goads 
Harrow  thy  flesh  I 

ARVIRACUS, 

stranger,  ere  this  is  try*d 
Confess  the  whole  of  thy  black  perfidy ; 
Su  black,  that  when  I  look  upon  thy  youth. 
Read  thy  mikl  eye,  and  mark  thy  modes  ' 
I  think  indeed^  thou  dnn>t  not 

ILIOORUS. 

SuchacfioM 
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Indeed  I  doiit  not;  mod  would  father  be 

Tbe  very  wretch  thou  seest    I'll  speak  no  more. 

CBOtOt. 

Brethfvn,  tit  io.    The  virgin'i  thoiigfats  were  ju»t  j 
This  youth  has  been  deceiv'd. 
fttioutvt. 

Yes,  one  word  more. 
You  say,  tbe  Romans  have  invaded  Mona  : 
Give  me  a  sword  and  twenty  honest  Britons, 
And  I  will  quell  those  Romans.     Vain  demand  ? 
Alas  !  you  cannot :  ye  are  men  of  peace  : 
Religion's  self  forbids.     Lead  then  to  torture. 

ARVIRACUS. 

Now  on  my  soul  this  youth  doth  move  me  much. 

CHORUS. 

Think  not  religion  and  our  holy  office 
Doth  teach  us  tamely,  like  the  bleating  lamb, 
To  crouch  before  oppression,  and  with  neck 
OutstretchM  await  the  stroke.     Mistaken  b<»y  ! 
Did  not  strict  justice  claim  thee  for  her  victim. 
We  might  full  safely  send  thee  to  these  Romans, 
Inviting  their  hot  charge.     Know,  when  I  blow 
That  sacred  trumpet  bound  with  sable  fillets 
To  yonder  branching  oak,  the  awfiil  sound 
Calls  forth  a  thousand  Britons  train'd  alike 
In  holy  and  in  martial  exercise. 
Not  by  such  mode  and  rule,  as  Romans  use. 
But  of  that  fierce,  portentous,  horrible  sort, 
As  thail  appall  ev'n  Romans. 

ILtnURVS. 

Gracious  gods  ! 
Than  there  are  hopes  indeed.    Oh  call  them  instant. 
This  prince  will  lead  ihem  on :  I'll  follow  him, 
Tho'  io  my  chains,  and  some  way  dash  them  round 
To  harm  the  haughty  foe. 

ARVIRACUS. 

A  thousand  Britons, 
And  inmM  I  Oh  instant  blow  the  sacred  trump. 
And  let  me  head  them.    Yet  methinks  tliis  youth — 

CHORUS. 

I  know  what  thou  wouldst  say,  might  join  thee, 

prince. 
True,  were  he  free  from  crime,  or  had  confest 


ConfesL 


EtIDURUS. 

Ah,  think  not,  I  will  e'er- 


ARVIRACUS. 

Reflect. 
Either  thyself  or  brother  must  have  wrong'd  us : 
Then  why  conceal— 

ELIOURUS. 

Hast  thou  a  brother  ?  no  1 
Else  hadst  thou  spar'd  the  word  ;  and  yet  a  sister 
Lovely  as  thine  might  more  than  teach  thee,  prince. 
What  His  to  have  a  brother.     Hear  me,  I  >ruids, 
Tho'  I  would  prize  an  hour  of  freedom  now 
Before  an  age  of  any  afler  date  : 
Tho'  I  would  seize  it  as  tbe  gift  of  Hcav'n, 
And  use  it  as  Heav'n's  gift :  yet  do  not  think, 
I  80  will  purchase  it     Give  it  me  freely, 
I  yet  will  spurn  the  boon,  and  hug  my  chains. 
Till  you  do  swear  by  your  own  hoary  heads, 
My  brother  shall  be  safe. 

CHORUS. 

Excellent  youth ! 
Thy  words  do  speak  tl^  soul,  and  such  a  soul. 


As 'wakes  our  wonder.  Thou  art  free;  thy  brother 
Shall  be  thine  honour's  pledge !  so  will  we  use  hun> 
As  thou  art  false  or  true. 

XLtnURUS. 

I  ask  no  other. 

ARVIRAODS. 

Thus  then,  my  fellow-soldier,  to  thy  clasp 
I  give  the  hand  of  friendship.    Noble  youth, 
We'll  speed,  or  die  together. 

CHORUS. 

Hear,  us  prince ! 
Mona  permits  not,  that  be  fight  her  battles. 
Till  duly  purified  :  for  tUo'  his  soul 
Took  up, unwittingly  this  deed  of  baseness. 
Yet  is  lustration  meet.     Learn,  that  in  vice 
Tliere  is  a  noisome  rankness  unperceiv'd 
By  gross  corporear&ense,  which  so  offends 
Heav'n's  pure  divinities,  as  us  the  stench 
Of  vapour  wafted  from  sulphureous  pool. 
Or  pois'nous  weed  obscene.     Hence  doth  the  man. 
Who  ev'n  converses  with  a  villain,  need 
As  much  purgation,  as  the  pallid  wretch 
'Scap'd  from  the  walls,  where  frowning  pestilence 
Spreads  wide  her  livid  banners.     For  this  cause, 
Ye  priests,  conduct  the  youth  to  yonder  grove, 
And  do  the  needful  rites.     Mean  while  ourself 
Will  lead  thee,  prince,  unto  thy  fother'v  presence.— 
But'hold,  the  king  comes  forth. 

{^Exeunt  Priests  tcith  Elidurus. 

CARACTACUS,  ARVIRACUS,  CHORUS,  EVELINA. 
CARACTACUS. 

My  son,  my  son  ! 
'V^'hat  joy,  what  transport,  doth  thine  aged  sire 
Feel  in  these  filial  foldings !   Speak  not,  buy. 
Nor  interrupt  that  heart-felt  ecstacy  t'^^y* 

Should  strike  us  mote.  I  know  what  thou  wouldst 
Yet  prithee,  peace.     Thy  sister's  voice  hath  cleared 

thee  5 
And  could  excuse  find  words  at  this  blest  moment. 
Trust  me,  I'd  give  it  vent     But.  *tis  enough. 
Thy  father  welcomes  thee  to  him  and  honour; 
Honour,  that  now  with  rapt'rous  certainty 
Calls  thee  his  own  true  offspring.     Dost  thou  weep } 
Ah,  if  thy  tears  snell  not  from  joy*s  free  spring, 
I  beg  thee,  spare  them  :  I  have  done  thee  wrong. 
Can  make  thee  no  atonement :  none,  alas ! 
Thy  father  scarce  can  bless  thee,  as  he  ought ; 
Unblest  himself,  beset  with  foes  around, 
Bereft  of  queen,  of  kingdom,  and  of  soldiers. 
He  can  but  give  thee  portion  of  his  dangers, 
Perchance  and  of  his  chains :  yet  droop  not,  boy. 
Virtue  is  still  thine  own. 

ARVIRACUS. 

It  is,  my  father ; 
Pure  as  from,  thine  illustrious  fount  it  came ; 
And  that  unsullied,  let  the  world  oppress  us ; 
T^t  fraud  and  falsehood  riret  fetters  on  us , 
Still  shall  our  souls  be  free :  yet  hope  is  ours. 
As  well  as  virtue. 

CARACTACUS. 

Spoken  like  a  Briton. 
True,  hope  is  ours,  and  therefore  let's  prepare  : 
The  moments  now  are  precious.    Tell  us,  Druid, 
Is  it  not  meet,  we  see  the  bands  drawn  out. 
And  mark  their  due  array  ? 
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They  tkirt  the  grove. 


OlCttJS. 

Mooancb,  er'n  now 


CABACTACUS. 

TbcD  let  us  to  their  front* 

CROKUS. 

Bat  is  the  traitbr-youth  in  safety  lodg'd  ? 


Draid,  he  fled- 


CAftACTACOf. 
CHORUS. 

Oh  fistal  flight  to  Mona  ! 


CARACTACUS. 

But  what  of  that  ?  Arviragus  b  here. 
My  son  is  here,  let  then  the  traitor  go,        [them ; 
By  this  he  has  joined  the  Romans :  let  bim  join 
A  single  anA,  and  that  a  vilhiin's  arm, 
Can  lend  but  little  aid  to  any  powers 
Opposed  to  truth  and  Tirtue.    Come,  my  son, 
Let's  to  the  troops,  and  marshal  them  with  speed. 
Tbat^one,  we  from  these  renerable  men 
Will  claim  their  ready  blessing :  then  to  battle  | 
And  the  swift  Snn  er'n  at  his  purple  dawn 
Shall  spy  us  crownM  with  conquest,  or  with  death. 
{^Exeunt  Caractacus  and  Arviragus. 

CHOIOS,  EVELINA. 

CHORUS. 

What  may  bis  flight  portend  !  Say,  Evelina, 
How  came  this  yootb  to  'scape  } 

BfBLINA. 

And  that  to  tell 
Will  fix  much  blame  on  my  impatieut  folly  : 
For,  ere  your  ballow'd  lips  bad  given  permission, 
I  flew  with  eager  baste  to  bear  my  father 
News  of  his  son's  return.     Inflamed  with  that. 
Think  bow  a  sister's  zealous  breast  must  glow  ! 
Your  looks  give  mild  assent.     I  glow*d  indeed 
With  the  dear  tale,  and  sped  me  in  bis  ear 
To  pour  the  precious  tidings :  but  my  toogne 
Scarce  namM  Arviragus,  ere  the  false  stranger 
(As  I  bethink  me  since)  with  stealthy  pace 
Fled  to  the  cavern's  mouth. 
cHOaus. 

TlM  king  pursu'd  } 

EVELINA. 

Alas  !  he  mark'd  him  not,  for  'twas  the  moment. 
When  he  had  all  to  ask  and  all  to  fear. 
Touching  my  brother's  valour.     Hitherto 
His  safety  only,  which  but  little  mov'd  him. 
Had  reached  his  ears:  but  when  my  tongue  unfolded 
The  story  of  bis  bravery  and  his  peril. 
Oh  how  the  tears  cours'd  pletiteous  down  hb  cheeks  1 
How  did  he  lift  uuto  the  Heav*ns  his  hands 
In  speechless  transport !  Yet  he  soon  bethought  bun 
Of  Rome's  invasion,  and  with  fiery  glance 
^rvey'd  the  cavern  round;  then  snatch'd  bisspear. 
And  menac'd  to  pursue  the  flying  traitor : 
But  I  vitb  prayers  (Oh  pardon,  if  they  err'd) 
Withheld  his  step,  for  to  the  left  the  youth 
Had  wing'd  his  way,  where  the  thick  underwood 
Aflbrded  sure  retreat     Besides,  if  found, 
Was  age  a  match  for  youth  ? 
cnoRus. 

Maiden,  enoogh ; 
Better  perchance  for  us,  if  he  were  captive :  • 
But  in  the  justice  of  their  cause,  and  Heav'o, 
Do  Mona's  sons  confide. 


BAED,  cHoatJs,  wcnfovoi,  cvatnu. 

BAltD. 

Druid,  the  rites 
Am  flnisb'd,  all  save  that  which  crowns  the  mt. 
And  which  pertains  to  thy  Meat  band  alone : 
For  that  he  kneeb  before  thee. 

CHORUS. 

Tidte  him  beoce^ 
We  may  not  tmit  bim  forth  €0  fight  our  caose. 

ELinUEUS. 

Now  by  Andraste's  throne     ■ 

CHORUS. 

Nay,  twear  not,  youth* 
The  tie  h  broke,  that  held  thy  foalty : 
Thy  brother  'a  fled. 

BLiouaus. 
Fledl 

CHORUS. 

To  the  Komaitf  fled  ; 
Yes,  thou  hast  cause  to  tremble. 

BLIDUEOS. 

Ah,  Vellmus  f 
Does  thus  our.  love,  does  thus  our  friendship  end  ! 
Was  I  thy  brother,  youth,  and  ha&t  thou  left  me ! 
Yes;  and  how  left  me,  cruel  as  thou  art* 
The  victim  of  thy  crimes  1 

CHoaus.    . 

True,  thoB  muBt  die» 
BLiouaus. 
I  pray  ye  then  on  your  best  mercy,  fathers. 
It  may  be  speedy.     I  would  foin  be  dead. 
If  this  be  life.    Yet  I  must  doubt  ev'n  that : 
For  fSslsehood  of  thb  strange  stupendous  sort 
SetS'firm-ey'd  reason  on  a  gaze,  mistrusting. 
That  what  she  sees  in  palpable  plain  form,    [vems. 
The  stars  in  yon  blue  arch,  theie  woods,  these  ca- 
Are  all  mere  tricks  of  cozenage,  nothing  real. 
The  vision  of  a  vision.     If  he's  fled, 
I  ougfat  to  hate  thb  brotiier. 

CHOEUS. 

Yet  tbou  dost  not 

BLUMntUS. 

But  when  astonishment  will  give  me  leave. 
Perchance  I  shall. — And  yet  he  b  my  brother. 
And  he  was  virtuous  once.    Yes,  ye  vile  Romaitt, 
Yes,  I  must  die,  before  my  th'usty  sword 
Drinks  oue  rich  drop  of  vengeance.  Yet,  ye  robbetSy 
Yet  will  1  corse  you  with  my  dying  lipB : 
'Twas  you,  that  stole  away  my  brother's  virtne. 

cHoaus. 
Mow  than  prqmre  to  die. 

BLIDUEU^ 

I  aai  prepar'd. 
Yet,  since  I  camiot  now  (what  most  I  wish'd) 
By  manly  prowess  guard  thb  lovely  maid  : 
Permit  that  on  your  holiest  eatth  I  kneel. 
And  pour  one  fervent  prayer  for  her  protection. 
Allow ,me  this,  for  thoP  yon  think  me  false. 
The  gods  will  bear  me. 

BVELIN4.  ' 

1  can  bold  no  looger  I 
Oh  Druid,  Druid,  at  thy  fleet  I  fall : 
Yes,  I  must  plead,  (away  with  virgin-blushes) 
For  such  a  youth  must  plead.    I'll  die  to  save  biiB« 
Oh  take  n^  life,  and  let  him  fight  far  Monu    « 


ifightl 
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CflOftOf. 

VvpB,  arise.    His  viitae  hath  redeemM  him, 
Aid  he  iball  ^fat  for  thee,  and  for  hit  country. 
Yootb,  thank  as  with  thy  deeds.-  The  time  is  short. 
And  now  with  rerereoce  take  our  high  lustration  ; 
Thrice  do  we  sprinkle  thee  with  day4>reak  dew 
Shook  frooi  the  may-thorn  blossom  j   twice  and 

thrice 
Toodk  we  thy  (brehead  with  oar  holy  wand  : 
Nov  thoo  art  fully  purg*d.    Now  rise  restored 
To  virtue  and  to  us.     Hence  then,  my  son. 
Hie  thee,  to  yonder  altar,  where  our  Bards 
Shall  arm  thee  duly  both  with  helm  and  sword 
For  warlike  enterprise. 

lEsit  Elidarus. 

GABACTACUS>   CHOtUS,  AlViaAGUS,   IVfiLIMA. 
CARACTACOS. 

Tis  true,  my  son. 
Bold  are  thehr  bearings,  and  I  fear  me  not 
But  they  have  hearts  will  not  belie  their  looks. 
I  Eke  them  welL    Yet  would  to  righteous  Heav'n 
Thmt  Taliant  veterans^  that  on  Soowdon  guard 
Their  scanty  pittance  of  bleak  libeiiy, 
Were  here  to  join  them ;  we  would  teach  these  wolves, 
Tho*  we  permit  their  rage  to  prowl  oar  coasts. 
That  vengeance  'waits  them  ere  they  rob  our  altars. 
Hail,  Drmd,  baill  we  find  thy  valiant  guards 
Aeooutred  so,  as  well  bespeaks  the  wisdom 
T1»tfiam*dtfaeir  phalanx.  We  bal  wait  thy  blessing 
To  lead  them 'gamst  the  Ibe. 

CHoaus. 

Garactacus! 
Befadd  this  sword :  the  sword  of  old  Bdinus, 
Stain'd  with  the  blood  of  giants,  and  its  name 
Triiagvn  i*.     Bfany  an  age  its  charmed  blade 
Bas  slqit  within  yon  consecrated  trunk. 
Lo,  I  omheath  it,  king  i  I  wave  it  o'er  thee ; 
Mark,  what  portentous  streams  of  scariet  light 
now  from  the  brandish'd  falchiqn.    On  thy  knee 
Keoeive  the  sacred  pledge. — And  mark  our  words. 
"hf  the  bright  circle  of  the  golden  Sun  >^ 
^  the  brief  courses  of  the  errant  Moon, 
^  the  dread  potency  of  every  star 
Thai  stods  the  mystic  zodiac's  baming  girth, 
Bj  each^  and  all  of  these  sopemal  signs, 
fV«  do  adjure  thee  with  this  tnnty  blade, 
Tosuard  yon  oeotral  oak,  whoae  holiest  stem 
iBvohes  the  spirit  of  high  Taranis : 
Hm  be  thy  charge  ;  to  which  in  aid  we  join 
Oanelvcs,  and  oar  sage  brethren.    With  our  vaisals 
Thy  son  uid  the  Brigimtian  prince  shall  make 
icothelbe. 


"  The  «Bme  of  the  enchanted  sword  m  the  Her- 
'•trSaglL 

^  This  adjuration  is  taken  from  the  literal  form 
^  the  old  Druidicaf  oath,  which  they  administered 
to  their  disciples ;  and  which  the  learned  Selden, 
k  Prok^.  de  Diis  Syr.  gives  us  from  Vettius  Valens 
Aatiochenas,  1.  vii  It  i^  as  follows :  Tif  roif  ««f- 
•WC^V^  wu9«y*lNV  ^C*?' HA10T  ^  &{«f  a^. 
^  aol  XEAENBX  kw^uiXnt  \if*9ff  rm  r%  XumSft 
AXTlPflN  hndfAUt  ma)  muxXtf  ATOKAIAEKA  ZQ- 
Alan.  U  Awwyiffif  Tcvne  Ix"**  **^  ^  JinruMrm 


CAIACTACVS. 

In  this,  and  all. 
Be  oars  observance  meet.    Yet  surely,  Druid. 
The  fresh  and  active  vigour  of  these  youths 
Might  better  suit  with  this  important  charge. 
Not  that  my  heart  shrinks  at  the  glorious  task. 
But  will  with  ready  zeal  pour  forth  its  blood 
Upon  the  sacred  roots,  my  firmest  courage 
Might  foil  to  save.     Yet,  fathers,  I  am  old ; 
And  if  I  fell  the  foremost  in  the  onset. 
Should  leave  a  soa  behind,  might  still  defend  you« 

cHoans. 
The  sacred  adjuration  we  have  utter'd 
May  jifiver  be  recall'd. 

CAaACTAOUS. 

Then  be  it  so. 
But  do  not  thhik,  I  counsel  this  thro*  fear : 
Old  as  I  am,  I  trust  with  half  our  powers 
I  could  drive  back  these  Romans  to  their  ships; 
Dastards,  that  come  as  doth  the  cow'ring  fowler 
To  tangle  me  with  snares  and  take  me  tamely ; 
Slaves,  they  shall  find,  that  ere  they  gain  their  prey. 
They  have  to  hunt  it  boldly  with  barb'd  spears. 
And  meet  such  conflict,  as  the  chafed  boar 
Gives  to  his  stoat  assailants.    Oh  ye  gods ! 
That  1  might  histant  laoe  them. 

ciioaus. 

Bethyson>k 
The  onset. 

,  ARVIRAGUS. 

From  his  soul  that  son  doth  thank  yt. 
Blessing  the  wisdom,  that  preserves  his  father 
Thus  to  the  last    Oh  if  the  fov'ring  gods 
Direct  this  arm,  if  their  high  will  permit 
I  pour  a  prosperous  vengeance  on  the  Ibe,       , 
I  ask  fbr  lifk  no  lohger,  than  to  crown 
The  valiant  task.    Steel  then,  ye  powers  of  Heav^ff, 
Steel  my  firm  soul  with  your  own  fortitude. 
Free  from  alloy  of  passion.    Give  me  courage. 
That  knows  not  rage;  revenge,  that  knows  not 

malice; 
Let  me  not  thirst  for  carnage,  but  for  conquest : 
And  conquest  gain'd,  sleep  vengeance  in  my  breast. 
Ere  in  its  sheath  my  swonl 

CASACTACnS. 

Oh  hear  his  father! 
If  ever  rashness  spur'd  me  on,  great  gods. 
To  acts  of  danger  thinting^or  renown ; 
If  e*er  my  eager  soul  punu'd  its  coune 
Beyond  just  reason's  limit,  visit  liot 
My  faults  on  him.     I  am  the  thing  yoa  made  int. 
Vindictive,  bold,  precipitate  and  fierce : 
But  as  you  gave  to  him  a  milder  mind. 
Oh  blast  Urn,  bless  him  with  a  milder  fkte  I 

aVBLINA. 

Nor  yet  unheard  let  Evelina  pour 
Her  pray'rs  and  tears.    Ob  hear  a  hapless  maid. 
That  ev'n  thro*  half  the  years  her  life  has  number'd, 
Ev'n  nine  long  years  has  drag*d  a  trembling  being. 
Beset  with  pains  and  perils.    Give  her  peace  ; 
And,  to  endear  it  more,  be  that  blest  peace 
Won  by  her  brotber^s  sword.    Oh  bless  his  arm. 
And  bless  his  valiant  followers,  one,  and  alL 

SLrouRUB  entering  armed* 
Hear,  Heav'n  !  and  let  this  pure  and  v'rgtn  ptayV 
Plead  ev'n  for  Blidunis,  whose  sad  soul 
CamioC  look  op  tb  your  immortal  thrones, 
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And  nrge  his  own  request  t  the  would  be  ask. 
That  all  the  dangen  of  tb'  approaching  fight 
Might,fall  on  him  alone :  that  every  spear 
The  Romans  wield  might  at  his  breast  be  aimM; 
Each  arrow  daited  on  his  rattling  helm  ; 
ThaC  80  the  brother  o^  this  beauteous  maid. 
Returning  safe  with  victory  and  peace. 
Might  b€»r  tbem  to  her  bosom. 

cuonvs. 

Now  rise  all ;    n 
And'Heav^n,  that  knows  what  most  ye  ought  to  ask, 
Grant  all  ye  ought  to  hare.     Behold,  the  stars 
Are  fisded  f  universal  darkness  reigns. 
Now  is  the  dreadful  hour,  now  will  our  torches 
Glare  with  more  livid  honrour,  now  our  shrieks 
And  clanking  arms  will  more  appall  the  foe. 
But  heed,  ye  Bards,  that  for  the  sign  of  onset 
Ye  sound  the  ancientest  of  all  your  rhymes. 
Whose  birth  tradition  notes  not,  nor  who  fram'd 
Its  lofty  strains :  the  force  of  that  high  air 
Did  Julius  feel,  when,'  fir*d  by  it,  our  fiithers 
First  drove  htm  recreant  to  his  ships ;  and  ill 
Had  far'd  his  second  landing,  but  that  hie 
Silenced  the  master  bard,  who  letl  the  song. 
Now  forth,  brave  pair !  go,  with  our  blessing  go; 
Mute  be  the  march,  as  ye  ascend  the  hill: 
Then,  when  ye  hear  the  sound  of  our  shrill  trumpet. 
Fall  oo  the  foe. 

CARACTACOS. 

Now  glory  be  tSy  guide; 
Pride  of  my  soul,  go  forth  and  conquer. 

IVBLIKA. 

Brother, 
Yet  one  embrace.  Oh  thou  much-bonour*d  stranger^ 
I  charge  thee  fight  by  my  de^r  brother's  side. 
And  shield  him  from  the  foe ;  for  he  is  brave. 
And  will  with  bold  and  well-directed  arm 
Ketom  thy  succour. 

lExeunt  Arvirogus  and  Elidunia. 

CROKUS. 

Now,  ye  priests,  with  speed 
Strew  on  the  altar's  height  your  sacred  leaves. 
And  light  the  morning  flsime.    ^ut  why  is  this  ? 
Why  doth  our  brother  Mador  snatch  his  harp 
From  yonder  bough  ?  why  this  way  bend  bis  step  ? 

CARACTACUS. 

He  is  entranced.  ^The  fillet  bursts,  that  bound 

His  liberal  locks :  bis  snowy  .vestments  foil 

In  ampler  folds  ;  and  all  his  floating  form 

Doth  seem  to  glisten  with  divinity ! 

Yet  is  he  spe^hless.    Say,  thou  chief  of  Bards, 

What  is  there  in  this  airy  vacancy. 

That  thou  with  fiery  and  irregular  glance  [breast  ? 

Sbould'st  scan  thus  wildly }   Wherefore  beavea  thy 

Why  sUrU 

CBONUS. 

ODE. 
I.I. 
Hark  !  heard  ye  not  yoh  footstep  dr«id, 
That  shook  the  earth  with  thundVing  tread  } 

Twas  Death.-7-In  haste 

The  warriour  past ; 
High  tower'd  his  helmed  head : 

I  mark'd  his  mail,  I  mark'd  his  shield, 
I  »8py*d  the  sparklmg  of  bis  spear, 

I  saw  his  giant  arm  the  falchion  wield  ;         [air. 
Wide  wav^d  the  bick'iing  blade,  and  fir'd  the  angry 


I.  t. 

On  me  (be  ery'd)  my  Britoqt,  wait. 
To  lead  you  to  the  field  of  fole 

I  oome :  yon  car,  - 

That  cleaves  the  air, 
Descends  to  throne  my  state : 

I  mount  3rovr  charapkm  and  yonr  god. 
My  proud  steeds  neigh  beneath  the  thong : 

Hark  1  to  my  wheels  of  brass,  that  rattle  load  t 
Hark  t  to  my  clarion  shrill  \  that  brays  the  woods 
among! 

I.  3. 
Fear  not  now  the  fever's  fire. 

Fear  not  now  \ht  death^bed  grotir. 
Pangs  that  torture,  pains  that  tire. 

Bed-rid  age  with  feeble  moan : 
These  domestic  terrours  wait 
Houriy  at  my  palace  gate  ; 

And  when  o^er  slothful  realms  my  rod  I  wave^ 

lliese  oo  the  tyrant  king  and  coward  slave 
Rush  with  vindictive  rage,  and  drag  tbem^to  IbMr 
grave. 

II.  1. 

But  ye,  my  sons,  at  thb  high  boor 
Shall  share  the  fuhiess  of  my  power: 

From  all  your  bowi, 

In  level'd  rows. 
My  own  dread  shafts  shall  thower. 

Go  then  to  conquest,  gladly  go. 
Deal  forth  my  dole  xd  desthiy. 

With  all  my  fiiry  dash  the  trembling  foe 
Down  to  those  darksome  dens,  where  Rome'*  pala 
spectres  lie. 

II.  8. 
Where  creeps  the  ninefold  stream  profonnd 
Her  black  inexorable  round. 

And  on  the  bank. 

To  willows  dank. 
The  shiv'ring  ghosts  are  boond. 

Twelve  thousand  crescents  all  shall  awell 
To  full-orb'd  pride,  and  foding  die. 

Ere  they  again  in  life's  gay  mansions  dwell : 
Not  such  the  meed  that  crowns  the  tons  of  liberty. 

II.  3. 
No,  my  Britons !  battle-slain, 

Rapture  gikls  joor  parting  bonr : 
I,  that  all  despotic  reign. 

Claim  but  there  a  moment's  power. 
Swiftly  the  soul  of  British  flame 
Animates  some  kindred  frame. 

Swiftly  to  life  and  light  trimnpfaant  fties, 

ExulU  again  in  martial  ecstasies, 
Again  for  freedom  fights,  agaiafor  freedom  diea 

CABACTACVS. 

ft  does,  it  does  !  uncooquer'd,  undismay'd. 
The  British  toul  revives — Champion,  lead  on, 
I  follow — give  me  way.    Some  blessed  shaft 
Wdl  rid  me  of  this  clog  of  cumb^hous  age; 
And  I  again  shall  in  some  happier  mould 
Rise  to  redeem  my  country. 

CUORUS. 

Stay  thee,  prince. 
And  marie  what  clear  and  amber-skirted  ckiuds 
Rise  from  the  altar's  verge,  and  cleave  the  skies : 
Oh  'tis  a  prosperous  omen !  Soon  expect 
To  hear  gl^d  tidings. 

1  Here  one  of  the  Druids  bh>w»  the  aaered  tramped 
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GAIACTACUS. 

I  will  send  them  to  thee. 

CHORVf. 

But  tee,  m  Bard  approftcbes,  and  be  bears  them : 
Else  is  bis  eye  no  herald  to  bis  heart. 

BARD,  CBOaUS,  CARACTACUS. 
CARACTACU.^. 

8|Medily  tell  thy  tale. 

BARD. 

A  tale  like  mine, 
I  trnst  your  ears  will  willingly  pursue  [learn, 

Thro'  each   glad  circumstaoce.     First,  monarch, 
The  Roman  troop  is  fled. 

CMOROS. 

Great  gods,  we  thank  ye! 

CARACTACUS. 

Fought  they  not  ere  they  fled  ?  Oh  tell  me  all. 

BARD. 

Slent,  as  night,  that  wrapt  us  in  her  veil, 

We  pac'd  up  yonder  hill,  whose  woody  ridge 

Overhung  the  ambushed  foe.     No  sound  was  heard. 

Step  felt,  or  aight  descryM :  for  safely  hid, 

Beneath  the  purple  pall  of  sacrifice 

Did  sleep  oar  holy  fire,  nor  saw  the  air. 

Till  to  that  pass  we  came,  where  whilom  Brute 

Planted  his  five  hoar  alurs.     To  our  rites 

Then  swift  we  hasted,  and  in  one  short  moment 

The  rocky  piles  were  cloth'd  with  livid  flame. 

Near  each  a  white-robM  Druid,  whose  stem  voice 

Thnoder*d  deep  execrations  on  the  foe  ". 

Kow  wakM  our  horrid  symphony,  now  all 

Our  harps  terrific  rang :  meanwhile  the  grove 

Trembled,  the  altars  shook,  and  thro'  our  ranks 

Our  sacred  sisters  rush*d  in  sable  robes. 

With  hair  dishevel'd,  and  funereal  brands 

Hurled  round  with  menacing  fury.    On  they  rushM 

In  fierce  and  frantic  mood,  as  is  their  wont 

Amid  the  magic  rites  they  do  to  Night 

In  their  deep  dens  below.     Motions  like  these 

Were  never  dar*d  before  in  open  air  1 

CHORUS. 

Did  I  not  say,  we  had  a  pow'r  within  os. 
That  might  appall  ev*n  Romans  ? 

BARD. 

^nd  it  did* 
They  stood  aghast,  and  to  our  vollied  darts, 

^*  This  account  is  taken  from  what  history  tells 
tn  did  really  happen  some  years  after,  when  the 
groves  of  Mona  were  destroyed  by  Suetonius  Pau- 
linus.  Igitur  Monam  insulam  incolis  validam,  & 
leceptaculum  perfugarum  aggredi  parat,  navesque 
iabricatur  piano  alveo,  adversns  breve  litns  &  in- 
certum.  Sic  Pedes  ;  equites  vado  secuti,  aut  al- 
tiores  inter  undas,  adnantes  equis  transmisere.  Sta- 
hat  pro  litore  diversa  acies  densa  armis  virisque, 
intercnrsantiboa  fmminis:  in  modum  furianim, 
Teste  fcrali  crinibus  dejectis  faces  preferebant. 
Draids  circnm,  preces  diras  sublatis  ad  ccelum 
manibos  fondentes,  novitate  aspectus perculere  mi- 
lites  ut,  quan  herentibus  membris,  immobile  cor- 
pus vulneribus  prssberent  Dein.  cohortationibus 
dacis,  fc  se  ipsi  stimnlantes  ne  mnliebre  &  fanati- 
cum  agmen  pavescerent,  ioferunt  signa,  stemunt- 
que  ohrtof  Is  igni  tuo  involvont.  Tac.  Ann.  1.  xiv. 
e.S9. 


That  thick  as  hail  fell  on  their  helms  and  corslets. 
Scarce  rais'd  a  warding  shield.    The  sacred  trumpet 
Then  rent  the  air,  and  instant  at  the  signal 
Rush'd  down  Arviragus  with  all  our  vassals; 
A  hot,  but  short-liv'd,  conflict  then  ensued : 
For  soon  they  fled.     I  saw  the  Romans  fly. 
Before  I  left  the  field. 

CARACTACUS. 

My  son  pursued  ? 

BARD. 

The  prince  and  Elidurus,  like  twin  lions. 
Did  side  by  side  engage.     Death  seem'd  to  guide 
Their  swords,  no  stroke  fell  fruitless,  every  wound 
Gavfr  him  a  victim. 

CARACTACUS. 

Thus,  my  friend  Ebrancus ! 
Ill-fated  prince  )  didst  thou  and  I  in  youth 
Unite  our  valours.     In  his  prime  he  fell. 
On  Conway's  banks  1  saw  falm  fall,  and  slew 
His  murderer. — But  how  far  did  they  pursue  ? 

BARD. 

E'vn  to  the  ships :  for  I  descry*  d  the  rout, 
Far  as  the  twilight  gleam  would  aid  my  sight 

CARACTACUS. 

Now  thanks  to  the  bright  star  that  rulM  his  birth ; 
Yes,  he  will  soon  return  to  claim  my  blessing. 
And  he  shall  have  it  pour'd  in  tears  of  joy 
On  his  bold  breast !  methought  I  beard  a  step : 
Is  it  not  his  ^ 

BARD. 

Tis  some  of  our  own  train, 
And  as  I  think,  they  lead  six  Romans  captive. 

CHORUS,  CARACTACUS,  CAPTIVES. 
CHORUS. 

My  brethren,  bear  the  prisoners  to  the  cavern. 
Till  we  demand  them. 

CAIIACTACUS. 

Pause  ye  yet  awhile. 
They  seem  of  bold  demeanor,  and  have  helms. 
That  speak  them  leaders.  Hear  me,  Romans,  bear* 
That  you  are  captives,  is  the  chance  of  war : 
Yet  captives  as  ye  are;  in  Britain's  eye 
Ye  are  not  slaves.     Barbarians,  tho'  ye  call  us, 
We  know  the  native  rights  man  claims  from  man. 
And  therefore  never  shall  we  gall  your  necks 
With  chains,  or  drag  you  at  our  scythed  cars 
In  arrogance  of  triumph.     Nor  'till  taught 
By  Rome  (what  Britain  sure  should  scorn  to  learn) 
Her  avarice,  will  we  barter  you  for  gold. 
True,  ye  are  captives,  and  our  country's  safety 
Forbids,  we  give  you  back  to  liberty : 
We  give  you  therefore  to  the  immortal  gods. 
To  them  we  lift  you  in  the  radiant  cloud 
Of  sacrifice.     They  may  in  limbs  of  freedom 
Replace  your  free-bom  souls,  and  their  high  mercy 
Haply  shall  to  some  better  world  advance  you  ; 
Or  else  in  this  restore  that  golden  gift. 
Which  lost,  leaves  life  a  burden.  Does  there  breathe 
A  wretch  so  palPd  with  the  vain  fear  of  death 
Can  call  this  cruelty  ?  *tis  love,  'tis  mercy  ; 
And  grant,  ye  gods,  if  e*er  Vm  made  a  captive, 
I  meet  the  like  fair  treatment  from  the  foe, 
Whose  stronger  star  quells  mine.  Now  lead  them  on. 
And,  while  they  live,  treat  them,  as  men  should  men. 
And  not  as  Rome  treats  Britain.   [Exeunt  Captives. 
I  Druid,  these, 
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Ey*Q  ihoiiM  their  ebief  ttoape,  may  to  tlie  gods 
Be  ghen  in  sacn6ce. 

CBOtVt. 

O  think  not,  king, 
That  Mona  shall  be  cunt  by  these  dire  rites  ^0 
Ev'n  from  the  youth  of  time  yon  holy  altar 
Has  held  the  place  thou  seest ;  ages  on  ages 
Have  there  done  sacrifice :  but  never  yet 
Streamed  it  with  human  gore,  nor  ever  shall 
While  we  hold  office  here.    Tis  true,  that  Qaul, 
True  too,  that  Britain,  by  the  Oauls  mistaught. 
Have  done  such  deeds  of  horrour ;   deed^  that 
Humanity,  and  cali'd  from  angry  Heav'n  [sbock'd 
These  curses  on  our  country. 

caaAOTAcus. 

Canthe  jfods 
Behold  a  sight  more  grateful,  than  the  flame. 
That  blasts  impiety  ? 

CBOIUS. 

Admit,  they  cannot : 
Need  they  the  hand  of  man  to  light  that  flame  ? 
Have  not  thoee  gods  their  lightning?  Taranis, 
Doth  he  not  wield  the  thunder  } 

CARACTACUS. 

Holy  Druid, 
I  staad  rebok'd:  will  ye  then  pardon  them  ? 

CHORUS. 

We  say  not  that.    Vengeance  shall  have  her  oovrse, 
But  vengeance  in  her  own  peculiar  garb. 
Not  in  &e  bonow*d  weeds  of  sage  religion : 
They  suit  not  her. — Whence  was  that  shriek  } 

EVELIVA,  CAaACTACUS,  CHOtUS. 
SVBLINA. 

Myfother, 
Support  me,  take  me  tremblrog  to  your  iarms ; 
All  is  not  welL    Ah  me,  my  fears  overcome  me  ! 

CARACTACVS. 

What  means  my  child  ? 

ITBLUIA. 

Alas!  we  are  betray^. 
Ev*n  now  as  wand'riag  in  yon  eastern  gnm 
t  cali'd  the  gods  to  aid  us,  the  dread  sound 
Of  many  hasty  steps  did  meet  mine  ear : 
This  way  they  prest. 

CARACTACUS. 

Daughter,  thy  fears  are  vain. 

EVELIKA. 

Methooght  I  saw  the  flame  of  lighted  brands, 
And  what  did  glitter  to  my  dazzled  sight. 
Like  swords  and  helms. 

CARACTACUS. 

.   All,  all  the  feeble  coinage 
Of  maiden  fear. 

>^  This  and  tha  four  following  speeches  to  the 
end  of  the  scene  were  printed  in  the  first  editioo  of 
this  poem,  but  cancelled  before  publication ;  be- 
cause some  of  my  critical  friends  thought  them 
not  supported  by  historical  authority :  yet  as  they 
add  to  the  consistency  and  dignity  of  the  Dmidical 
character  as  delmeated  through  the  rest  of  the 
Drama,  and  give  them  an  air  of  propriety  and  con- 
sequently of  probability,  I  have  chosen  in  thia  edi- 
tion to  reinstate  them* 


Mky,  if  mine  ear  mistook  neit^ 
I  heard  the  traitor's  voice  ifbo  that  way  'scap4. 
Calling  to  arms. 

CARACTACVS. 

^  Away  with  idle  terrours ! 
Know,  thy  brave  brother^  helm  is  crown*d  witli 

conquest. 
Our  foes  are  fled,  their  leaden  are  our  capdvasu 
Smite,  my  iov*d  child,  and  imitate  the  San» 
That  rises  ruddy  from  behind  yon  oaks 
To  hail  him  victor. 


Thatthei 

Oh  horrour!  horrour  I  saci;ilegious  fires       [soood 
Devour  onr  groves:  they  blaze,  they  blase!  Oh 
The  trump  again ;  recall  the  prince,  or  all 
bloat. 

CARACTACUS. 

Druid,  where  b  thy  for^tnde  } 
Do  not  I  live  ^  Is  not  this  holy  sword 
Firm  in  my  grasp  >  I  will  preserve  your  groves. 
Britons,  I  go :  let  those  that  dare  die  nobly. 
Follow  my  step.  lExit  Oaractacua. 

BVBLINA. 

Oh  whither  does  be  go? 
Return,  return :  ye  holy  men,  recall  him. 
What  is  his  arm  against  a  host  of  Romans  } 
Oh  I  have  lost  a  lather! 

CBoaus. 

RotUess  gods ! 
Ye  take  away  our  souls :  a  genend  panic 
Reigns  thro*  the  grove.    Oh  fly,  my  brethren,  fly« 
To  aid  the  king,  fly  to  preserve  your  altars  ! 
A!as!  tis  all  in  vain ;  onr  fete  is  fiat 
Look  there,  look  there,  thou  miserable  maid! 
Behohl  thy  bleeding  brother. 

ARviRAOus,  iLtnuaus,  ivatniA,  cbobus. 

/ 

ARTiaAOUS. 

Thanks,  good  youth ! 
Safe  hast  thou  brought  me  to  that  holy  spot. 
Where  I  did  wish  to  die.    Support  me  still. 
Oh,  1  am  sick  to  death.    Yet  one  step  more : 
Now  lay  me  gently  down.     I  would  drag  out 
This  life,  tho'  at  some  cost  of  throbs  and  pangs. 
Just  long  enough  to  daim  my  fether's  Messing, 
And  sigh  my  last  breath  in  my  sister's  arms. — 
And  here  ibe  kneels,  poor  maid !  all  dumb  with 
Restram  thy  sorrow,  gentlest  Evelina.  [gritf. 

'IVue,  thou  dost  see  me  bleed :  1  bleed  to  death. 

BvaLncA. 
Say'st  thou  to  death?  Oh  gods!  the  barbed  shall 
Is  buried  in  his  breast    Yes,  he  must  die. 
And  I,  alas  1  am  doom'd  to  see  him  die. 
Where  are  your  healing  arts,  medicnial  herbs. 
Ye  holy  men,  your  wonder-woriiiag  spelb  i 
Pluck  me  but  out  this  shaft,  stanch,  but  this  1 
And  I  will  call  down  bJessingaoQ  yoK  beada 
With  such -a  ferveaoy*— And  can  ye  not ! 
Than  lei  me  bsg  you  on  ay  beaded  kne^ 
Give  to  my  misery  some  opiate  drug. 
May  shut  up  all  my  senses. — Yes,  good  fegtb«% 
Mingle  the  potion  so,  that  it  may  kill  me 
Just  at  the  iastai^t,  tbi«  poor  languithw 
Heaves  his  last  sigh. 
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Talk  not  thus  wUdly,  sifter. 
Think  on  our  firther*!  fe 

ITELtNA. 

Alas  I  my  brother! 
We  have  no  fSitber  now  j  or  if  we  have. 
He  is  a  captiTe. 

ARTIRAOUS. 

Captire !  Oh  my  woond ! 
It  itiogs  me  now— But  is  it  so  ? 

[Turmng  to  the  Chofut. 

cBoaos. 

Alasl 
We  know  no  DM>re,  save  that  he  sallied  single 
To  meet  the  foe,  wboee  anexpected  host 
Round  by  the  east  had  wound  their  fraudful  march, 
And  fir'd  our  grores. 

BLIDOKUS. 

Oh  &tal,&tal  valour! 
Tlien  is  he  seis'd,  or  slain. 

AlVItAOUS. 

Too  sure  he  is ! 
Droid,  not  half  the  Romans  met  our  swords ; 
We  fbuod  the  fraud  too  late :   the  rest  are  yonder. 

CHORDS. 

How  ooold  they  gain  the  pass  ? 

ARTIRACUS. 

The  wretch,  that  fled 
That  way,  returned,  conducting  half  their  powers ; 
And  —Bat  thy  pardon,  youth,  I  will  not  wound  thee. 
He  b  thy  brother. 

lunuRUs. 

Thus  my  honest  sword 
Shall  force  the  blood  from  the  detested  heart, 
lliat  holds  alliaoce  with  him. 

ARTIIAOVS. 

Elidnrus, 
Hold,  on  our  friendship,  hold.    Thou  noble  youth. 
Look  on  this  innocent  maid.    She  must  to  Rome, 
Captife  to  Rome.    Thou  see*8t  warm  life  flow  from 

me, 
Ere  long  shell  have  no  brother.  Heaven's  my  witr.ess, 
I  do  not  wish,  that  thou  shouldst  live  the  slave 
Of  Rome :  but  yet  she  is  my  sister. 

BLIDURUS, 

Prince! 
TboQ  urgest  that,  might  make  me  drag  an  age 
Id  fetters  worse  than  Roman.    I  will  live. 
And  while  I  live— 

Enter  bard. 

Fly  to  your  caverns,  Druids, 
Hie  grove's  beset  around.    The  chief  approaches. 

CHORUS. 

Let  him  approach,  we  will  confront  his  pride ; 
The  seer  thai  rules  amid  the  groves  of  Mona 
Has  not  to  fear  his  fury.     What  tho*  age 
Slaaken  our  sinews;  what  tho*  shield  and  sword 
Give  not  their  iron  aid  to  guard  our  body ; 
Yet  virtue  arms  our  soul,  and  'gainst  that  panoply 
What  'vails  the  rage  of  robbers  ?    Let  him  come. 

ARVIRACUS. 

I  fiUat  apaoe. — ^Ye  venerable  men. 
If  ye  can  save  this  body  from  pollution, 
if  ye  can  tomb  roe  hi  this  sacred  place, 
ItnistyewUL    I  fought  to  nve  theK  groves. 


And,  fruitless  tho*  I  fought,  some  grat^l  oak, 
I  trust  will  spread  its  reverential  glool^' 
O'er  my  pale  ashes— Ah  1  that  pang  was  death ! 
My  sister,  oh  \ —  {D^eu 

ELmURUS. 

She  fsints  1  ah  raise  her!' • 

BVBLINA. 

Yes, 

Now  he  is  dead.     I  felt  his  spirit  go 

In  a  cold  sigh,  and  as  it  past,  methought 

It  paused  awhile,  and  6embled  on  my  lips ! 

Take  me  not  from  him :  breathless  as  he  is» 

He  is  my  brother  still,  and  if  the  gods 

Do  please  to  grace  him  with  some  happier  beings 

They  ne'er  can  give  to  him  a  fonder  sister. 

CHORUS. 

Brethren,  surround  the  corse,  and,  ere  the  foe 

Approaches,  chant  with  meet  solemnity 

That  grateful  dirge  your  dying  champion  <»-li^tn^ 

SBMICHORUS. 

Lo,  where  incumbent  o'er  the  shade 

Rome's  rav'uing  eagle  bows  her  beaked  head  I 

Yet  while  a  moment  fate  affords, 

While  yet  a  moment  freedom  stays. 

That  momeut,  which  outweighs 

Eternity's  unmeasured  hoarc^. 

Shall  Moiia's  grateful  bards  employ 

To  bymu  their  godlike  hero  to  the  sky. 

SBMICHORUS. 

Ring  out,  ye  mortal  strings  ; 

Answer  thou  heav'niy  harp,  instinct  with  spirit  all. 

That  o*er  the  jasper  arch  Self-warbling  swings 

Of  blest  Andraste's  throne: 

Thy  sacred  sounds  alone 

Can  celebrate  the  fall 

Of  boU  Arviragus— — 

Enter  Aulus  Didius  and  Romans. 

AUIUS  DIDIUS,  CHORUS,  SVBLINA,  BLIDURUS. 
AULUS  DIDIUS. 

Ye  bloody  priests. 
Behold  we  burst  on  your  infenud  rites. 
And  bid  you  pause.     Instant  restore  our  soldien. 
Nor  hope  that  superstition's  rutblc8.<  step 
Shall  wade  in  Roman  gore.     Ye  savage  men. 
Did  not  our  laws  give  license  to  all  faiths. 
We  would  o'ertum  your  altars,  headlong  heave 
These  shapeless  symbols  of  your  barbarous  gods »», 
And  let  the  golden  Sun  into  your  caves. 

CHORUS. 

Servant  of  Caesar,  has  thine  in^ious  tongue 
Spent  the  black  venom  of  its  blasphemy  ? 
It  has.     Then  Uke  our  curses  on  thine  head, 
Ev'n  his  fell  curses,  who  doth  reign  in  Mona, 
Vicegerent  of  those  gods  thy  pride  insults. 

>«  The  Druids  did  not  really  worship  the  divinity 
under  any  symbol.  But  this  is  put  intentionally 
into  the  mouth  of  the  Roman,  as  misUking  the 
rude  stones  placed  round  the  grove,  for  i«lols.  Thus 
Lucan  in  his  beautiful  description  of  a  Druid  grove, 
simulacraque  mcesta  deorum 
Arte  carent,  caesisque  extant  informia  truneis. 

Phar.  Lib.  iik 
Some  imagery  from  the  same  description  is  also 
bonrowtd  in  the  opening  of  the  dnina. 
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AlTtVt  Dimvi. 
Bold  priest,  I  tconi  thy  curses,  and  thyself. 
Soldiers,  go  search  the  caves,  and  free  the  prisoners. 
Take  heed,  ye  Wize  Caractacos  alive.  - 
Arrest  yon  youth ;  load  him  with  heaviest  nrons. 
He  shaH  to  Cssar  answer  for  his  crimei 

BIIOUIUS. 

I  stand  prepared  to  triumph  in  my  crime. 

AULUS  DIDIUS. 

Tis  well,  proud  boy — ^Look  to  the  beauteous  maid, 

ITo  the  soldiers. 
That  tranc*d  in  grief,  bends  o*er  yon  bleeding  corse. 
Respect  her  sorrows. 

EVELINA. 

Hence,  ye  barbarous  men, 
Ye  shall  not  take  him  weltVing  thus  in  blood. 
To  show  at  Rome,  what  British  virtue  was. 
Avaunt!  the  breathless  body  that  ye  touch 
Was  once  Arviragns ! 

AULUS  Dinius. 

Fear  us  not,  princess, 
Wa  reverence  the  dead. 

CROBUS. 

Would  too  to  Heav'n, 
Ye  reverenc'd  the  gods  but  ev'n  enough 
Not  to  debase  with  s^veiy's  cruel  chain. 
What  they  created  free. 

AULUS  OIOIUS. 

The  Romans  0ght 
Not  to  enslave,  but  humanize  the  world. 

CHOBUS. 

Go  to,  we  will  not  parley  with  thee,  Roman : 
Instant  pronounce  our  doom. 

AULUS  DIDIUS. 

Hear  it,  and  thank  us. 
,  This  once  our  clemency  shall  spare  your  groves, 
'  If  at  our  call  ye  yield  the  British  king: 
Yet  learn,  when  next  ye  aid  the  foes  of  Osesar, 
That  each  old  oak,  whoae  solemn  gloom  ye  boast. 
Shall  bow  beneath  our  axes. 


Be  they  blasted, 
When'er  their  shade  forgets  to  shelter  virtue. 

Enter  BAtn. 
Mourn,  Mone^  mourn.    Caractacus  is  captive ! 
And  dost  thou  smile,  fake  Roman  ?  Do  not  think 
He  fell  an  easy  prey.    Know,  em  he  yielded, 
.  Thy  bravest  veterans  bled.    He  too,  thy  spy, 
!rhe  base  Brigantian  prince,  hath  seaPd  his  miod 
With  death.    Bursting  thro*  armed  ranki,  that 
The  caitiff  round,  the  brave  Garactacus     [hemm'd 
SeiE'd  his  false  throat;  and  as  he  ^v«  him  death 
Indignant  thunder'd,  *'  Thus  is  my  last  stroke 
The  stroke  of  justice.''  Numbers  then  opprest  him : 
I  saw  the  slave,  that  cowardly  behind 
Pinioo'd  his  arms ;  I  saw  the  sacred  jword 
Writh'd  from  his  grasp :  1  saw,  what  now  ye  see. 
Inglorious  sight !  those  barbarous  bonds  upon  bim^ 

CABACTACUS,  AULUS  DIDIUS,  CHOftUS,  dtC 
CARACTACUS. 

Romans,  methinks  the  malice  of  your  tyrant 
Might  furnish  heavier  chains.    Old  as  I  am, 
And  wither'd  as  you  see  these  war-worn  limbit. 
Trust  me,  they  shall  support  the  weightiest  load 
Injustice  dates  in 


^  PfViidci«ii(C()soldi«r  [TirDidfUw 

Who  teem^st  the  master-mover  in  this  busineae. 
Say,  dost  thou  read  less  terrour  on  my  brow. 
Than  when  thou  met*st  me  in  the  fields  of  war 
Heading  my  nations  ?  No,  my  free-born  soul 
Has  scorn  still  left  to  sparkle  thro*  these  eyes. 
And  firown  defiance  on  thee..   ■        Is  it  thus  ! 

[Seeing  his  son^t  body,. 
Then  I'm  indeed  a  captive.    Mighty  gods '. 
My  soul,  my  soul  submits:  patient  it  bears 
The  ponderous  load  of  grief  ye  heap  upon  it 
Yes,  it  will  grovel  in  this  shattered  breast, 
And  be  the  sad  tame  throg,  it  ought  to  be, 
CoQpt  in  a  servile  body. 

AULUS  DIDIUS. 

I>roop  not,  king. 
When  Claudius,  the  great  roaster  of  the  world. 
Shall  hear  the  noble  story  of  thy  vaUmr, 
His  pity 

CABACTACUS. 

Can  a  Roman  pily,  soldier  > 
And  if  he  can,  gods  !  must  a  Britoo  bear  it  ? 
Arvirsgus,  my  bold,  my  breathless  boy. 
Thou  hast  escaped  such  pity ;  thou  art  free. 
Here  in  high  Mona  shall  thy  noble  limbs 
Rest  in  a  noble  grave ;  posterity 
Shall  to  thy  tomb  with  annual  reverence  bring 
Sepulchral  stones,  and  pile  them  to  the  clouds  ; 
Whilst  mine 

AULUS  DIDIUS. 

The  mom  doth  hasten  our  depaitore. 
Prepare  thee,  king,  to  go :  a  fiiv*ring  gale 
Now  swells  our  sails. 

CABACTACUS. 

Inhuman,  that  tiiOQ  art ! 
Dost  thou  deny  a  moment  for  a  father 
To  shed  a  few  warm  tears  o'er  his  dead  son  ? 
I  tell  thee,  chief,  this  act  might  claim  a  lifis. 
To  do  it  duly;  even  a  longer  life. 
Than  sorrow  ever  sufferM.    Cruel  man ! 
And  ttiou  deniest  me  moments.    Be  it  so. 
1  know  you  Romans  weep  not  for  your  children  s 
Ye  triumph  o'er  your  tears,  and  think  it  vakmr  ; 
I  triumph  in  my  tears.    Yes,  best-lov'd  boy. 
Yes,  I  can  weep,  can  fell  upon  thy  corse. 
And  I  can  tear  my  hairs,  these  few  grey  bain. 
The  only  honour  war  and  age  bath  left  me. 
Ah  son  !  thou  might'st  have  rul'd  o'er  many  natknis. 
As  did  thy  royal  ancestry :  but  I, 
Rash  that  I  was,  ne'er  knew  the  golden  curb 
Discretion  hangs  on  brav'ry :  else  perchance 
Jhese  men,  that  fasten  fetters  on  thy  father,  [ship. 
Had  sued  to  him  for  peace,  and  claimed  his  (rigid- 

AULUS  DIDIUS. 

But  thou  wast  still  implacable  to  Rome, 
And  scorn'd  her  friendship. 

CABACTACUS  Starting  upfrmn  the  boif. 

Soldier,  I  had  arms  ^,  ^ 
Had  neighing  steeds  to  whirl  my  iron  cars, 
Had  wealth,  dominion.    Dost  thou  wonder,  Roman, 
I  fooght  to  save  them  ?  What  if  Cesar  aims, 

>''  This  passage,  and  some  others  hi  tfafs  scenes 
are  taken  from  Caiactacus's  fkmous  speech  in  Ta* 
citus,  before  the  throne  of  Clandios;  but  hem 
adapted- to  hii  dfaontie  chasMtsf. 
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%o  lord  it  onirersal  o*«r  the  world, 

Shall  the  world  Umely  crouch  at  Casar't  footstool  ? 

AULUa  DIOIUS. 

Read  in  thy  fate  our  answer.    Yet  if  sooner 
,  Thy  pride  had  yielded 

CAIACTACUS. 

Thank  thy  gods,  I  did  not 
Had  it  been  so,  the  glory  of  thy  master. 
Like  my  misfbrtanes,  had  been  short  and  trivia], 
Obhrion'B  ready  prey :  now,  after  struf^gling 
Nine  years,  anid  that  right  bravely  'gainst  a  tyrant, 
I  am  his  slave  to  treat  as  seems  him  good  i 
If  cruelly,  'twill  be  an  easy  task 
To  bow  a  wretch,  alas !  how  bow»d  already ! 
Down  to  the  dust :  if  well,  his  clemency,        [men, 
When  trick*d  and  varnished  by  your  glossing  pen- 
Will  shine  in  honour's  annals,  and  adorn 
Himself ;  it  boots  not  me.     Look  there,  look  there. 
The  slave  that  shot  that  dart,  kilPd  eVry  hope 
Of  k»t  Garactacus  I  Arise,  my  daughter, 
Alas  1  poor  prince,  art  thou  too  in  vile  fetters  ? 

[To  Klidurus. 
Come  hither,  youth :  be  thou  to  me  a  son, 
To  her  a  brother.    7*hos  with  trembling  arms 
I  lead  you  forth ;  children,  we  go  to  Home. 
Weep*st  thou,  my  girl }  I  prithee  hoard  thy  tears 
For  the  sad  meeting  of  thy  captive  mother : 
For  we  bsire  much  to  tell  her,  much  to  say 
Of  these  good  men,  who  nurtured  us  in  Mona ; 
Much  of  the  fraud  and  malice,  that  pursu'd  us ; 
Much  of  her  son,  who  pouPd  bis  precious  blood 
To  save  his  sire  and  sister  :  think*st  tliou,  maid. 
Her  gentleness  can  hear  the  tale,  and  live  ? 
And  yet  she  must    Oh  gods,  I  grow  a  talker ! 
Grief  and  old  age  are  ever  full  c^  words : 
But  V\l  be  route.    Adieu !  ye  holy  men ; 
Yet  one  look  more— Now  lead  us  hence  for  ever. 


TUB 

ENGLISH  GARDEN, 

A  POEM: 

IN   POUR   BOOKS. 

A  garden  is  the  purest  of  human  pleasures ;  it  is 
the  greatest  refreshment  to  the  spirits  of  man, 
withont  which  buildiogs  and  palaces  are  but  grritis 
bandy-works.  And  a  man  shall  ever  see,  that 
when  ages  grow  to  civility  and  elegancy,  men 
come  to  build  stately,  sooner  than  to  garden 
finely :  as  if  gardening  were  the  greater  perfec- 
taoo.  Verulam. 


BOOK  THE  tlRST. 

To  Ibee,  divine  Simplicity  !  to  thee. 
Best  arbitress  of  what  is  good  and  fair. 
This  verse  belongs.    O,  as  it  freely  flows. 
Give  it  thy  powers  of  pleasing  :  else  in  vain 
It  strives  to  teach  the  rules,  from  Nature  drawn, 
<)f  import  high  to  those  whose  taste  would  add 
To  Nature's  careless  graces  ;  loveliest  then. 
When,  o'er  her  form,  thy  easy  skill  has  taught 
The  rube  of  Spring  in  ampler  folds  to  flow. 
Haste  goddess !  to  the  woods,  the  lawns,  the  vales ; 


Hiat  lie  in  rude  luxuriance,  and  but  wait 

Thy  call  to  bloom  with  beauty.     1  meanwhile, 

Attendant  on  thy  sute  serene,  will  mark 

Its  foery  progress ;  wake  tb'  accordant  string  j 

And  tell  how  for,  beyond  the  transient  glare 

Of  fickle  ^hion,  or  of  formal  art. 

Thy  flowery  works  with  charm  perennial  please. 

Ye  too,  ye  sister  powers  i  that,  at  my  birth. 
Auspicious  smiPd ;  and  o'er  my  eradla  drop'd 
Those  magic  seeds  of  foncy,  which  produce 
A  p>oet's  feeling,  and  a  painter's  eye, 
Come  to  your  votary's  aid.     For  well  ye  know 
How  soon  my  infant  accents  lisp'd  the  rhyme. 
How  soon  my  hands  the  mimic  colours  spread. 
And  vainly  strove  to  snatch  a  double  wreath 
From  Fame's  unfoding  laurel :  fruitless  turn  ; 
Yet  not  inglorious ;  nor  perchance  devoid 
Of  friendly  use  to  this  foir  argument ; 
If  so,  with  lenient  smiles,  ye  deign  to  cheer. 
At  this  sad  hour,  my  desolated  soul. 
For  deem  not  ye  that  I  resume  the  strain 
To  court  the  world's  applause :  my  years  mature 
Have  leam'd  to' slight  the  toy.    No,  'tis  to  sooth 
That  agony  of  heart,  which  they  alone. 
Who  best  have  lov'd,  who  best  have  been  beloT»d, 
Can  feel,  or  pity ;  sympathy  severe  I 
Which  she  too  felt,  when  on  her  pallid  lip 
The  last  forewell  hung  trembling,  and  beipoke 
A  wish  to  linger  here,  and  bless  the  arms 
She  left  for  Heav'n.  She  died,  and  Heav'n  is  hers  ! 
Be  mine  the  pensive  solitary  balm 
That  recollection  yields.    Yes,  angel  pwe  ! 
While  memory  holds  her  seat,  thy  image  still 
Shall  reign,  shall  triumph  there ;  and  when,  as  now^ 
Imagination  forms  a  nymph  divine 
To  lead  the  fluent  strain,  thy  modest  blush. 
Thy  mild  demeanor,  thy  tmpractis'd  smile 
Shall  grace  that  nymph,  and  sweet  Simplicity 
Be  dress'd  (ah  meek  Maria  !)  in  thy  charms. 

Begin  the  song  !  and  ye  of  Albion's  sons 
Attend ;  ye  freebom,  ye  ingenuous  few. 
Who  heirs  of  competence,  if  not  of  wealth, 
Preserve  that  vestal  puri^  of  soul  [yonths. 

Whence  g^uine  taste  proceeds.     To  you,  blest 
I  sing ;  whether  in  Academic  groves 
Studeous  ye  rove ;  or,  fraught  with  learning's  stores^ 
Visit  the  Lstian  plain,  fond  to  transplant 
Those  arts  which  Greece  did,  with  her  liberty. 
Resign  to  Rome.     Yet  know,  the  art  I  sing 
Er'n  there  ye  shall  not  learn.     Rome  knew  it  not 
While  Rome  was  free :  ah  !  hope  not  then  to  find 
In  slavish  superstitious  Rome  the  foir 
Remains.     Meanwhile,  of  old  and  classic  aid 
Tho'  fruitless  be  the  search,  your  eyes  entranc'd 
Shall  catch  those  glowing scenes,that  taught  a  Claude 
To  grace  his  canvass  with  Hesperian  hues : 
And  scenes  like  these,  on  memory's  tablet  drawn, 
Bring  back  to  Britain  ;  there  give  local  form 
To  each  idea ;  and  if  Nature  lend 
Materials  fit  of  torrent,  rock,  and  shade. 
Produce  new  Tivolis.     But  learn  to  rein, 
O  youth  !  whose  skill  essays  the  arduous  task. 
That  skill  within  the  limit  she  allows. 
Great  Nature  scorns  control :  she  will  not  bear 
One  beauty  foreign  to  the  spot  or  soil 
She  gives  thee  to  adorn  :  'tis  thine  alone 
To  mend,  not  change  her  features.     Does  her  hand 
Stretch  forth  a  level  lawn  ?  Ah,  hope  not  thou 
To  lift  the  mounUin  there.    Do  mountains  frown 
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Around?  Ah,  wi«)i  .ngt  ther^  the  J<n^  lawn* 
Yet  sbe  permits  thy  art,  discreetly  us*d. 
To  smooth  the  riiggc*d  aod  to  swell  the  plain. 
But  dare  with  caution ;  else  expect,  boid  man ! 
The  injured  auiius  of  the  place  to  rise 
In  self-deff nc'?.  and,  like  some  giant  fiend 
That  frowns  lo  Gothic  story,  swift  destroy. 
By  night,  Uie  puny  labours  uf  thy  day. 

What  then  n)u>t  he  alt  mpt,  whom  niggard  fiste 
Has  fixt  in  siirii  an  inauspicious  spot 
As  bears  no  trace  of  b<  auty  ?  nm<  he  sit 
Dull  and  inactive  in  the  desert  waste. 
If  Nature  there  no  happy  feature  wears 
To  wake  and  meet  his  skill  ?  Believe  the  Muse, 
She  does  not  know  that  inauspicious  spot 
Where  beauty  is  thus  niggard  uf  her  store : 
Believe  the  Muse,  thro'  this  terrestrial  vast 
The  seeds  of  grace  are  sown,  profi.sely  sown, 
Ev'n  where  we  least  may  hope :  the  desert  hills 
Will  bear  the  call  of  art  j  the  vallies  dank 
Obey  her  just  behests,  and  smile  with  charms 
Congenial  to  the  soil,  and  all  its  own. 

For  tell  me,  wbere*s  the  desert  ?  there  alone 
Where  man  resides  not ;  or,  if  *chance  resides. 
He  is  not  there  the  man  his  Maker  formM, 
Industrious  man,  by  Heaven's  first  law  ordain'd 
To  earn  bis  food  by  labour.     In  the  waste 
Place  thou  that  man  with  his  primeval  arms, 
His  plough>share,  and  bis  spade ;  nor  sbalt  thou  long 
Impatient  wait  a  change ;  the  waste  shall  smile 
With  yellow  harvests ;  what  was  barren  heath 
Shall  soon  be  verdant  mead.    Now  let  thy  art 
Exert  its  powers,  and  give,  by  varjring  lines. 
The  soil,  already  tam'd,  its  finished  grace. 

Nor  lesS' obsequious  to  the  hand  of  toil. 
If  Fancy  guide  that  hand,  will  the  dank  vale 
Receive  improvement  meet ;  but  Fancy  here 
Must  lead,  not  follow  labour ;  she  must  tell 
In  what  peculiar  place  the  soil  shall  rise,       [wear. 
Where  sink ;  j>rescribe  what  form  each  sluice  shall 
And  bow  direct  its  course ;  whether  to  spread 
Broad  as  a  lake,  or,  as  a  river  pent 
By  fringed  banks,  weave  its  irriguous  way 
Thro*  lawn  and  shade  alternate :  for  if  she 
Preside  not  o*er  the  task,  the  narrow  drains 
Will  run  in  tedious  parallel,  or  cut 
Each  other  in  sharp  angles :  hence  implore 
Her  swift  assistance,  ere  the  ruthless  spade 
Too  deeply  wpund  the  bosom  of  the  soil. 

Yet,  in  this  lowly  site,  where  all  that  charms 
Within  itself  must  charm,  bard  is  the  task 
Imposed  on  Fancy.     Hence  with  idle  fear  I 
Is  she  not  Fancy  ?  and  can  Fancy  fail 
In  sweet  delusions,  in  concealments  apt, 
/bi\i  wild  creative  power  ?  She  cannot  fail. 
And  yet,  full  oft,  when  her  creative  power. 
Her  apt  concealments,  her  delusions  sweet 
Have  been  profusely  lavished ;  when  her  grov^ 
Have  shot,  with  vegetative  vigour  strong, 
Ev'n  to  their  wish'd  maturity ;  when  Jove 
Has  roird  the  changeful  seasons  o*er  her  lawns, 
And  each  has  left  a  blessing  as  it  rolPd : 
Ev*n  then,  ^rchance,  some  vain  fiutidions  eye 
Shall  rove  unmindful  of  surrounding  charms 
And  ask  for  prospect    Stranger  !  'tb  not  h«re. 
Qo  seek  it  on  some  gansh  turret's  height ; 
SeA  it  on  Richmond's  or  on  Windsor's  brow  ; 
There  gazing,  on  the  gorfeous  vale  below, 
Applaiid  alflra,  witli  Muon'd  pomp  of  phmse. 


The  good  and  bad,  wfifch,  to  proftgion,  jCham 
That  gorgeops  vale  exhibits.    Here  meanwhile^ 
Ev'n  in  the  dull,  unseen,  unseeing  dell 
Thy  taste  oonlemns,  shall  Contemplation  imp 
Her  eagle  plumes ;  the  poet  here  shall  bold 
Sweet  converse  with  his  Muse;  the  curiout  sBge, 
Who  comments  on  great  Nature's  ample  tome. 
Shall  find  that  volume  here.    For  here  are  caves. 
Where  rise  those  gvglhig  rills,  that  sing  the  aong 
Which  Contemplation  loves ;  here  shad^ry  gladM, 
Where  thro'  the  tremulous  foliage  darts  the  ray, 
Tliat  gikU  the  poet's  day-dream  ;  here  the  tuif 
Teems  with  the  vegetating  race ;  the  air 
Is  peopled  with  the  insect  tribes,  that  float 
Upon  the  noontide  beam,  and  call  the  sage 
To  number  and  to  name  them.    Nor  if  hera 
The  painter  comes,  shall  bis  enchanting  ait 
Go  back  without  a  boon  :  for  Fancy  here. 
With  Nature's  living  colours,  forms  a  scene 
Which  Ruisdale  best  might  rival ;  chrystal  lakes. 
O'er  which  the  giant  oak,  himself  a  grove. 
Flings  his  romantic  branches,  and  babokls 
His  reverend  image  in  th'  expanse  belo^. 
If  distant  hills  be  wanting,  3^  our  eye 
Forgets  the  want,  and  with  delighted  gasse 
Rests  on  the  lovely  foreground ;  there  applauds 
The  art,  which,  varyhig  forms  and  blending  hues, 
Gives  that  bannonious  force  of  shade  and  light. 
Which  makes  the  landscape  perfect.    Ait  like  this 
Is  only  art,  all  else  abortive  toiL 
Come  then,  thou  sister  Muse,  firom  whom  tlie  ariod 
Wins  for  her  airy  visions  colour,  form. 
And  fixt  locality,  sweet  Painting,  come 
To  teach  the  docile  pupil  of  my  song. 
How  much  his  practice  on  thy  aid  depends. 

Of  Nature's  various  scenes  the  painter  culls 
That  for  his  fov'rite  theme,  where  ^he  fi&ir  whole 
Is  broken  into  ample  parts,  and  bold ; 
Where  to  the  eye  three  well-mark'd  distances 
Spread  their  peculiar  colouring.    Vivid  green. 
Warm  brown,  and  black  opakethe  for^round  bears 
Conspicuous ;  sober  olive  coldly  marks 
The  second  distance ;  thence  the  third  decUnes 
In  softer  blue,  or,  less'ning  still,  is  lost 
In  faintest  purple.    When  thy  taste  n  cali'd 
To  deck  a  scene  where  Nature's  self  presents 
All  these  distinct  gradatiom,  then  rejoice 
As  does  the  painter,  and  lilce  him  apply 
Thy  colours ;  plant  thou  on  each  separate  part 
Its  proper  foliage.     Chief,  for  there  thy  skiU 
Has  its  chief  scope,  enrich  with  all  the  hues 
That  flowers,  that  shrubs,  that  trees  can  yield,  the 

sides 
Of  that  fair  path,  from  whence  our  sight  Is  led 
Gradual  to  view  the  whole.     Where'er  thou  wind'st 
Tliat  path,  take  heed  between  the  scene  and  eye. 
To  vary  and  to  mbt  thy  chosen  greens. 
Here  for  a  while  with  cedar  or  with  larch. 
That  from  the  ground  spread  their  dose  texture,  hide 
The  view  entire.  ,  Then  o'er  some  lowly  tuft. 
Where  rose  and  woodbine  bbom,  permit  its  cbams 
To  burst  upon  the  sight ;  now  thn>'  a  copse 
Of  beech,  that  rear  their  smooth  and  stately  trunks. 
Admit  it  partially,  and  half  exclude. 
And  halfreveal  its  graces:  m  this  path 
How  long  soe'er  the  wanderer  roves,  each  step 
Shall  wake  fresh  beauties  i  each  rtiort  point  present 
A  different  picture,  new,  and  yet  the  same. 

Yet  some  there  are  who  iooni  this  cautioua  mk^ 
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And  Ml  mch  tree  that  iDtercepts  the  •ceoe. 
O  great  Poiusin  !  O  Nature's  darl'mg,  Claude  1 
What  if  some  rash  ta^d  tacrilegioui  hand 
Tore  from  your  caoTas  those  umbrageous  pines 
That  frowD  in  front,  and  give  each  axure  hill 
The  charm  of  contrast !  Nature  sufim  here 
Like  outrage,  and  bewails  a  beauty  lust, 
Which  Time  with  tardy  hand  shall  late  restore. 

Yet  here  the  spoiler  rests  not ;  see  him  rise 
Warm  from  his  devastation,  to  improve, 
For  to  he  calls  it,  yonder  chRmpiaii  wide. 
There  on  each  bolder  brow  in  shapes  acute 
His  fence  he  scatters ;  there  the  Scottish  fir 
In  murky  file  lifts  his  iogloriou«  head. 
And  blots  the  fair  honzon.     So  should  art 
Improve  thy  pencil's  savage  dignity, 
Salvator !  if  where,  &r  as  eye  can  pierce. 
Rock  pil'd  oo  rock,  thy  Alpine  heights  retire. 
She  flung  her  random  foliage,  and  disturbed 
The  deep  repose  of  the  nmjestic  scene. 
This  deed  were  impious.     Ah,  forgive  the  thought, 
Thoo  more  than  painter,  more  than  poet !  He, 
•Alone  thy  equal,  who  was  "  Fancy's  child." 

Does  then  the  song  forbid  the  planter's  hand 
To  clothe  the  distant  hills,  and  veil  with  woods 
Their  barren  summits  ?  No,  it  but  forb  ds 
All  poverty  of  clothing.     Rich  the  robe. 
And  ample  let  it  flow,  that  Nature  wears 
On  her  thron'd  eminence :  where'er  she  takes 
Her  horizontal  march,  pursue  her  step 
With  sweeping  train  of  forest ;  hill  to  hill 
Unite  with  prodigality  of  shade. 
There  plant  thy  elm,  thy  cbesnut ;  nourish  there 
Those  sapling  oaks,  which,  at  Britannia's  call. 
May  heave  their  trunks  mature  into  the  main. 
And  float  the  bulwarks  of  her  liberty : 
But  if  the  fir,  give  it  its  station  meet ; 
Place  it  an  ootguard  to  th'  assailing  north. 
To  shield  the  infisnt  scions,  till  po&sest 
Of  native  strength,  they  learn  alike  to  scorn 
The  blast  and  their  protectors.     Foster'd  thus, 
The  cradled  hero  gaius  from  female  care 
His  future  vigoor ;  but,  that  vigour  felt. 
He  springs  indignant  from  his  nurse's  arms. 
Nods  his  terrific  helmet,  shakes  his  spear. 
And  is  that  awful  thing  which  Heav'n  ordain'd 
The  icoorge  of  tyrants,  and  his  country's  pride. 

If  yet  thy  art  be  dubious  bow  to  treat 
Nature's  neglected  features,  torn  thy  eye 
To  thoae,  the  masters  of  correct  design. 
Who,  from  her  vast  variety,  have  cull'd 
The  loveliest,  boldest  parts,  and  new  arranged  ; 
Yet,  as  herself  approved,  herself  inspir'd. 
In  their  immortal  works  thou  ne'er  shalt  find 
Dull  unifbnnity,  contrivance  quaint. 
Or  labonr'd  littleness;  but  contrasts  broad. 
And  careless  lines,  whose  undubting  forms 
Play  thro^  the  varied  canvas ;  these  transplant 
Again  on  Nature ;  take  thy  plastic  spade. 
It  is  thy  pencil ;  'take  thy  seeds,  thy  plants. 
They  are  thy  colours ;  and  by  tliese  repay 
With  interest  every  charm  she  lent  thy  art 

Nor,  while  I  thus  to  Imitation's  realm 
Direct  thy  step,  deem  I  direct  thee  wrong ; 
Nor  ask,  why  1  fbiget  great  Nature's  fount. 
And  bring  thee  not  the  bright  inspiring  cup 
From  her  original  spring  ?  Yet,  if  thou  ask'st. 
Thyself  shalt  give  the  answer.    Tell  ma  why 
Did  Raphael  fteaJ,  when  his  craative  hand 


Iroag'd  the  Seraphhn,  ideal  graca 
And  dignity  supernal  from  that  store 
Of  Attic  sculpture,  which  the  ruthless  Goth 
Spar'd  m  his  headlong  fury  ?  Tell  me  this ; 
And  then  confess  that  beauty  best  is  taught 
By  those,  the  favor'd  few,  whom  Heav'n  has  lent 
The  power  to  seize,  select,  and  reunite 
Her  loveliest  features ;  and  of  these  to  form 
One  archetype  complete  of  sovereign  grace. 
Here  Natnre  sees  her  fairest  forms  more  (air ; 
Owns  them  far  hers,  yet  owns  herself  excell'd 
By  what  herself  prodno'd.     Here  Art  and  she 
Embrace ;  connubial  Jnno  smiles  benign,     ' 
And  from  the  warm  embrace  Perfectioo  spring!. 

Rouse  then  each  latent  energy  of  soul 
To  clasp  ideal  beauty.    Proteus  like. 
Think  not  the  changeful  nymph  will  long  elnde 
Thy  chase,  or  with  reluctant  coyness  frown. 
Inspir'd  by  her  thy  happy  art  shall  learn 
To  melt  in  fluent  curves  whate'er  is  straight. 
Acute,  or  parallel.    For,  these  unchanged. 
Nature  and  she  disdain  the  formal  scene. 
Tis  their  demand,  that  eWry  step  of  rule 
Be  serer'd  from  their  sight :  they  own  no  charm  * 
But  those  that  fair  Variety  oretftes, 
Who  ever  loves  U>  undulate  and  sport 
In  many  a  winding  train.    With  equal  zeal 
She,  careless  goddess,  scorns  the  cube  and  cooe, 
As  does  mechanic  Order  hold  them  dear : 
Hence  springs  their  enmity ;  and  he  that  hopes 
To  reconcile  the  foes,  as  well  might  aim 
With  hawk  and  dove  to  draw  the  Cyprian  car. 

Such  sentence  past,  where  shall  the  Dryads  fly 
That  haunt  yon  ancient  vi;>ta  ?  Pity,  sore. 
Will  spare  the  long  cathedral  i^e  of  shade 
In  which  they  sojourn ;  taste  were  sacrilege. 
If,  lifting  there  the  axe,  it  dar'd  invade 
Those  spreading  oaks  that  in  fraternal  files 
Have  pair'd  for  centuries,  and  heard  the  strains 
Of  Sidney's,  nay,  perchance,  of  Surry's  reed. 
Yet  must  they  fall,  unless  mechanic  skill. 
To  save  her  ofl&pring,  rouse  at  our  command  ; 
And,  where  we  bid  her  move,  with  engine  huge. 
Each  ponderous  trunk,  the  ponderous  trunk  thefe 

move. 
A  work  of  difficulty  and  danger  try'd. 
Nor  oft  successful  found.     But  if  it  fails. 
Thy  axe  must  do  iu  ofiice.     Cruel  Usk, 
Yet  needful.     Trust  me,  tho*  I  bid  thee  strike,. 
Reluctantly  I  bid  thee :  for  my  soul 
Holds  dear  an  ancient  oak,  nothing  more  dear ; 
It  is  an  ancient  firiend.    Stay  then  thine  hand  ^ 
And  try  by  saplings  tall,  discreetly  plac'd 
Before,  between,  behind,  in  scatter'd  groups, 
To  break  th'  obdurate  line.     So  may'st  thou  sava 
A  chosen  few  ;  and  yet,  alas,  but  few 
Of  these,  the  old  protectors  of  the  plain. 
Yet  shall  these  few  give  to  thy  opening  lawn 
That  shadowy  pomp,  which  only  they  can  give : 
For  parted  now,  in  patriarchal  pride. 
Each  tree  becomes  the  father  of  a  tribe ; 
And,  o'er  the  stripling  foliage,  rising  round. 
Towers  with  parental  dignity  supreme. 

And  yet,  my  Albion  !  in  that  fair  domain. 
Which  Ocean  made  thy  dowry,  when  his  love 
Tempestuous  tore  thee  from  reluctant  Gaul, 
And  bad  thee  be  bis  queen,  there  still  remains 
Full  many  a  lovely  unfrequented  wild. 
Where  chaogft  like  this  is  needtesii  where  no  linet 
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Of  hcd|:e-TO«,  KVtniie,  cur  of  platform  square 
Demand  destroction.    In  thy  (air  domain. 
Yet,  my  IotM  Albion !  many  a  glade  is  found. 
The  haunt  of  wood-gods  only  :  where  if  Art 
E*er  dar*d  to  tread,  *twas  with  unsandaPd  foot, 
Printlesa,  ai  if  the  place  were  holy  ground. 
And  there  are  scenes,  where,  tho*  she  whilom  trod. 
Led  by  the  worst  of  guides,  fell  Tyranny, 
And  ruthless  Superstition,  we  now  trace 
Her  footsteps  with  delight  J  and  pleas'd  revere 
What  once  had  ron8*d  our  hatred.    But  to  Time, 
Not  her,  the  praise  is  due :  his  gradual  touch 
Has  moulder'd  into  beauty  many  a  tower, 
Which,  when  it  frowned  with  all  its  battlements. 
Was  only  terrible ;  and  many  a  ftioe 
Monastic,  which,  when  deck'd  with  all  its  spires, 
Senr'd  but  to  feed  some  pamper'd  abbot's  pvide. 
And  awe  th*  unlettered  vulgar.    Qeoerous  youth. 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  that  listen'st  to  my  lay. 
And  fsel'st  thy  soul  assent  to  what  I  shig, 
Happy  art  theu  if  thou  can'st  call  thine  own 
Such  scenes  as  these :  where  Nature  and  where 

Time 
Hate  worked  congenial ;  where  a  scatter*d  host 
Of  antique  oaks  darken  thy  sidelong  hills ; 
While,  rushing  thro*  their  branches,  rifted  cliffi 
Bart  their  white  heads,  and  glitter  thro*  the  gloom. 
More  happy  still,  if  one  superior  rock 
Bear  on  its  brow  the  shivei^d  fragment  huge 
Of  9ome  old  Nonnan  fortress ;  happier  for. 
Ah,  then  most  happy,  if  thy  vale  below 
Wash,  with  the  cryrtal  coolness  of  its  rills, 
Some  monld'nng  abbejr't  ivy-vested  wall. 

O  bow  unlike  the  scene  my  fancy  forms. 
Did  Folly,  heretofore,  with  Wealth  conspire 
To  plan  that  formal,  dull,  disjointed  scene. 
Which  once  was  call'd  a  gardien.    Britain  still 
Bears  on  her  breast  full  many  a  hideous  wound 
Given  by  the  cruel  pair,  when,  borrowing  aid 
FkxHn  geometric  skill,  they  vainly  strove 
By  line,  by  plummet,  and  unfoeling  sheers. 
To  form  with  verdure  what  the  builder  form*d 
With  stone.    Egregious  madness ;  yetpursoM 
With  pains  unwearied,  with  expense  unsumm'd, 
And  science  doa(ing.     Hence  the  sidelong  walls 
Of  shaven  yew;  the  holly's  prickly  arms 
Trimm'd  into  high  arcades ;  the  tonsile  box 
Wove,  in  mosaic  mode  of  many  a  curl. 
Around  the  figured  carpet  of  the  lawn. 
Hence  too  deformities  of  harder  cure : 
The  terras  mound  uplifted ;  the  long  Kne 
Deep  delv'd  of  flat  canal ;  and  all  that  toil. 
Misled  by  tasteless  foshion,  could  achieve 
To  mar  foir  Nature's  Imeaments  divine. 

Long  was  the  night  of  errour,  cor  dispeli'd 
By  him  that  rose  at  learning's  earliest  dawn. 
Prophet  of  unborn  science.    On  thy  realm,  ' 

Philosophy !  his  sovereign  lustre  spread ;   • 
Yet  did  he  deign  to  light  with  casual  glance 
The  wilds  of  taste.    Yes,  sagest  Verulam, 
rrwas  thine  to  banish  from  the  royal  groves 
£ach  childish  vanity  of  crisped  knot 
And  sculptured  foliage ;  to  the  lawn  restore 
Its  ample  space,  and  bid  it  feast  the  sight 
With  verdure  pure,  unbroken,^nabridg'd : 
*Por  vetdofe  sooths  the  eye,  as  roseate  sweets 
The  smell,  or  music's  melting  strains  the  ear. 

So  Uugfat  the  sage,  Uugfat  a  degenerate  reign 
What  in  Elixa's  golden  day  was  taste. . 


Not  but  the  node  of  that  romaoHe  age, 
The  age  of  tounejrs,  triumphs,  and  qoaiiit  iiit«{Qn^ 
01ar*d  with  fSuitastic  pageantry,  wWcb  (fimm'd 
The  sober  eye  of  Truth,  and  dazzled  ev^ 
The  sage  himself ;  witness  his  high-ardi'd  hedp, 
In  pillar'd  sUte  bj  q^rpentry  u|£ora, 
With  coloured  mirrors  decked,  and  pcimi'd  biidt 
,But,  when  our  step  has  pac'd  his  proad  paitora, 
And  reach'd  the  heath,  then  Nature  gladi  o«  m 
Sporting  in  all  her  lovely  carelesaen. 
There  smiles  in  varied  tufU  the  vehet  iwe. 
There  flaunts  tiie  gad#ing  woodbioe,  smHi  tk 
In  gentle  hilk>dcs,  and  around  ils  sides      [giomd 
Thro'  blossom'd  shades  the  secret  pathway  fteh. 

Thus,  with  a  poet's  power,  the  sage's  pa 
Pourtray'd  that  nicer  negligence  of  scene, 
Wliich  taste  approves.     While  he,  delicioai  mis, 
Who  tnn'd  his  oaten  pipe  by  Hulk's  stros^ 
Accordant  touch'd  the  stops  in  Doriaa  nood; 
What  time  he  'gan  to  paint  the  foiry  tale, 
Where  stands  the  fane  of  Venus.    WelllvKB 
That  then,  if  ever,  Colin,  thy  fond  hsnd 
Did  steep  iu  pencil  In  the  wdMbont  clesr 
Of  true  simplicity ;  and  '*  call'd  n  Alt 
Only  to  second  Nature,  and.  supply 
All  that  the  nymph  Ibi^  or  left  foriora." 
Yet  what  avail'd  the  song  ?  or  what  afail4 
Ev'n  thine,  thou  chief  of  bards,  whose  nighty  wn't 
With  inward  light  irradiate,  mirror-like 
ReccivM,  and  to  mankhid  with  ray  lelex 
The  sov'reign  pbnter's  primal  work  displsy^  i 
That  work  where  not  nice  Art  in  cunons  kaots, 
*'  But^atnre  boon  pour'd  fbrth  on  hill  snd  dtle 
Flowers  worthy  of  Paradise ;  while  all  sfOflod 
Umbrageous  grotts,  and  caves  of  cool  reces^ 
And  murmuring  waters  down  the  slope  diipett'd, 
Or  held,  by  fringed  banks,  in  crystal  Iskei, 
Compose  a  rural  seat  of  various  view." 
'Twas  thus  great  Nature's  herald  hbaoo'd  U^ 
That  fair  original  impress,  which  die  hore 
In  state  sublime ;  e'er  miscreated  Ait, 
Oflspring  of  Sin  and  Shame,  the  banner  wn% 
And  with  adulterate  pageantry  defil'd. 
Yet  vainly,  Milton,  did  thy  voice  proclsna 
These  her  primeval  honours.    Still  she  lay 
Defac'd,  deflower'd,  full  many  a  ruthless  yesr: 
Alike,  when  Charles,  the  abject  tool  of  fmc^ 
Came  back  to  smile  his  subjects  into  sIstcs  j 
Or  Belgic  William,  with  his  warrior  froirn, 
Coldly  declar'd  them  free ;  in  fetteis  ilill 
The  goddess  pin'd,  by  both  alike  opprest 

Go  ta  the  proof!  Behold  what  Temple  csH'i 
A  perfect  garden.    There  thou  sfaak  not  fiad 
One  hUule  of  verdure,  but  with  aching  feet 
From  terras  down  to  terras  sbaK  desnqd, 
Step  following  step,  by  tedious  flight  of  staiis  : 
On  leaden  platforms  now  the  noon-day  Son 
Shall  scorch  thee;  now  the  dank  arcades  of  itoes 
Shall  <^U  thy  fervour ;  happy  if  at  length 
Thou  readi  the  orchard,  where  the  spsring  tort 
Thro'  equal  lines,  all  centring  in  a  point. 
Yields  thee  a  S(^  tread.    And  yet  fall  oft 
O'er  Temple's  studkms  hour  did  Truth  pread^ 
Sprinkling  her  lustre  o*er  his  classic  page : 
There  hear  his  candour  own  in  fitfbion's  spits, 
In  spite  of  courtly  dulness,  bear  it  o»o 
"  There  is  a  grace  in  wiki  variety 
Surpassing  rule  and  order."    Temple,  y«^ 
There  is  a  grace  j  and  let  eternal  wceatkt  , 
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Adorn  th«r  brawt  who  fist  ittempir*  here. 
The  Mine  tball  hail  the  champions  that  benalf 
Led  to  the  ftiir  achievement.    Addison, 
Thou  poliah'd  safe,  ur  shall  I  call  thee  bard, 
1  see  thee  come :  around  thy  temples  play 
The  lambfeDt  flames  of  humour,  brighVning  mild 
Thy  judgment  into  smiles :  gracious  thou  com*st 
with  Satire  at  thy  sid^,  who  checks  her  frown, 
But  not  her  secret  sting.     With  bolder  rage 
Pope  next  advances :  his  indignant  arm 
Waves  the  poetic  brand  oVr  Timon^  shades. 
And  lights  them  to  destmction ;  the  fierce  blaze   ^ 
Svr^pa  thro*  each  k'mdred  vista ;  groves  to  groves 
Nod  their  fraternal  farewelli  and  expire. 
And  now,  elate  with  fair-eam'd  victoi-y. 
The  bard  retires,  and  on  the  bank  of  Thames 
Erects  his  flag  of  triumph ;  wild  it  waves 
In  verdant  s{]4endour,  and  beholds,  and  hails 
The  kmg  of  rivers,  as  be  rolls  al«/ng. 
K<mt  is  his  bold  associate,  Kent  who  felt 
The  penciPs  power  :  but,  fir'd  by  higher  forms 
Of  beauty  than  that  pencil  knew  to  paint, 
WorkM  with  the  living  hues  that  Nature  lent. 
And  realized  his  landscapes.     Generous  he. 
Who  gave  to  Painting,  what  the  wayward  nymph 
Refus'd  her  votary,  those  Elysian  scenes, 
Which  wonld  she  emulate,  her  nicest  hand 
Must  all  its  force  of  light  and  shade  employ. 
On  thee  too,  Southcote,  shall  the  Muse  bestow 
No  vnlgar  praise:  for  thou  to  humblest  things 
Coukt'st  give  ennobling  beauties ;  deck*d  by  thee. 
The  simple  firm  eclipsed  the  garden's  pride, 
Ev'n  as  the  virgin  blush  of  innocence. 
The  harlotry  of  art.     Ntir,  Shenstone,  thou 
Shalt  pass  without  thy  meed,  thou  son  of  peace  ! 
Wlio  knew'st,  perchance,  to  harmonize  thy  shades 
Still  softer  than  thy  5^>ng ;  yet  was  that  song 
Nor  rude,  nor  inharmonious,  when  attunU 
To  pastoral  plaint,  or  tale  of  slighted  love. 
Him  too,  the  living  leader  ot  thy  powers, 
Oreat  Nature  !  him  the  Muse  shall  bail  in  notes 
Which  antedate  the  praise  true  genius  claims 
From  just  posterity :  bards  yet  unborn 
Shall  pay  to  Brown  that  tr.hute,  fittie>t  paid 
lo  strains,  the  beauty  of  his  sc<'nes  inspire. 

Meanwhile,  ye  youths  I  whose  sympathetic  souls 
Would  taste  those  genuine  charms,  which  fointly 

smile 
In  my  descriptive  song,  O  visit  oft 
The  finished  scenes,  that  boast  the  forming  band 
Of  these  creative  genii  !  feel  ye  there 
What  Reynolds  felt,  when  first  the  Vatican 
Unbarr*d  her  gates,  and  to  his  rapturM  eye 
Gave  all  the  godlike  energy  that  flowed 
From  MicbaePs  pencil ;  feel  what  Garr'ck  fe!t, 
When  first  he  breath'd  the  soul  of  Shakeripear's  page. 
So  shall  your  art,  if  cali'd  to  grace  a  scene 
Yet  unadorn'd,  with  taste  instinctive  give 
Each  grace  appropriate ;  so  your  active  eye 
Shall  dart  that  glance  prophetic,  which  awakes 
The  slumbering  wood-nymphs;  gladly  shall  they 

rise 
Oread,  and  Dryad,  from  their  verdurous  beds, 
And  flhag  their  foliage,  and  arrange  their  stems, 
M  you,  and  beauty  bid  :  the  Naiad  train. 
Alike  obsequious,  from  a  thousand  urns 
Shall  pour  their  crystaline  tide ;  while,  hand  in  hand, 
Vertumnus  and  Pomona  bring  their  stores, 
Prvitftge,  Mid  lloiKn  of  ev'ry  blush,  and  tcuat. 


Each  varied  season  yields ;  to  you  they  bring 
The  fragrant  tribute  j  ye,^th  generous  band 
Diffuse  the  blessing  wide,  till  Albion  smile 
Ohe  ample  theatre  of  sylvan  grace. 


BOOK  THE  SECONIX 

Hail  to  the  art,  that  teaches  wealth  and  pride 
How  to  possei»s  their  wish,  the  world's  appUost, 
Unmixt  with  blame !  that  bids  magnificence 
Abate  jts  nieteoj^  glare,  aud  learn  to  shine 
Benevolently  mild ;  like  her,  the  queen 
Of  night,  who  sailing  thro*  autumnal  skiet. 
Gives  to  the  bearded  product  of  the  plain 
Her  rii>ening  lustre,  lingering  as  she  rolls. 
And  glancing  cool  the  salutary  ray 
Which  fills  the  fields  with  plenty.     Hail  that  art 
Ye  swains!  for,  hark!  with  lowings  glad,  your  herds 
Proclaim  its  influence,  wandering  o*er  the  lawns 
Restored  to  them  and  Nature ;  now  no  more 
Shall  Fortune's  minion  rob  them  of  their  right. 
Or  round  his  dull  domain  with  lofty  wall 
Oppose  their  jocund  presence.     Gothic  Pomp 
Frowns  and  retires,  his  proud  behests  are  scom*d: 
Now  Taste  inspired  by  Truth  exalts  her  voice, 
And  she  is  heard.     '*  Oh,  let  not  man  misdeem  ; 
Waste  is  not  grandeur,  fashion  ill  supplies 
My  sacred  place,  and  beauty  scorns  to  dwell 
Where  use  is  exiled."    At  the  awful  sound 
The  terrace  sinks  spontaneous ;  on  the  greea 
Broider'd  with  crisped  knots,  the  tensile  yews 
Wither  and  fall ;  the  fountain  dares  no  more 
To  fling  its  wasted  crystal  thro'  the  sky. 
Put  pours  salubrious  o'er  the  p^ched  lawn 
Rills  of  fertility.    Oh  bett  of  arts 
That  works  this  happy  change  I  true  alchymy^ 
Bryond  the  Rosjcrusian  boast,  that  turns 
Deformity  to  grace,  expense  to  gain, 
And  pleas'd  restores  to  Earth's  maternal  lap 
The  long -lost  fruits  of  Amalthea's  bom  I 

When  such  the  theme,  the  poet  smiles  secura 
Of  candid  audience,  and  with  touch  assured 
Resumes  his  reed  Ascnean ;  eager  he 
To  ply  its  warbling  stops  of  various  note 
In  Nature's  cause,  that  Albion's  listening  ybuths, 
Inform'd  erewhile  to  scorn  the  long-drawn  lines 
Of  straight  formality,  alike  may  scorn 
Those  quick,  acute,  perplex'd,  and  tangled  paths. 
That,  like  the  snake  crush'd  by  the  sharpened  spade. 
Writhe  in  convulsive  torture,  and  full  oft. 
Thro'  many  a  dark  and  unsunn'd  labyrinth. 
Mislead  our  step ;  till  giddy,  spent,  and  fbil'd. 
We  reach  the  point  where  first  our  race  began. 

These  Fancy  priz'd  erroneous,  what  time  Taste, 
An  infant  yet,  first  join'd  her  to  destroy 
The  measor  d  platform :  into  false  extremes 
What  marvel  if  they  stray'd,  as  yet  unskill'd 
To  mark  the  form  of  that  peculiar  curve. 
Alike  averse  to  crooked  and  to  straight. 
Where  sweet  Simplicity  resides ;  which  Grace 
And  Beauty  call  their  owji ;  whose  lambent  flow 
Charms  us  at  once  .with  symmetry  and  ease, 
Tis  Nature's  curve :  instinctively  she  bids 
Her  tribes  of  being  trace  it.    Dimo  the  slope 
Of  yon  wide  field,  see,  with  its  gradual  sweep 
The  ploughing  steers  their  fallow  ridges  swell  ; 
The  peasao^  driving  thro*  each  ihadowy  lane 
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Hit  team,  that  bends  beneath  th'  inoombent  weight 

Of  laughing  Ceres,  maiks  it  with  his  wheel ; 

At  night,  and  morn,  the  milkmaid's  careless  step 

Has,  thro*  yon  pasture  green,  from  stite  to  stile. 

Imprest  a  kindred  curve ;  the  scudding  bare 

Draws  to  her  dew-sprent  seat,  o'er  thymy  heaths, 

A  path  as  gently  waving :  mark  them  well ; 

Compare,  pronounce,  that,  varying  hot  in  size, 

Their  forms  are  kindred  all ;  go  then,  convinced 

That  Art's  noerrmg  rule  is  only  drawn 

Proifi  Nature's  sacred  source ;  a  rule  that  guides 

Her  ev'ry  toil ;  or  if  she  shape  the  path. 

Or  scoop  the  lawn,  or,  gradual,  lift  the  hill. 

For  not  alone  to  that  embellish'd  walk. 

Which  leads  to  ev'ry  beauty  of  the  scene. 

It  yields  a  grace,  but  spreads  its  rafloence  wide. 

Prescribes  each  form  of  thicket,  copse,  or  wood. 

Confines  the  rivulet,  and  spreads  the  lake. 

Yei  shall  this  gnceSvd  line  forget  to  please. 
If  liorder'd  close  by  sidelong  parallels, 
Kor  duly  mixt  with  those  opposing  eurves 
That  give  the  charm  of  contrast.    Vainly  Taste 
Draws  thro'  the  grove  her  path  in  easiest  bend. 
If,  on  the  margin  of  its  woody  sides. 
The  measured  greensward  waves  in  kmdred  flow : 
Oft  let  the  turf  recede,  and  oft  approach, 
With  varied  breadth,  now  smk  into  the  shade, 
Kow  to  the  Sun  its  verdant  bosom  bare. 
As  vainly  wilt  thou  lift  the  gradual  hill 
To  meet  thy  righuhand  view,  if  to  the  left 
An  equal  hill  asoends :  m  this,  and  all 
Be  various,  wild,  and  free  as  Nature's  self.      ' 

For  in  her  wildness  is  there  oft  an  art. 
Or  seeming  ait,  which,  by  podtMn  apt. 
Arranges  shapes  unequal,  so  to  save 
That  correspondent  poize,  which  unpreserv'd* 
Would  mock  our  gaxe  wiUi  airy  vacancy. 
Yet  ^ir  Variety,  with  all  her  powers. 
Assists  the  balance :  'gainst  the  barren  crag 
She  lifts  the  pasturM  slope ;  to  distant  bilb 
Opposes  neigbb'ring  shades ;  and,  oeotral  oft, 
Relieves  the  flatness  of  the  lawn,  or  lake. 
With  studded  tuft,  or  island.    So  to  poise 
Her  objects,  mimic  Art  may  oft  attain: 
She  rules  the  foreground ;  she  can  swell  or  dnk 
Itssurfoce;  here  her  lesiy  screen  oppoae. 
And  there  withdmw ;  here  part  the  varying  greens. 
And  there  in  one  promiscuous  gloom  combine, 
As  best  befits  the  Genia  of  the  soeoe; 

Him  then,  that  sovereign  Genhis,  mottarch  aole, 
Who,  from  creation's  primal  day,  derives 
His  right  divine  to  this  his  rural  throne,      - 
Approach  with  meet  obeisance ;  at  hit  feet 
Let  our  aw'd  art  'foil  prostrate.    They  of  Ind, 
The  Tartar  tyranli,  Tameriane's  prood  race. 
Or  they  in  Persia  thron'd,  who  shake  the  rod 
Of  power  o'er  myriads  of  enervate  tlavet, 
Eatpect  not  hnmbler  homage  to  their  pride 
Than  does  this  sylvan  despot.    Yet  to  those 
Who  do  him  loyal  service,  who  revert 
His  dignity,  nor  aim,  with  rebel  arms, 
At  lawless  usurpation,  is  he  found 
Patient  and  placable,  receives  well  pleas'A 
Their  tributary  treasures,  nor  disdains 
To  blend  them  with  his  own  intenud  store. 

SUnds  he  in  blank  and  desolated  state, 
Where  yawning  ensgt  dii^ointed,  sharp,  nneooth. 
Involve  him  with  pale  horronr  ?  In  the  deftt  . 
Thy  wefoooM  sfide  ihatf  te^  that  foffring  moold 


Whence  sipKng  oaks  nay  spring;  «beiioeeliift*ring 


Of  early  underwood  shall  veil  their  sides. 
And  teach  their  rugged  heads  above  the  shade 
To  tower  in  shapes  romantic  ;  nor,  around 
Their  flinty  roots,  shall  ivy  spare  to  hang 
Its  gadding  tendrils,  nor  the  moss-grown  tnrf. 
With  wild  thyme  sprinkled,  there  refuse  to  spread 
Its  verdure.    Awfiil  still,  yet  not  austere, 
llie  Genius  stands ;  bold  is  his  port,  and  wild. 
But  not  forlom,  nor  savage.    On  some  plain 
9f  tedious  length,  say,  are  his  flat  limbs  laid  ? 
Thy  hand  shall  lift  him  from  the  dreary  ooneh. 
Pillowing  his  Jiead  with  swelling  hillock  gi^wn. 
While,  all  around,  a  forest-curtain  spreads 
Its  wafhig  folds,  and  blesses  his  repose. 
What,  if  perchance  in  some  prolifio  soil. 
Where -vegetation  strenuous,  unoontroU'd, 
Has  push'd  her.pow'rs  luxuriant,  he  now  piaet 
Pot  air  and  fieedom  ?  Soon  thy  sturdy  aae. 
Amid  its  intertwisted  foliage  driv'n, 
Shall  open  all  his  glades,  and  ingress  give 
To  the  bright  darts  of  day;  his  prtton'd  rills, 
That  darkling  crept  amid  the  rustling  brakes. 
Shall  glitter  as  they  glide,  and  his  dank  caves, 
Pree  to  salubrious  sephyrs,  cease  to  weep. 
Meanwhile  his  shadowv  pemp  he  stiU  retuDS, 
His  Dryads  ttill  attend  him  ;  they  alooe 
Of  race  plebeian  banish'd,  who  to  crowd 
Not  grace  his  state,  their  boughs  obtmsive  flmig. 

But  chief  consult  him  ere  then  dar'st  decide 
Th'  appropriate  bounds  of  Pleasure,  and  of  use; 
Por  pleasure,  lawless  robber,  oft  invadet 
Her  neighbour's  right,  and  turns  to  idle  waste 
Her  treatures:  curb  her  then  m  scanty  bounds. 
Whene'er  the  scene  permits  that  just  restminL 
The  curb  restrams  not  Beauty ;  sov*reign  the 
Still  triumphs,  still  unites  each  sntject  realm. 
And  blesses  both  impartial.    Why  then  fear 
Lest,  if  thy  fence  oontiact  the  shaven  lawn. 
It  does  her  wrong  ?  She  porats  a  thousand  ways, 
And  each  her  own,  to  cure  the  needful  iU. 
Where'er  it  winds,  and  freely  must  it  wind. 
She  bids,  at  ev*ry  bend,  thiok-bkMsom'd  tuftt 
Croud  their  inwoven  tendrils.    Is  there  ttill 
A  void  }  Lo,  Lebanon  her  cedar  lends ! 
Lo»  all  the  stately  progeny  of  pinet 
Come,  with  their  floating  foliage  richly  deokM, 
To  All  that  void  1  meanwhile  acrots  the  mead 
The  wand'ring  flocks  that  browse  between  the  shades 
Seem  oft  to  past  their  bonnds ;  the  dubious  eye 
Decidet  not  if  they  crop  the  mead  or  lawn. 

Browse  then  your  fill,  fond  foresters !  to  yon 
Shall  sturdy  Labour  quit  hit  monung  task 
Well  pleas'd ;  nor  longer  o'er  his  useleat  plots 
Draw  through  the  dew  the  splendour  of  hit  tcytfatu 
He,  leaning  on  that  tcythe,  with  carols  gay 
Salutes  his  fleecy  snhstitntes,  that  rush 
In  bleating  chase  to  thenr  delicious  task. 
And,  spreading  o*er  the  plam,  with  eager  teeth 
Devoar  it  iiAo  verdure.    Browse  your  fill 
Fond  foresters  I  the  soil  that  you  enach 
Shall  still  supply  yenr  mom  and  evening  meiJ 
With  choicest  delicatet ;  whether  you  choose 
The  vernal  Uadet  that  rite  with  seeded  stem 
Of  hne  purpurea! ;  or  the  clover  white. 
That  in  a  spiked  ball  collects  its  sweets ; 
Or  trembling  fetcne :  ev'ry  feVrite  herb 
Shall  oooct  ymurtatle^  ye  bartrieit  cfioaiet? 
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Meuiw{ule  pennh  that  with  onheedod  step 
1  put  beside  you,  oor  let  idle  fear 
Spoil  your  repast,  for  know  the  lively  scene. 
That  you  still  more  enliven,  to  my  soul 
Darts  iospiratioo,  and  impels  the  songr 
To  roll  in  bolder  descant  $  while,  within, 
A  fleam  of  happiness  primeval  seems 
To  snatch  me  back  to  joys  my  nature  claim'd. 
Ere  Tice  defil'd,  ere  slavery  sunk  the  world, 
And  all  was  faith  and  freedom  :  then  was  man 
Creation's  king,  yet  friend ;  and  all  that  browse. 
Or  skim,  or  dive,  the  plain,  the  air,  the  flood. 
Paid  him  their  liberal  homage ;  paid  unaw'd 
In  love  accepted,  sympathetic  love 
lliat  felt  fur  all,  and  blest  them  with  its  smiles. 
Then  nor  the  curling  horn  had  leam'd  to  sonnd 
The  savage  song  c^  chase ;  the  barbed  shaft 
Had  then  no  poisonM  point ;  aor  thou,  fell  tube  I 
Whose  iron  eotraih  hide  the  sulphurous  blast, 
Sstanic  engine,  koew*st  the  ruthless  power   ^ 
Of  thundering  death  around  thee.     Then  alike 
Were  ye  inoucuous  thro*  your  ev'ry  tribe. 
Or  brute,  or  reptile;  nor  by  rage  or  guile 
Had  giv'n  to  Ihjur'd  man  his  only  plea 
(And  that  the  tyrant's  plea)  to  work  your  harm. 
Instinct,  alas,  hke  wayward  reason,  now 
▼eers  f^pom  its  pole.    There  was  a  golden  time 
When  each  created  being  kept  ite  sphere 
Appointed,  nor  infringed  its  neighbour's  right. 
The  flocks,  to  #hom  the  grassy  lawn  was  giv'n. 
Fed  on  its  blades  contented ;  now  they  crush 
Each  scion's  tender  shoots,  and,  at  its  birth. 
Destroy,  what,  sav'd  from  their  remorseless  tooth. 
Had  been  the  tree  of  Jove.     Ev'n  while  I  sing,    ' 
Yon  wanton  lamb  has  crop^t  the  woodbine's  pride, 
That  tient  beneath  a  full-blown  load  of  sweets. 
And  fiird  the  air  with  perfume :  sec  it  foils ; 
The  busy  bees,  with  many  a  murmur  sad. 
Hang  o'er  their  honied  loss.     Why  is  it  thus  ? 
Ah,  why  mu!Kt  Art  defend  the  friendly  shades 
She  rear'd  to  shield  yuu  from  the  noontide  beam  ? 
Traitors,  forbear  to  wound  them  !  say,  ye  fools ! 
IXms  your  rich  herbage  fail }  do  acrid  leaves 
Afibrd  you  daintier  fbod  ?  I  plead  in  vain ; 
For  DOW  the  fother  of  the  fleecy  troop 
Begins  ki»  devastation,  and  his  ewes 
Crowd  to  the  spoil,  with  imitative  zeal. 

Since,  then,  constrained,  we  must  expel  the  flock 
From  where  our  saplings  rise,  our  flow'rets  bloom, 
The  soog  shall  teach,  in  clear  preceptive  notes. 
How  best  to  frame  the  fence,  ani  best  to  bide 
An  its  foreseen  defects  ;  defective  still, 
Tjb^'  hid  with  happiest  art.     Ingrateful  sure, 
-'Wben  such  the  theme,  becomes  the  poet's  task: 
Yet  must  he  try,  by  modulation  meet 
Of  varied  cadence,  and  selected  phrase. 
Exact  yet  free,  without  inflation  bold. 
To  dignify  that  theme,  must  try  to  form 
Such  magic  sympathy  of  sense  with  sound 
As  pictures  all  it  sings ;  while  grace  awakes 
At  each  blest  touch,  and,  on  the  lowliest  things. 
Scatters  her  rainbow  hues.    The  first  and  best 
Is  that,  which,  smking  from  our  eye,  divides. 
Yet  seems  not  to  divide  the  shaven  lawn. 
And  parts  it  from  the  pasture ;  for  if  there 
Sheep  fieed,  or  dappled  deer,  their  wandering  teeth 
Will,  smoothly  as  the  scythe,  the  herbage  shave. 
And  leave  m  kindred  verdure.    This  to  keep 
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Heed  that  thy  labourerscoop  the  treneh  with  care  ; 
For  some  there  are  who  give  their  spade  repose. 
When  broad  enough  the  perpendicular  sides 
Divide,  and  deep  descend.    To  form  perchance 
Some  needful  drain,  such  labour  may  suflieo. 
Yet  not  for  beauty  :  here  thy  range  of  wall 
Must  lift  its  height  erect,  and  o'er  its  head 
A  verdant  veil  of  swelling  turf  expand. 
While  smoothly  from  its  base  with  gradual  ease 
The  pasture  meets  its  level,  at  that  point 
Which  best  deludes  our  eye,  and  best  conceals 
Thy  lawn's  brief  limit    Down  so  smooth  a  slope 
The  fleecy  foragers  will  gladly  browse ; 
The  velvet  herbage  free  from  weeds  obscene 
Shall  spread  its  equal  carpet,  and  the  trench 
Be  pasture  to  its  base,     'fhus  form  thy  fence 
Of  stone,  for  stone  alone,  and  pil'd  on  high, 
Best  curbs  the  nimble  deer,  that  love  to  range 
Unlimited ;  but  where  tame  heifers  feed. 
Or  innocent  sheep,  an  humbler  mound  will  serve 
Unlin'd  with  stone,  and  but  a  green-sward  trench. 
Here  midway  down,  upon  the  nMirei  bank 
Plant  thy  thick  row  of  thorns,  and  to  defend 
Their  infant  shoots,  beneath,  on  oaken  stakes, 
Extend  a  rail  of  elm,  securely  arm'd 
With  spiculated  paiiing,  In  such  sort 
As,  round  some  citadel,  the  engineer 
Directs  his  sharp  stoccade.     Out  when  the  shoots 
Condense,  and  interweave  their  prickly  bouglis 
Impenetrable,  then  withdraw  their  guard. 
They've  done  their  office ;  scorn  thou  to  retain. 
What  frowns  like  military  art,  in  scenes     [stroy'd. 
Where  peace  shoufd  smile  perpetual.     These  de- 
Make  it  thy  vernal  care,  when  April  calls 
New  shoots  to  birth,  to  trim  the  hedge  aslaont, 
And  mould  it  to  the  roundness  of  the  mound, 
Itself  a  shelving  hill ;  nor  need  we  here 
The  rule  of  line  precise,  a  casual  glance 
Suffices  to  direct  the  careless  sheers. 

Yet  learn,  that  each  variety  of  ground 
Claims  its  peculiar  barrier.     When  the  foss 
Can  steal  transverse  before  the  central  eye, 
'Tis  duly  drawn ;  but,  up  yon  neighb'ring  hill 
That  fronts  the  lawn  direct,  if  labour  delve 
The  yawning  chasm,  'twill  meet,  not  cross  our  view  ; 
No  foliage  can  conceal,  no  curve  correct 
The  deep  deformity.     And  yet  thou  mean'st 
Up  yonder  hill  to  wind  thy  fragrant  way,  **■' 

And  wisely  dost  thou  mean ;  for  its  broad  eye 
Catches  the  sudden  charms  of  laughing  vales, 
Rude  rocks  and  headlong  streams,  and  antkpieoaks 
Lost  in  a  wild  horizon ;  yet  the  path 
That  leads  to  all  these  charms  expects  defence  :• 
Here  then  suspend  the  sportsman's  hempen  toils^ 
And  stretch  their  meshes  on  the  light  support 
Of  hazel  plants,  or  draw  thy  lines  of  wire 
In  fivefold  parallel ;  no  danger  then 
That  sheep  invade  thy  foliage.     To  thy  herds, 
And  pastured  steeds  an  opener  fetice  oppose, 
Form'd  by  a  triple  row  of  cordage  strong. 
Tight  drawn  the  stakes  between.    The  simple  deer 
Is  curb'd  by  mimic  snares ;  the  slenderest  twine 
(If  sages  err  not)  that  the  beldame  spins, 
When  by  her  wintry  lamp  she  plies  her  wheel, 
Arrei^ts  his  courage ;  his  impetuous  hoof, 
Broad  chest,  and  branching  antlers  nought  avail  | 
In  fearful  gaze  he  stands;'  the  nerves  that  bore 
His  bounding  pride  o'er  lofty  mounds  of  stone, 
Cc 
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A  tingk  fbread  defiei.    Sueb  force  bu  fear, 

Wheo  vinonary  fancy  wakes  tbe  fiend, 

In  brute,  or  man,  most  poweiiiil  when  most  rain. 

Still  must  the  swain,  who  spreads  these  corded 
guards,  r 

Expect  their  swift  decay.    Tbe  noontide  beamt 
Relax,  the  nightly  dews  contract  tbe  twist 
Oft  too  the  coward  hare, /then  only  bold 
When  mischief  prompts^  or  wiotry  fismine  pines. 
Will  quit  her  rush*grown  form,  and  steal,  with  ear 
Up-|>nck'd,  to  gnaw  the  toils ;  and  oft  the  ram 
And  jutting  steer  drire  tbe'ur  entangling  horns 
Thro'  the  frail  meshes,  and,  by  many  a  chasm, 
Proclahn  their  bate  of  thraldom.    Nothing  brooks 
Confinement,  save  degenerate  man  alone, 
Who  deems  a,  monarch's  smile  can  gild  his  chains. 
Tir'd  then,  perchance,  of  nets  that  daily  claim 
Thy  renovating  labour,  thou  wilt  form. 
With  elm  and  oak,  a  nistic  balustrade 
Of  firmest  juncture  f  happy  oould  thy  toil 
Make  it  as  £iir  as  firm ;  yet  vain  the  wish. 
Aim  but  to  hide,  not  grace  its  formal  line. 

Let  ttiose,  who  weekly,  from  tbe  city's  smoke. 
Crowd  to  each  neighboring  hamlet,  there  to  hold 
Their  dnsty  sabbath,  tip  with  gold  and  red 
The  milk-white  palisades,  that  Gothic  now. 
And  BOW  Chinese,  now  neither,  and  yet  both, 
Cbeoquer  their  trim  domain.    Thy  sylvan  scene 
WoaM  fede,  indjgnant  at  the  tawdry  glare. 

'Tis  thine  alone  to  seek  what  shadowy  hues 
Tmging  thy  fence  may  lose  it  in  the  lawn  ; 
And  these  to  give  thee  Painting  must  descend 
£v*n  to  her  meanest  ofilce ;  grind,  compound. 
Compare,  and  by.  tbe  distanced  eye  decide. 

For  this  she  first,  with  snowy  cerase,  joins 
The  ocbr'ous  atoms  that  chalybeate  rills 
Wash  from  tbenr  mmeral  channels,  as  they  gUde» 
In  flakes  of  earthy  gold ;  with  these  unites 
A  tinge  of  blue,  or  that  deq>  azure  gray, 
Form*d  from  tlM  calcin*d  fibres  of  tbe  vine ; 
And,  if  she  blends  with  sparing  hand  she  Uenda 
That  base  metallic  onig,  then  only  priz'd. 
When,  aided  by  the  humid  tonch  of  time, 
k  gives  a  Nero's  or  aome  tyrant's  cheek. 
Its  precious  canker.    These  with  fluent  oil 
Attemper'd,  on  Uiy  leogtb'ning  rail  shall  spread 
That  sober  olive-green  which  Naluie  wears 
Bvhi  on  her  vernal  bosom ;  normisdeem^ 
For  tbati  ilkimin'd  with  tbe  noootUe  ray. 
She  boairts  a  brighter  gamient,  thereiure  Ait 
A  livelier  verdure  to  tib^  lUd  should  bring. 
Know  wlien  that  Art,  iritb  ev'ry  varied  hue^ 
Portrays  tbe  living  landscape  i  when  her  hand 
Cofnmaods  the  canvam  plane  to  glide  with  streams. 
To  wav»  with  foliage,  or  with  flowers  to  Mreathe, 
Cool  olive  tints.  In  soft  gradation  laid. 
Create  the  general  herbage :  there  alone. 
Where  darts>  with  vivid  force,  tbe  ray  supreme. 
Unsullied  verdure  reigns;  and  tells  our  eye 
It  stole  its  bright  reflection  from  the  Sun. 

The  paint  iasprefu)  j  tbe  barrier  pales  retire, 
Snatcb'd,  as  by  magic,  from  the  gazer's  view. 
So,  when  the  sable  ensign  of  the  night, 
Unfurl'd  by  mist-impelling  £nrus,  veils 
The  last  r^  radiance  of  declining  day, 
Each  scattered  village,  and  each  holy  spire 
That  deck'd  the  distance  of  the  sylvan  wceab, 
Are  sunk  in  sudden  gloom :  the  pkxlding  hind, 
That  homeward  hks,  Jwni  not  the  cheering  site. 


Of  bis  calm  oabbin,  wbieh,  a  i 
Stream'd  finom  its  roof  an  azure  curl  of  smoker 
Beneath  the  sheltering  coppice,  and  gave  sign 
Of  warm  don>e8tic  welcome  from  his  toiL 

Nor  is  that  cot,  of  which  fond  Fancy  draws 
This  casual  picture,  alien  from  our  theme. 
Revisit  it  at  mom ;  its  opening  latch^ 
71)o'  Penury  and  Toil  within  reside. 
Shall  pour  thee  forth  a  youthful  progeny 
Glowing  with  health  and  beauty  (snch  the  dower 
Of  equal  ff  eav'n).   See,  how  the  ruddy  tribe 
Throng  round  the  threshold,  and,  with  vacant  f«M|i 
Salute  thee :  call  the  loiterers  into  use, 
And  form  of  these  thy  fence,  the  living  fence 
That  graces  what  it  guards.  Thou  tbink'st,  pcrchnce 
That,  skiird  in  Nature's  heraldry,  thy  ait 
Has,  in  the  limits  of  yon  fragrant  tuft. 
Marshal  I'd  each  rose^  that  to  the  eye  of  Jonn 
Spreads  its  peculiar  crimson :  do  not  err, 
Tbe  loveliest  still  is  wanting ;  the  fresh  rote 
Of  innoceuce,  it  blossoms  on  their  cheek. 
And,  lo,  to  thee  they  bear  it !  striviug  all. 
In  panting  race,  who  first  shall  reach  tbe  lawn. 
Proud  to  be  call'd  thy  shepherds.     Want,  alas ! 
Has  o'er  their  little  limbs  her  livery  hung. 
In  nmny  a  tatter>d  fold,  y^t  still  those  limbi 
Are  shapely ;  their  rude  locks  stalt  from  tiietr  biow. 
Yet,  on  that  open  brow,  its  dearest  throne. 
Sits  sweet  simplicity.    Ah,  clothe  the  troop 
In  st)ch  a  russet  garb  as  best  befits 
Their  pastoral  ofllce  ;  let  the  leathern  scrip 
Swing  at  their  side,  tip  thou  their  crook  with  itoel^ 
And  braid  their  hat  with  rushes;  then  to  each 
Assign  his  station  ;  at  tbe  close  of  eve. 
Be  it  theor  care  to  pen  in  hurdled  cote 
The  flock,  and  when  tbe  matin  prime  retuma. 
Their  care  to  set  them  free ;  yet  watchmg  stUl 
The  liberty  they  lend,  oft  abalt  thou  hear 
Their  whistle  shrill,  and  oft  their  fisithful  dof 
Shall  with  obedient  barkinp  fright  the  flock 
From  wrong  or  robbery.    Tbe  livelodg  day 
Meantime  rolls  lightly  o'er  their  happy  bokb  ; 
Tliey  bask  on  sunny  hillocks,  or  desport 
In  rustic  pastime,  while  that  loveliest  grace. 
Which  oaly  lives  in  action  unrestrain'd, 
To  ev'ry  simple  gesture  lends  a  diarm. 

Pride  of  the  year,  purpurea!  Spring  !  attend, 
Axifd^  in  the  cheek  of  these  sweet  innocents 
Behold  your  beauties  pictur'd.    As  the  cloud 
That  weeps  its  moment  from  thy  sapphire  Heev^n, 
They  frown  with  causeless  sorrow  ;  as -the  beam. 
Gilding  that  cloud,  with  causeless  mirth  they  smilt; 
Stay,  pitying  Time !  prolong  their  vernal  falisa. 
Alas !  ere  we  can  note  it  in  oar  song. 
Comes  manhood's  feverish  summer,  chill'd  foU  aooil 
By  cold  autumnal  care,  till  wintry  age 
Sinks  in  the  frore  seventy  of  de^. 

Ah  I  who,  when  such  life's  momentary  dream. 
Would  mfac  in  hireling  senates,  strenmous  there 
To  crush  the  venal  hydra,  whose  fell  crests 
Rise  with  recruited  venom  from  the  wound  ! 
Who,  for  so  vain  a  conflict  would  forego 
Thy  sylvan  haunts,  celestial  Solitude  I 
Where  self-improvement,  orown'd  with  self-contcn^ 
Await  to  Mess  thy  votary  ?     Nurtur'd  thus 
In  tranquil  groves,  list'nin^to  Nature's  voice. 
That  preach'd  from  wbbpering  trees,  and  babMinf 
A  lesson  seldom  learnt  in  reason's  school,   p>rook% 
The  wise  Sklontan  liv'd:  and,  tbo'  the  pest 
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Of  lawlett  tyrAnojr  aroand  liiin  rag^d ; 
Tho>  Simo,  great  alone  in  Persia's  goM, 
UncalPd,  uohattow'd  by  the  people's  choice, 
Usnq>*d  the  throne  of  hi«  brave  ancestor?, 
Vet  was  his  son!  all  peace ;  a  garden's  care 
His  only  thought,  its  channs  his  only  pride. 

Bat  now  the  conquering  arms  of  Macedon 
Had  bumbled  Persia.     Now  Pha^uicia's  realm 
Beceires  the  son  of  Ammou ;  at  whose  frown 
Her  tributary  kings  or  quit  their  thrones, 
Or  at  hit  smile  retain ;  and  Sidoo,  now 
Freed  from  her  tyrant,  points  the  victor's  step 
To  where  her  rightfbl  sov'reign,  doubly  dear 
By  birth  and  virtue ,  pmn'd  his  garden  grove. 

nVaa  at  that  early  hour,  when  now  the  Sao 
Behhid  majestic  Ijeho'non's  dark  veil 
Hid  his  ascending  splendour,   yet  thro'  each 
Her  cedar-vested  sides  his  flaunting  beams 
Shot  to  the  strand,  and  purpled  alt  the  qiain, 
Where  Commerce  saw  her  Sldon's  freighted  wealth. 
With  languid  streamers,  and  with  folded  sails, 
Float  in  a  lake  of  goW.    The  wind  was  husfa'd  j 
And,  to  the  beach,  each  slowly.lifted  wave, 
0«eping  with  silver  curl,  just  kist  the  shore, 
Ao4  slept  in  silence.    At  this  tranquil  hour 
Did  $Hlon*s  senate,  ami  the  Grecian  host, 
tod  by  the  conqueror  of  the  world,  approach 
The  secret  glade  that  veiPd  the  man  of  toil. 

Now  near  the  monntain^s  foot  the  chief  arrhr*d, 
IITiere  round  that  glade,  a  pointed  aloe  screen. 
Entwined  with  myrtle,  met  in  tangled  brakes. 
That  t)ar*d  all  entrance,  save  at  one  low  gate, 
Whose  time-disjointed  arch,  with  ivy  chdn'd, 
Bad  stoop  the  warrior  train.     A  pathway  brown 
Led  tbro'  the  pa<s,  meeting  a  fretful  brook, 
And  wandering  rtear  its  channel,  while  it  leapt 
O'er  many  a  rocky  fragment,  where  rude  Art 
Had  eas'd  perchance,  but  not  prescrlb'd  its  way. 

Cloae  was  the  vale  and  shady ;  yet  ere  long 
Its  forest  sides  retit^ng,  left  a  lawn 
Of  ample  circuit,  where  the  widening  stream 
Now  o'er  its  pebbled  channel  nimbly  tript 
In  many  a  lucid  maze.     Prom  the  flower'd  verge 
Of  this  Hear  rill  now  stray*d  the  devious  path, 
Amid  ambrosial  tufts  where  spicy  plants, 
Weeping  their  perfumM  tears  of  myrrh,  and  nard. 
Stood  crown'd  with  Sharon  s  rose  j  or  where,  apart. 
The  patriarch  palm  his  load  of  sugar'd  dates 
Showered  plenteous ;    where  the   fig,  of  standard 

strength, 
And  rich  pomegranate,  wrapt  in  dulcet  pulp 
Their  racy  seHs  ;  or  where  the  citron's  bough 
Bent  with  its  load  of  golden  fruit  mature. 
Meanwhile  the  lawn  beneath  the  scdtter'd  shade 
Spread  its  serene  extent ;  a  stately  file 
Of  circling  cvpre«s  mark'd  the  distant  bound. 

Now,  to  the  left,  the  path  ascending  pierc*d 
A  smaller  sylvan  theatre,  yet  deck'd 
With  more  majestic  foliage.     Cedars  here, 
Coeval  with  the  sky-cruwn'd  mountain's  self. 
Spread  wMe  their  giant  arms  ;  whence,  from  a  rock 
Craggy  and  bla<  k,  that  seem'd  its  fountain  head, 
The  stream  fell  headlong  ;  yet  still  higher  rose, 
Ev'n  in  th*  eternal  snows  of  Lebanon, 
That  hallowed  sprin?;  thence,  in  the  porous  earth 
Long  while  ineulph'd,  its  crystal  weight  here  forc'd 
Its  way  to  light  and  freedom.     Down  it  dash'd  5 
A  bed  of  native  marble  pure  receiv'd 
The  new-born  Naiad,  and  reposed  her  wave, 


Till  with  Ver-illowing  pride  it  skira'd  the  )«wn. 

Fronting  this  lake  there  rose  a  solemn  grot. 
O'er  which  an  ancient  vme  luxuriant  flang 
Its  purple  clusters,  and  beneath  its  roof 
An  unhewn  altar.     Rich  Sabtean  gums    , 
That  attar  piN,  and  there  with  torch  of  pine 
The  venerable  sage,  now  first  descrjr'd, 
The  fragrant  Incense  kindled.     Age  had  shed 
That  dust  of  silver  o'er  his  sable  locks, 
Which  spoke  his  strength  mature  beyond  its  prima. 
Yet  vigorous  still,  for  from  his  healthy  cheek 
Time  had  not  cropt  a  rose,  or  on  his  brow 
One  wrinkling  fnrrow  plough'd ;  hb  eagle  eye 
Had  all  its  youthful  lightening,  and  each  lilnb 
The  sinewy  strength  that  toil  demands,  And  gives. 

The  warriour  saw  and  paus'd  :  his  nod  withheld 
The  crowd  at  awful  distance,  where  their  eara, 
In  mute  attention,  drank  the  sage's  prayer. 
"  Parent  of  good,  ''he  cried*',  behold  the  gifts 
Thy  hnmble  votary  brings,  and  may  thy  smile 
Hallow  his  customed  offering.     Let  the  hand 
That  dealt  in  blood,  with  blood  thy  shrines  difltain  ; 
Be  mine  this  harmless  tribute.     If  it  speaks 
A  grateful  heart,  can  hecatombs  do  more  ? 
Parent  of  good  !  they  cannot    Purple  pomp 
May  Citll  thy  presence  to  a  protider  fane 
Than  this  poor  cave  ;  but  will  thy  presence  there 
Be  more  devoutly  felt  ?  Parent  of  good  ! 
It  will  not.     Here  then,  shall  the  prostrate  heart. 
That  deeply  feels  thy  presence,  lift  its  prayfr. 
But  what  has  be  to -ask  who  nothing  n^ds. 
Save  what,  unask'd,  is  from  thy  Heav'n  of  HeaVns 
Giv'n  in  diurnal  good  ?  Yet,  holy  power  I 
Do  all  that  call  thee  fisther  thus  exult 
In  thy  propitious  presence }  Sidon  sinks 
Beneath  a  tyrant's  scourge.    Parent  of  good ! 
Oh  free  my  capthre  coontry.**-^Sodden  here 
He  pausM  and  si?h'd.    And  now,  the  raptur'd  crowd 
Murmur  applau:>e :  he  heard,  he  tnroM,  and  saw' 
The  king  of  Macedon  with  eager  step 
Burst  from  his  warrior  phalanx.    From  the  jronth. 
Who  bore  its  state,  the  conqueror's  own  right  hand 
Snatch'd  the  rich  wreath,  arid  bound  it  on  liis  brow. 
His  swift  attendants  o'er  his  shoulders  cast 
The  robe  of  empire,  while  the  trumpet's  voice 
Proclaimed  him  king  of  Sidon.     Stem  he  stood. 
Or,  if  he  smil'd,  twas  a  contemptuous  smile. 
That  held  the  pageant  honours  in  disdam. 
Th^n  burst  the  people's  voice,  in  loud  acclaim. 
And  bade  him  be  their  father.     At  the  word. 
The  honour'd  blood,  that  warm'd  him,  flush'd  h\k 
His  brow  expanded  ;  his  exalted  step  [cheek  ; 

March'd  firmer ;  graciously  he  bow'd  the  head. 
And  was  the  sire  they  calPd  him.  **  Tell  me,  king," 
Young  Ammoo  cry*d,  while  o'er  his  bright* ningfbrm 
He  cast  the  gaee  of  wonder,  **  bow  a  soul 
Like  thine  could  bear  the  toils  of  penury  ?*' 
"  Oh  grant  me,  gods !"  he  an5wer»d,  "  so  to  bear 
This  load  of  royalty.     My  toil  was  crown*d 
With  blesshigs  lost  to  kings  ;  yet,  righteous  powers  1 
If  to  my  country  ye  transfer  the  boon, 
I  triumph  in  the  loss.     Be  mine  the  chains 
That  fetter  sov'reignty ;  let  Sitlon  smile 
With,  your  best  blessings,  liberty  and  peace," 


BOOK  THE  THIRD. 
Clos'o  is  that  curious  ear,  by  Death's  cold  hand, 
That  mark'd  each  erronr  of  nwjcar«lcsi  strain 
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With  hiod  mf9i(ibf;.io  wfaoiD  my  Mute 
Still  l6v*d  to  whisper,  what  the  mwot  to  sbg 
In  louder  aooeot ;  to  whose  taste  supreme 
She  first  and  last  appealed,  Dor  wish'd  (or  praise^ 
Save  when  his  sDile  was  herald  to  her  faine. 
Yes,  thou  art  gone  3  yet  friendship's  fkult'rinf  tongue 
Invokes  thee  still ;  and  still,  by  fancy  sooth'd, 
Fain  would  she  hope  her  Gray  attends  the  call. 
Why  then,  alas !  in  this  ny  fav'rite  haunt 
Place  I  the  am,  the  bust,  the  seulptur'd  lyre. 
Or  6x  this  votive  tablet,  fisir  inscribed 
With  numben  worthy  thee,  for  they  are  thine  } 
Why,  if  thou  hear'st  me  still,  these  symbols  sad 
Of  fond  memorial  ?  Ah  !  ny  pensive  soul  I 
He  hears  me  nol,  ner  ever  more  shall  hear 
The  theme  his  candour,  not  his  taste  approved. 

Oft,  **  smiKng  as  in  scorn,"  eft  would  he  cry, 
"  Why  waste  thy  numbers  on  a  trivial  ait. 
That  ill  can  mimic  even  the  humblest  charma 
Of  all-majestic  Nidure  ?'*  at  the  word 
His  eye  would  gbsoen,  and  his  accents  glow 
With  all  the  poet's  frenzy,  **  Sovereign  queen  ! 
Behold,  and  tremble,  while  thou  view'st  her  state 
Throned  on  the  heights  of  Skiddaw :  call  thy  art 
To  build  her  such  a  throne ;  that  art  will  feel 
How  vain  her  best  pretensions.    7>ace  her  oiaich 
Amid  the  purple  craggs  of  Borrowdale ; 
AikI  try  like  those  to  pile  thy  range  of  rock 
In  rude  tumultuous  chaos.    Seel  she  mounts 
Her  naiad  car,  and  down  Lodore's  dread  cliff 
Falls  many  a  lathom,  like  the  headlong  bard 
My  ftbling  hacy  pluog'd  in  Conway's  flood } 
Yet  net  tike  him  ta  sink  ht  endless  night : 
For,  on  its  boiling  bosom,  still  she  guides 
Her  buoyant  shell,  and  leada  the  wave  aloBg ; : 
Or  spreads  it  bread,  a  river,  or  a  lake. 
As  suiu  her  pleasure ;  will  thy  boldest  song 
E'er  brace  the  sinews  of  enervate  art  « 

Tb  such  dread  daring  ?  Will  h  ev^n.direet 
Her  hand  to  emulate  those  softer  charms 
That  deck  the  banks  of  Dove,  or  call  to  birth  . 
The  bare  romantic  craggs,  and  copses  green. 
That  sidelong  grace  her  circuit,  whence  the  rills. 
Bright  in  their  crjrstal  purity,  descend 
To  meet  their  sparkling  queen  ?  Around  each  Ibont 
The  baw-thoftti  crowd,  and  knit  their    blossom'd 

sprays 
To  keep  their  sources  sacred,    Here,  even  here. 
Thy  ait,  each  active  sinew  stretch'd  in  vain. 
Would  periih  in  its  pride.     Fkr  rather  tliou 
Confess  her  ucanty  power,  oorrect,  control* 
Tell  her  how  fisr,  nor  farther,  she  may  go ; 
And  rein  with  reason's  curb  fontastic  taste." 

Yes  I  will  hear  thee,  dear  lamented  shade. 
And  hoM  each  dictate  sacred.     What  remains 
Unsung  shall  so  each  leading  rule  select 
As  if  stiH  guided  by  thy  judgment  sage ; 
While,  as  still  modell'd  to  thy  curious  ear. 
Flow  my  melodious  nunsbers;  so  shall  praise, 
K  ought  of  praisci  the. verse  I  weave  may  claim. 
From  just  posterity  reward  my  song. 

Erewhilc  to  trace  the  path,  to  form  the  fence,  . 
To  mark  the  destinM  limits  of  the  lawn. 
The  Muse  with  measur'd  step,  preceptive,  pac'd. 
Now  from  the  surface  with  impatient  flight 
She  mounts,  Sylvanus  !  o'er  thy  world  of  shade 
To  spread  her  pmions»    Open  all  thy  glades. 
Greet  her  from  all  thy  echoes.    Orphsnis-like, 
Argi'4  with  the  spells  of  harmony  ahe  comes. 


To  read  thy  foreits  forth  to  loveEer  hmHi 
Where  Fancy  waits  to  fix  them  :  from  theM 
Where  now  they  lurk  the  calls  them  to  posMS 
Conspicuous  stations;  to  their  varied  fcrms 
All6ts  congenial  place ;  selects,  divides, 
And  blends  anew  in  one  Elysian  scene. 

Yet,  while  I  thus  exolt,  my  weak  tongue  feds 
Its  inclTectual  powers,  and  seeks  in  vain 
That  force  of  ancient  phrase  which,«peakiBg,  psisti, 
And  is  the  thing  it  sings.     Ah  Virgil !  why. 
By  thee  neglected,  was  this  loveliest  theme 
Left  to  the  grating  voice  of  modem  rsed  ? 
Why  not  array  it  hi  the  splendid  robe 
Of  thy  rich  diction,  and  consign  the  chsife 
To  Fame,  thy  hand-maid,  whose  immovtsl  ptoiM 
Had  bom  its  praise  beyond  the  bounds  of  Tise  ? 

Countless  is  Vegetation's  verdant  brood 
As  are  the  stars  that  stud  yon  cope  of  Heasss; 
To  marshal  all  her  tribes  in  order'd  file, 
Generic,  or  specific,  might  demand 
His  science,  wood'rous  SVede !  whose  ample  Wr 
Like  ancient  Ttulmor's  philosophic  king, 
Stretch'd  from  the  hyssop  creepmg  on  ths  wsU 
To  Lebanon's  pitMidest  cedars.    Skill  like  thii, 
Which  spans  a  third  of  Nature's  copious  rsstot 
Our  art  requires  not,  sedulovn  alone 
To  note  those  general  properties  of  fonn. 
Dimension,  growth,  duration,  strength,  and  bse^ 
Then  first  imprest,  when,  at  the  dawn  of  tine, 
The  form-deciding,  lire^inspiriug  word 
Pronoune'd  them  into  being.    These  prime  us* 
Distinctive,  docile  Memory  makes  her  ovo, 
That  each  its  shadowy  succour  may  eupP^T 
To  her  wish'd  purpose ;  first,  with  needfal  mOB, 
To  >eil  whate*er  of  wall,  or  fieoce  uncouth 
Disgusts  the  eye,  which  tyrant  use  has  itsr'd, 
And  stem  necessity  forbids  to  change. 

Lur'd  by  their  ha^  shoots,  and  branching  ito"^ 
Planters  tb^re  are  who  chnae  the  race  of  pme 
For  this  great  end,  erroneous ;  witless  they 
That  as  their  arrowy  heads  aamoH  the  iky, 
They  leave  their  shafts  nnfeatherNl:  rather  tbos 
Select  the  shrubs  that,  patient  of  the  kaifi^^^ 
Will  thank  thee  for  the  wound,  the  hardy  thoi^ 
Holly,  or  box,  privet,  or  pyracanth.    ^^  j^ 
They,  thickening  from  their  base,  witii  tewjW  m^f 
Will  soon  replenish  all  thy  judgment  pnio'd. 

But  chief,  with  wiHing  aid,  ber  glittefinf  ^i» 
Shall  England's  laurel  bring ;  swift  shall  wf/rj" 
Her  broad-leav'd  shade,  and  float  it  feir,  snd  «>o^ 
Proud  to  be  cali'd  an  inmate  of  the  sofl. 
r.et  England  prize  this  daughter  of  the  Es* 
Beyond  that  Latian  plant,  of  kmdied  name, 
That  wrcath'd  the  head  of  Julius ;  basely  tw»« 
Its  flattering  foliage  on  the  traitor's  ^"J^.  ,^^ 
Whocrush'dhis<xmntry'sfree(k»i.    ^pj^^* 
Ne'er  be  thy  Imghter  verdure  thus  debas  d . 
Far  happier  thou,  in  this  sequester^  **"TLi 
To  shroud  thy  poet,  who,  with  fcrt'rinr^**V 
Here  bade  thee  flourish,  and  with  r»*^lr^ 
Now  chants  the  praise  of  thy  msturer  blooi". 
And  happier  for  that  poet,  if  secure 
His  hearth  and  altars  fnim  the  plMtg  W^ 
Of  power,  his  little  eve  of  kwiely  We^^    ,^ 
May  hme  steal  en,  blest  with  the  h««tfw  «^ 
Thatcompeteaee  and  liberty  mspire.    ,.  ,^^^ 

Nor  are  the  plants  which  jnglani  c«»  "^  ^ 
Fe«r,nr  unlovely,  that,  with  laurel  jiA>d 
And  kindred  foliags  of  perennial  gre^^i 
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Will  form  m  doM-kait  cnrUra.    Shrabs  there  are 
Of  bolder  gitmtb,  that,  at  the  call  of  Spring, 
Burat  forth  in  bloMom'd  fragrance ;  lilacs  rob*d 
In  loov-white  innoeence,  or  purple  pride ; 
The  8weet  syrioga  3rielding  but  in  scent 
To  the  rich  orange ;  or  the  woodbine  wild 
That  loves  to  hang,  on  barren  boughs  remote, 
Her  wreaths  of  flowery  perfome.    These,  beside 
Myriads  that  here  the  Muse  neglecU'to  name, 
WUl  add  a  Temallostre  tothy  veil. 

And  what  if  chance  collects  the  rmn€d  tribes. 
Yet  fear  not  thou  but  unexpected  charms 
Will  from  their  union  start.    But  if  our  song 
Supply  one  precept  here,  it  bids  retire 
Each  leaf  of  deeper  dye,  and  lift  in  front 
Foliage  of  paler  verdure,  so  to  spread 
A  canvas,  whioh  when  touched  by  Autumn's  hand 
Shall  gleam  with  dusky  gold,  or  russet  rays. 
Bat  why  piepare  for  her  funereal  hand 
That  canvas }  she  but  oomes  to  dress  thy  shades, 
A*  l(Mrelier  victims  for  their  wintry  tomb. 
Bather  to  flowery  Spring,  to  Summer  bright. 
Thy  labour  ooneecrate ;  their  laughing  reign. 
The  youth,  the  manhood  of  the  growing  year. 
Deserves  that  labour,  and  rewards  its  pain. 
Yet,  heedful  ever  of  that  ruthless  time 
When  Winter  shakes  their  stems,  preserve  a  file 
With  ever-dnrrog  leaf  to  brave  his  arm,' 
And  deepening  spread  their  undiminished  gloom. 

But,  if  the  UXi  defect  demands  a  screen 
Of  fbrert  shade  high  tow'riog,  some  broad  roof 
Perchance  of  glaring  tile  that  guards  the  stores 
Of  Geres  ;  or  the  patch'd  disjointed  choir 
Of  aome  old  fane,  whose  steeple's  Gothic  pride 
Or  pinnacled,  or  spir'd,  wouM  bokler  rise 
**  In  tufted  trees  high  bosom'd«»  here  allot 
Owivcnient  space  to  plant  that  lofty  tribe 
Behind  thy  underwood,  lest,  o'er  it's  head 
The  forest  tjrrants  shake  their  lordly  arms. 
And  shed  their  baleful  dews.  Each  plant  that  springs 
Holds,  like  the  people  of  some  free-bom  state, 
Itsirightsfoirfranchis'd:  rooted  to  a  spot 
It  yet  has  claim  to  air;  from  liberal  Heaven 
It  yet  has  daim  to  sunshine,  and  to  showers : 
Air,  showers,  and  sunshine  are  iU  liberty. 

That  liberty  secur'd,  a  general  shade. 
Dense  and  impervious,  to  thy  wish  shall  rise 
To  hide  each  form  uncouth  ;  and,  this  obtain'd. 
What  next  we  from  the  Dryad  powers  implore 
Is  grace,  is  ornament:  for  see!  our  lawn, 
ThoQ^  clothed  with  softest  verdure,  though  reliev'd 
By  many  a  gentle  foil  and  easy  swell, 
Aq>ects  that  harmony  of  light,  and  shade, 
Which  foliage  only  gives.    Come  then,  ye  plants ! 
,  That,  like  the  village  troop  when  Maia  dawns, 
Delight  to  mingle  social;  to  the  crest 
Of  yonder  brow  we  s^iely  may  conduct 
Your  numerous  train ;  no  eye  obstructed  there 
Will  blame  yoor  interposed  society : 
But,  on  the  plain  below,  in  snigle  stems 
Disparted,  ar  in  sparing  groups  distinct. 
Wide  nittst  ye  stand,  in  wild,  disordered  mood, 
A*  if  the  seeds  fhMn  which  your  scyons  sprang 
Bad  there  been  scattered  from  the  affirighted  beak 
Of  some  maternal  bird  whom  the  fierce  hawk 
Pursned  with  felon  olaw.    Her  young  meanwhile, 
Calfow,  and  cold,  from  their  moss-woven  nest 
PMp  forth;  they  stretch  their  little  eager  throats 
Bsoed  tatlie  windy  and  plead  to  the  lone  spray 


Their  famisb'd  plaint  importunately  shrill» 

Yet  in  this  wild  disorder  Art  presides, 
DiBsigns,  corrects,  and  regulates  the  whole. 
Herself  the  while  unseen.    No  cedar  broad 
Drops  his  dark  curtain  where  a  distant  scene 
Demands  distinction.   .  Here  the  thin  abele 
Of  lofty  bole,  and  bare,  the  smooth-stem'd  beech. 
Or  slender  alder,  give  our  eye  free  space 
Beneath  their  boughs  to  catch  each  lessening  chanH 
Even  to  the  for  horizon's  azure  bound. 

Nor  will  that  sov'reign  arbitress  admit. 
Where'er  her  nod  decrees  a  mass  of  shade^ 
Plants  of  unequal  size,  discordant  kind. 
Or  rul'd  by  foliation's  different  laws; 
But  for  that  needfol  purpose  those  prefers 
Whose  hues  are  friendly,  wliese coeval  leaves 
The  earliest  open,  and  the  latest  fode. 

Nor  will  she,  scorning  truth  and  taste,  devote 
To  strange,  and  alien  soils,  her  9eed  ling  stems; 
Fix  the  dank  sallow  on  the  mountain's  brow. 
Or,  to  the  mo«-grown  margin  of  the  lake, 
Bid  the  dry  pine  descend.     From  Natnre^s  lawt 
She  draws  her  own :  Nature  and  she  are  one. 

Nor  will  she,  led  by  fashion's  lure,  select. 
For  objects  interpos'd,  the  pigmy  race 
Of  shrubs,  or  scatter  with  unmeaning  hand 
Their  oi&pring  o'er  the  lawn,  scorning  to  patdl 
With  many  a  meagre  and  disjointed  tuft 
Its  sober  surfoce  :  sidelong  to  her  path 
And  polisb'd  foreground  she  confines  their  growth 
Where  o'er  their  heads  the  liberal  eye  may  ranges 

Nor  will  her  prudence,  when  intent  to  form 
One  perfect  whole,  on  feeble  aid  depend. 
And  gpve  exotic  wonders  to  our  aaze. 
She  knows  and  therefore  fears  &e  foithles train; 
Sagely  she  ealls  on  those  of  hardy  class 
Indigenous,  who,  patient  of  the  change 
From  heat  to  cold  which  Albion  houriy  feels. 
Are  brac'd  with  strength  to  brave  iL  These  alooa 
She  plants  and  prunes,  nor  grieves  if  nicer  eyes 
Pronounce  them  vulgar.  These  slie  calls  her  friends^ 
That  veteran  troop  who  will  not  for  a  blast 
Of  nipping  air,  like  cowards,  quit  the  field. 

Far  to  the  north  of  thy  imperial  towers, 
Augusta !  in  that  wild  and  Alpine  vale. 
Thro' which  the  Swale,  by  mmmtani-torrents  swell'd^ 
Flings  his  redundant  stream,  there  liv'd  a  youth 
Of  polish'd  manners ;  ample  his  domain. 
And  fair  the  site  of  his  paternal  dome.    ' 
He  lov'd  the  art  1  sing ;  a  deep  adept 
In  Nature's  story,  well  he  knew  the  names    ' 
Of  all  her  verdant  lineage :  yet  that  skill 
Misled  his  taste ;  scornful  of  every  bloom 
That  spreads  spontaneous,  from  remotest  M 
He  brought  his  foliage ;  careless  of  its  cost. 
Even  of  its  beauty  careless :  it  was  rajne. 
And  therefore  beauteous.    Now  his  laurel  screen. 
With  rose  and  woodbine  negligently  wove. 
Bows  to  the  axe;   the  rich  magnolias  claim 
The  station ;  now  Herculean  beeches  feli'd 
Resign  their  rights,  and  warm  Virginia  sends 
Her  cedars  to  usurp  them ;  the  proud  oak 
Himself,  ev'n  he  the  sovereign  of  the  shade. 
Yields  to  the  fir  that  drips  with  Gilead's  balm. 
Now,  Albion,  gaze  at  glories  not  thy  own ! 
Pause,  rapid  Swale !  apd  see  thy  margin  crowQ*d 
With  all  the  pride  of  Qanges  :  rernai  showers 
Have  tix'd  their  roots ;  nutricions  summer  suns 
Favoured  their  growth ;  and  mildest  Antamn  fonlt 
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Benignant  Q*er  t]i«m :  Tigttriofl,  iur,  mid  tall« 
They  waft  a  gale  of  tpicei  o'er  the  flaiik 
But  Whiter  oomM,  and  with  him  watry  <fora. 
And  with  him  Boreaa  in  his  frozan  shroud.: 
The  savage  spirit  of  old  Swale  ia  itMU^d ; 
He  howls  amidst  his  itam.     At  the  dread  algfat 
The  ;aliens  stand  agh^at ;  they  how  their  heads* 
In  vain  the  glassy  penthoitsa  is  sopply'd :    v 
The  pelting  storm  with  icy  bolleu  hreaka 
Its  fragile  barrier ;  aee!  they  Me,  they  die. 

Wam*d  by  his  erreur,  lei  the  plgnter  shg^ 
These  shiY'jring  raritiea$  or  if,  to  please 
Tastidious  tashioB,  he  must  aeeds  allot 
Some  space 'for  foreign  lbliage»  let  him  ehuse 
A  sidelong  glade,  sheltered  ^om  east  and  •ortft^ 
And  free  to  southern  and  to  western  galeae 
There  let  him  fix  their  station*  thkher  wind 
Some  devious  path,  that,  from  the  chief  design 
Betach'd,  may  lead  to  when  they  aafely  bloook 
So  in  tiie  web  of  epic  song  sublime 
The  bard  Meonian  ihterieaaes  the  chama 
Of  softer  episode,  yet  le«ves  unbtoke 
The  golden  tbre^  of  his  miyeitic  theme* 

What  ^Ise  to  dion  of  formal,  hkb,  or  vaiD» 
Of  long-lin'd  yiatas,  or  ptantalioaa  quawl 
Our  former  straina  have  taught*    Iniboctios  now 
Withdraws;  she  knows  her  limilaj  knows  thadgaaea 
Is  caught  by  atroog  perception,  net  ivom  fulaa$ 
That  uodrest  Nature  claims  for  all  her  limbs 
Some  simple  garb  peculiar,  which,  howe'er 
Distinct  their  aise  and  shape,  is  simple  stiU : 
This  'gsri>  to  ehuse,  with  doUHug  dome,  or  tliia» 
A  t>ait  to  hide,  aoolher  to  adorn. 
Is  Teste's  important  task  $  preceptive  teng 
Ftom..enour  la  the  cfaote#csai  oaly  wan. 

Bnt  Tain  that  «arniagw»ice;  vainev'tyaki 
Of  genius,  judgment,  Mej^  to  secure 
The  planter^i  lasting  fome  t  there  is  a  power, 
A  hidden  power,  at  onee  hia  friend,  and  foe : 
'Tis  vegetatienr    Ovadoal  ta  his  groves 
Sl^  gives  their  wish*d  cfiiet ;  and,  thai  disfOayVl, 
Oh,  that  her  pewer  would  pause  !  but  active  ttill. 
She  8wells.each  stem,  praleogseaoh  vagmnihoogfa^ 
And  darts  with  nmeiDittiag  vigour  bold 
From  grace  to  wild  loxmrianee.    Happier  for  ^^ 
AfByou,  ye  soot  of  Claude }  wbo,6oBitbeauiic^ 
The  earth,  or  juioe  of  herb  or  fiower  coaeicte, 
Mingle  the  fuaaa  whence  your  AiuadiaaapDiBg  s 
The  beauteous  eutlineof  your  pictured  ahadea 
Still  keeps  the  bouodtyow  gara  it ;  time,,  that  palea 
Your  virkl  haes^  respeots  your  pleasing  forma* 
Not  so  our  landscapes  e  though^wB^pateilike.yott, 
We  paint  with  grewsng  colours  ^  cvhy.^war 
O'erpesiiag^hal  which  gives  the  hi«adth.Q£«hada 
We  sought,  by  lude  additioo  m$n  oureoeMb 

Rouse  then^  ye  binds  1    e4r.  yet  you.  desing 


Blot  out  the  purple  distance,  swift,  pwvent  [baiagfar 
The  spreading  evil  9  thin  the  eiBwded  glad«,< 
While  yet  of  slender  tin  each  stem.wtfl  thvivw  . . 
Transplanted  t  twfoe  fepeat  the  annuai  toil  $ 
Nor  let  the  aae  ha  bcak^  the  saw  its  tooth 
Refrain,  whene'er  seme  random  branch  haaatmjM 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  bcawty  ;  etsefuU  soen,     . 
Ev'n  ere  the  planter's  Itfo  has  peat  its.  prime^ 
Will  Albioo's  gardenlrown  an  Miaa  wild»    , 
Foreboding  fonis,  avaont  l  be  o«Nrt  4o  urge  > 
Each  present  purpose  by  Jwfaai  fofrenamg  meai  • 
May  work  fU  end  designU  Why-^sprawte 
"Bia 


Sadfotoftbeuroutten^?  Sn^lwe  pause 
To  give  the  charm  of  water  to  our  scene, 
For  tiMtt  the  coogr«gated  rains  may  swell 
Its  tide  into  a  flood  J  or  that  yon  Sua« 
Kow  on  the  Lion  mounted,  to  his  noon 
Impel  Is  him,  shaking  from  his  fiery  maoe 
A  heat  may  pafcb  iJts.chMael  I  O,  ye,pavasy 
|)eepen  your  dirippiog  ^oofo !  this  feverish  hoar 
Claims  alt  youx  ooolness^  m  you«  bpmid.a^ 
l^eraiit  me  to  forget  the  plapt^s^tq^f^ 
And  wbUe  1  woo  your  Naiads  to  iffyiaid« 
Involve  me  iq impenetrable  gipom,  , 

Blest  IS  tbe,maa  (^  blis^  be  huoNId  boast) 
Whose  fertile  soil  is  wanh'd  with  fiocv^uent  1 
And  springs  lalubriuwi :  he  disdains  t/o.  toss 
in  nmbow  dews  their  crystal  to  the  Sue  $ 
Or  sink  io  subterranean  cistems  deep ; 
lliat  so.  through  leaden  siphons  upward  drawn* 
Those  streams  may  leap  fantastic    He  his  ear 
^uts  to  the  tooefol  triAiug  of  the  bard, 
UIk)  tricked  a  gothic  tli^me  avth  clidsic  #owais^ 
And  Ming  eCfouotaias  bursting  from  the  sheUa 
Of  braa^  Triton^  spouting  tbrovigh  the  ja9» 
Of  Gordons,  Hydras,  and  Chimssras  dire. 

Peace  to  bis  maoeft !  let  the  nymphs  of  Seawa. 
Cherish  his  fomy.    Thy  poet,  Albiop  1  ,SjBoma» 
felv'n  for  »  eold  ^nconsoio^^s  eiemc;|it» 
To  forge  the  fetters  he,  would  scorn  to  wear* 
His  song  shall  reprobate. e^fih  ^^rt  yile. 
That  aims  to  force  the  fMuu^  of  the  stream, 
peyond  his  native  height,;  or  darea  to  pieiH 
Above  that  destin'd  lioe<  th*  unwilling  w^ve. 

Is  there  withju  the  circle  f4  thy,  view  , 
Some  sedgy  flat,  where  th«<late-F9>en'd,shoav«ift. 
^tand  brown,  srithunb)^jp»lc|^^  'tisthuhe4- 
On  which  an  ample  lal^a  in  cigfptal  peace  . 
Mi^bt  sleep  majfalift    Pause  w^  y^;  penrh^ipoa 
jSoipe  midway  channel,  whece  the  Sifild^sdinMy 
Might,  there  be  delv'd,  by  levels  d^ly.led 
In  bold  and  brakea  «urve« :  for  water.kwflf 
,  (A  wildjtr  outlme  than  th«  woodland  path* 
And  wmds  with  shorter  bend.    To  diwii^  tlie.  ra«t 
The  shelving  spade  may  toUf  till  wiiitfy  ihawww 
Find  tli#ir  free  ooone  <fown  each^deoUniw  beak*  • 
Quit  then  thethopghti  •  rivaff3  windim  fomw 
With  many  a  siwieaa  hi^,  apd  island  griWWh  - 
At  less  ei^Mmaa  <if  fobeuc  aad  oC  lllPd, 
Will  giv^  thee  ayial  beauty  !  S«ldoa|.Af4»  < 
Can  emulate  that  bopad  and  bokiexlaqt    . 
Which  chatma  in  iiativw  lakes$  aodJiiiliiif  Ikem, 
Her  wot|»  hetrny  theiitflheqiifter  9g4  nmifp    - 
And  dwindle  into  poohL    Kot:t|h«t  qurstmiibci ' 
Fastidious^  ahali  diada'm  a  s^iWl  fupptaa.        -^    - 
Of  atagk^l  fluid,,  ift  «<»ie  icwfie  ^qnfia^ 
Circled  with  vwiail  >hade»  vther»r  thrw^thak»fe% 
The  balf-admiiced  stttbWn  tmmhUng  playa 
OnitadearhaiBMH  whttre.»qwarift,6wlt     , 
Of  vaned^trihe,  aKLvaiied  ff^(^m.9mkt  ^o  .* 
And  where  the  finafftfraee^hiM^littflrai^acdis.^ 
Unwillingly  icneali  thtrc^  thanb^lMei^     « >u 
Where  hunts. the«tDtmH^feii|»9ClU«fi.0Nr.«r^  m-.- 
We acani these  wat'ry  patohea;  TlwaiihiiiH 
Seen  in  dujoinltrf  apoii^  wtwaj^UWdhidn  . . 
His  first  bold  praMwe^  ^mmhmttmo^mipmiki.  - 


Nbe  nstrnf^Mfffr^i^tc^mmmti 


A  chartaMd  t 

He,sdm»«mkLa 
Must  f 

ElkiilwseaMdKt  dirtaMa^  rdaeprjBiiitvdgli 
The  grav^flhaoBii  thaig 
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Closel  J  ooBoed  emch  terminatio;  boaod 
B  J  hill  or  shade  oppos'd ;  and  to  its  bank 
lifting  the  level  of  tbe  copious  stream, 
Most  there  retam  it    But  if  thy  faiot  springs 
Refuse  this  lar;^  supply,  steel  thy  inn  soul 
With  stoic  pride ;  imperfect  charms  despise : 
BcAQty,  like  viitae,  koows  no  groveling  mean. 

Who  but  must  pity  that  penurious  taate, 
Which  down  the  quiek-ilescending  vale  prolongs. 
Slope  below  slope,  a  stiff  and  unlinked  chain 
Of  Oat  canals ;  then  leads  the  stranger's  eye 
To  some  predestin'd  station,  there  to  catch 
Their  seeming  union,  and  the  fraud  approve  ? 
Who  hot  roust  change  that  pity  hito  scorn. 
If  dowD  each  verdant  slope  a  narrow  flight 
Of  central  steps  decline,  where  the  i^pare  streaia 
Steals  trickling ;  or,  withheki  by  cunning  skill, 
Hoards  its  scant  treasures,  till  the  master's  nod 
Decree  its  isti :  then  down  the  formal  stairs 
It  leaps  with  short-liv'd  fury ;  wasting  there. 
Poor  prodigal !  what  many  a  snmmer's  rain 
And  many  a  winter*s  snow  shall  late  restore. 

Learn  that,  whene'er  in  some  siiblimer  scene 
Imperial  Nature  of  her  headlong  floods 
Permits  our  imitation,  she  herself 
Prepares  their  reservoir ;  concealed  perehance 
In  neighb'riog  hills,  where  first  it  well  behoves 
Our  toil  to  search,  and  studiously  augment 
The  wat'ry  store  with  springs  and  sluices  drawn 
From  pools,  that  on  the  heath  drink  up  the  rain. 
Be  these  collected,  like  the  miser's  gold, 
In  one  tncreasmg  fund,  nor  dare  to  pour, 
Down  thy  impending  mound,  the  bright  cascade,  ' 
Till  richly  sore  of  its  redundant  fkll. 

That  mound  to  raise  alike  demands  thy  toil, 
Ere  Art  adorn  itasorfiice.    Here  adopt 
That  facile  OKide  which  his  inventive  powers 
First  plano'd,  who  led  to  rich  Mancnntum's  mart 
His  long-drawn  line  of  navigated  stream. 
Stupendous. task  f  in  vain  stood  towVing  hills 
Opposed ;  in  vain  did  ample  Irwell  pour 
Her  tide  transverse :  he  pierc'd  the  tow'ring  hill. 
He  bridged  the  ample  tide,  and  high  in  air, 
And  deep  thnMigh  earth,  his  freighted  barge  be  bore. 
This  made  shall  temper  ev*n  the  lightest  soil 
Firm  to  thy  purpose.    Then  let  tasta  select 
Tbe  unhewn  fragments,  that  may  give  its  front 
A  rocky  rudeness ;  pomted  some,  that  there  [smooth, 
The  frothy    spouts  may  breaik;     some  slanUng 
That  there  in  siWer  sheet  the  wave  may  sKde. 
Here  too  mflK  some  moss-grown  trunks  of  oak 
Romantic,  tum'd  by  gelid  lakes  to  stone. 
Yet  so  dispos*d  as  if  they  owed  their  change 
To  what  they  now  control.    Then  open  wide 
Thy  flood-gates;  then  let  down  thy  torrent:  then 
Rgoioe;  as  if  the  thundering  Tees' himself 
Reign'd  there  amid  his  cataracts  suMinse.    [sehres, 

iUid  thou  hast  cause  (br  triumph  !  Kings  them- 
Wtth  aU  a  nation**  wealth,  an  army's  toil, 
If  Nature  frown  averse,  shall  ne'er  achieve 
Suehwonden:  Nature's  was  the  glorious  gift ; 
Thy  art  her  owmal  handmaid.     Listening  youths  I 
To  whose  rageanoos  hearts  I  still  address 
Tbe  friandlf  strain,  from  such  severe  attempt 
Let  prudence  want  yosi*    Turn  to  this  clear  rill. 
Which,  while  I  Md  yenr  bold  ambition  cease, 
Rune  mvmraring  at  my  aide ;  o'er  many  a  rood 
Your  BkiH  nay  lead  the  wanderer  j  many  a  mound 
Of  pchhiM  nriiei  t«  IM  hor  hi  her  ooune 


Impatient : '  louder  then  will  be  her  song : 
For  she  will  'plain,  and  gurgle,  as  she  goes, 
As  does  the  widow*d  ring-dove.    Take,  vain  pomp  t 
Thy  lakes,  thy  long  canals,  thy  trim  cascades. 
Beyond  them  all  true  taste  frill  dearly  prize 
This  little  dimpHng  treasure*    BAark  the  clef^ 
Through  which  she  bursts  to  day.    Behind  that  rook 
A  Naiad  dwells;  lineia  is  her  names 
And  she  has  sisters  in  contiguous  c^. 
Who  never  saw  tbe  Sun.     Fond  Pauoy*s  eye. 
That  inly  gives  locality  and  form 
To  what  she  prizes  best,  full  oft  pervades 
Those  hidden  caverns,  where  pale  chrysolites. 
And  glitteang  spars  dart  a  mysterious  glean 
Of  inborn  lustre  from  tlie  garish  day 
Unborrow'd.    There,  by  the  wild  goddess  led. 
Oft  have  1  seen  them  bending  o'er  their  urns, 
Chanting  altemate  airs  of  Dorian  mood,         [looks 
While  smooth  they  comb'd  their  moist  cerulean 
With  vhells  of  living  pearl.     Yes,  let  me  own, 
To  these,  orV:laasic  deities  like  these. 
From  very  childhood  was  I  prone  to  pay 
Harmless  idolatry.     My  infant  eyea 
First  opea'd  on  that  bleak  and  baist'rous  shore. 
Where  Humber  weds  the  nymphs  of  Trent  and  Ouae 
To  his,  and  Ocean^s  Tritons?  tbeuce  full  soon 
My  youth  retir'd,  and  left  the  busy  strand 
To  commerce  and  to  care.     In  Misrgaret's  grove. 
Beneath  whose  time-worn  shade  old  Camas  sleopi. 
Was  next  my  tranquil  station :  Science  there 
Sat  musing :  and  to  those  that  lov'd  the  lore 
Pointed,  with  mystic  wand,  to  truths  involv'd 
In  geometric  symbols,  scorning  those. 
Perchance  too  much,  who  woo'd  the  thriftless  Muse. 
Here,  though  in  warbling  whisper  oft  I  breath'd 
The  lay,  were  wanting,  what  yonag  Fancy  deems 
Tbe  life-springs  of  her  being,  rocks,  and  oaves. 
And  huddling  brooks,  and  torrent-falls  divine. 
In  quest  of  these,  at  summer's  vacant  hour, 
Pleas'd  would  I  stray,  when  in  a  northern  vale. 
So  chance  ordain'd,  a  Naiad  sad  I  founds 
Robb'd  of  her  silver  vase ;  I  sooth'd  tbe  nymph 
With  song  of  sjrmpathy ,  iad  curst  tbe  fiend 
Who  stole  tbe  gift  of  Thais.    Hence  the  cause 
Why,  favoorHl  by  the  blue-ey'd  sisterhood. 
They  sooth  with  songs  my  solitary  ear. 

Nor  is  Lineia  silent^*'  Long,"  she  cries^ 
**  Too  long  has  man  wag'd  sacrilegious  war 
With  the  vest  elements,  and  chief  with  that. 
Which  eld^r  Thales,  and  the  bard  of  Thebes 
Held  first  of  things  terrestrial ;  nor  misdeem'd : 
For,  when  the  Spirit  creative  dcign'd  to  jnove. 
He  mov'd  upon  the  waters.    O  revere 
Our  power:  for  were  its  vital  force  withheld. 
Where  then  were  vegetation's  vernal  bloom. 
Where  its  autumnal  wealth?  but  we  are  kind 
As  posrerful;  O  let  reverence  lead  to  love. 
And  both  to  emulation !  Not  a  rill. 
That  winds  its  sparkling  current  o'er  the  plain. 
Reflecting  to  the  Sun  bright  recompense 
For  ev'ry  beam  be  lends,  but  reads  thy  soul 
A  generous  lecture.    Not  a  pansy  pale, 
That  drinks  its  daily  nurture  from  that  rill. 
But  breathes  in  fragrant  accenU  to  thy  soul, 
*  So  by  thy  pity  cheer'd,  the  languish'd  head 
Of  Poverty  might  smile.'    Who  e'er  beheld 
Our  humble  train  forsake  their  native  vale 
To  climb  the  haughty  hill  ?  Ambition,  speak  1 
He  bluribcs,  and  is  mute^    When  did  oar  stiaams^ 
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By  force  cRipeiit»  m  d«1l  ftagnotion  sleep  ?  . 

Let  Sloth  unfold  hit  arms  and  tell  the  timew 

Or,  if  the  tyranny  of  Art  infringed 

Our  rights,  when  did  cor 'patient  floods  sabmit 

Without  recoil  ?  Servility  retires, 

And  cUnks  his  gilded  chain.    O,  learn  firom  us, 

Aad  teU  k  to  thy  nation,  British  bard  ! 

Uncoib'd  Ambition,  unresisting  Sloth, 

And  base  Dependence  are  tlie  fiends  accurst 

That  pull  down  mighty  empires.     If  they  acoiii 

The  awful  truth,  be  thine  to  hold  it  dear. 

So,  through  the  tale  of  life,  tliy  flowing  hours 

Shall  glide  serene ;  and,  like  Uneia's  rill, 

Their  free,  yet  not  licentious  course  fblfilPd, 

Sink  io  the  ocean  of  eternity." 


BOOK  THE  FOURTH^ 

Nor  yet,  divine  Simplicity,  withdraw 

That  aid  auspicious,  which,  in  Ait's  domain* 

Already  has  reformed  whatever  prevailed 

Of  foreign,  or  of  false ;  has  led  the  curve 

Thati>^ature  loves  thro*  all  her  sylvan  haunts  j 

Has  std'n  the  fence  unnotio'd  that  arrests 

Her  yagrant  herds ;  giv*n  lustre  to  her  lawns* 

.Okiom  to  her  groves,  and,  in  expanse  serene* 

Devdv'd  that  wat'ry  mirror  at  her  fo^t, 

0*er  which  she  loves  to  bend  and  view  her  chaiiQ$. 

And  tell  me  thou,  whoever  hatt  new-arrang'd 
By  her  chaste  rules  thy  garden,  if  thy  heart 
J'eeb  not  the  warm,  the  aelf-dilating  glow 
Of  true  benevolence.    Thy  flocks,  thy  herds. 
That  browze  luxurious  o'er  those  very  plots 
Which  once  were  barren,  bless  thee  for  the  change  ; 
The  birds  of  air  (which  thy  funereal  yews 
Of  shape  uncouth,  and  leaden  sons  of  earths 
Antsus  and  Eoceladus,  with  dubs 
Uplifted,  long  liad  feightedikom  the  scene) 
Now  pleas'd  return,  they  perdi  on  ev»ry  spray. 
And  swell  their  little  throats,  aad  warble  wild 
Their  vernal  minstrelsy ;  to  Heav'n  and  thee 
It  is  a  hymn  of  thanks :  do  thou,  like  Heaven, 
With  tutelary  care  reward  their  song. 

Ere-while  the  Muse,  industrious  to  combine 
Kature^s  own  charms,  with  these  alone  adom'd 
niie  genius  of  the  scene  $  but  other  gifts 
She  has  ra  store,  which  gladly  now  she  brings. 
And  he  shall  proudly  wear«  Know,  when  she  broke 
The  spells  of  fashion,  from  the  crumbling  wreck ' 
Of  her  enchantments  sagely  did  she  cull 
Those  reliques  rich  of  old  Vitruvian  skill, 
With  what  the  sculptor's  hand  in  classic  days 
Made  breathe  in  brass  or  marble ;  these  the  hag 
Had  purloin'd,  and  disposed  in  Fdly's  fane ; 
To  him  these  trophies  of  her  victory 
She  bears ;  and  where  hu  awful  nod  ordains 
Conspicuous  means  to  place. .  He  shall  dnect 
Her  dubious  judgment,  from  the  various  hoard 
Of  ornamental  treasures,  bow  to  chuse 
The  simplest  and  the  best ;  on  these  liis  seal 
Shall  stamp  g^eat  Nature*t  image  and  his  own. 
To  charm  for  unborn  ages. — Fliug  the  rest 
Back  to  the  beldame,  bid  her  whirl  rbem  all 
In  her  vain  vortex,  lift  them  now  to  day. 
Now  plunge  in  night,  as,  thro'  the  humid  rack 
Of  April  cknid*  swift  fliu  the  tnsmbling  beam. . 


But  precepts  tire,  and  this  fMSkm  af» 
Rejects  the  strain  didactic :  try  we  then  * 
In  livelier  narrative  the  trutha  to  veil ' 
We  dare  npt  dictate.    Sons  of  AUmoo,  hear ! 
The  tale  1  tell  b  full  of  strange  event. 
And  piteous  chncimistance;  yet  deem  not  ye. 
If  names  I  feign,  that  therefore  fects  are  feignTd : 
Nor  hence  refose  (what  most  augments  the  < ' 
Of  storied  woe)  that  fond  credulity 
Which  binds  th'  aUeptive  soul  in  closer  chains. 

At  manhood's  prime  Alcander's  duteous  tear 
Fell  on  his  fiatther's  grave.    The  feir  domain* 
Which  then  became  his  ^mple  heritage. 
That  father  had  reform'd ;  each  line  destroy'd 
Which  Belgic  dulness  plann'd ;  and  Nature's  eelf 
Restoed  to  all  the  righu  »he  wish'd  to  daim. 

Crowning  a  gradual  hill  his  mansion  roae 
In  ancient  EngUsh  grandeur:  turrets,  spires* 
And  windows,  climbing  high  from  base  to  roof 
In  wide  and  radiant  rows,  bespoke  its  birth    . 
Coeval  with  those  rich  cathedral  fiuies, 
(Gothic  ill-naro'd)  where  harmony  results 
From  disunited  parts ;  and  shapes  minnli^ 
At  ence  distinct  and  blended,  boldly  form 
One  vast  majestic  whole.    No  modem  art 
Had  marr'd  with  misplac'd  symmetry  the  pile. 
Alrander  held  it  sacred :  on  a  height. 
Which  westering  to  its  site  the  front  eurvey^d* 
He  first  his  taste  employHl :  for  there  a  line   . 
Of  thinly  scatter'd  beech  too  tamely  broke 
The  blank  horizon.   "  Draw  we-round  yon  knourl," 
Alcander  cry'd,  **  in  stately  Norman  mode* 
A  wall  embaltled ;  and  within  its  guard 
Let  every  structure  needful  form  form 
Arise  in  castle-semblanoe ;  the  huge  bam 
Shall  with  a  mock  portcullis  arm  the  gate* 
Where  Ceres  entering,  o'er  the  flail-proof  floor 
In  golden  triumph  rides ;  some  tower  rotund 
Shall  to  the  pigeons  and  their  callow  jrouog 
Safe  roost  afford ;  and  ev'ry  bottresa  broad* 
Whose  proud  prq^eotion  seems  a  mass  of  stooe* 
Give  space  to  stall  the  heifinr,  and  the  tteed. 
So  shall  each  part,  tho*  tum'd  to  rural  use. 
Deceive  the  eye  with  those  bokl  feudal  fbrma 
That  Fancy  loves  to  gaae  on."    This  achieve 
Now  nearer  home  he  calls  returning  Art 
To  hide  the  structure  nule  where  Winter  pomda 
In  conic  pit  his  congelations  hoar. 
That  Summer  may  his  tepid  beverage  cool 
With  the  chill  luxury ;  his  dairy  too 
There  stands  of  fon^  unsightly:  both  to  veil. 
He  builds  of  old  disjointed  moss-growii  atone 
A  thne>struck  abbey.    An  impending  grove 
S&reens  it  behind  with  reverential  shade ; 
While  bright  in  front  the  stream  reflecting  sprrade* 
Which  winds  a  mimic  river  o'er  his  lawn. 
The  fene  cooventnal  there  is  dimly  seen^ 
The  mitred  wUidow,  and  the  cloiater  pale* 
With  niany  a  mouldering^oolumn ;  ivy  soon 
Round  the  rude  <^hinks  her  net  of  foliage  i_ 
Its  verdant  meshes  seem  to  prop  the  walU  ~ 

One  luitive  glory,  nsore  than  all  sublime, 
Alcander's  scene  possest :  'twas  Ocean's  self-»— 
He,  boi«t'rous  king*  against  the  easteni  di& 
Dash'd  his  white  foam ;  a  iMfdani  vale  between 
Gave  splendid  ingress  to  his  world  of  wavee. 
Slanting  this  vale  theHnMoni  of  that  clear  atieaai 
Lay  hid  in  shade,  whksh  sfowiy  lav^  his  laws: 
Bat  there  jet  free,  4ha  rill  numU  i 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


THE  ENGLISH  GARDEN.    Book  IV. 


999 


Aod  huniad  to  Um  miiii.    Tbe  dell  it  past 

AVm  rocky  and  ratir'd :  here  Aitwith  eaia 

Miffat  lead  it  o'er  a  f rot,  and  filter'd  tbere. 

Teach  it  to  iparkle  down  its  crag^  tides. 

And  fall  and  tinkle  00  its  pebbled  floor. 

Here  then  that  grot  he  builds,  and  concha  iHth  span, 

Moas  petrified  with  branching  corallines 

Id  mingled  mode  arranges :  ail  found  here 

Propriety  of  place  ;  what  Tiew'd  the  main 

Might  well  the  shelly  gifts  of  Thetis  bear. 

Not  to  the  inland  cave :  with  richer  store      [yield 

Than  thoee  the  neighboring  mines  and  mountains 

To  hang  its  roof,  would  seem  incongruous  pride. 

And  fright  the  local  genius  firom  the  scene. 

One  Teroal  morn,  as  urging  here  tbe  work 
Surrounded  by  h'ls  hinds,  from  inild  to  cold 
Tbe  season  changed,  from  cold  to  sodden  storm, 
From  storm  to  whiHwind.    To  the  angry  main 
Swiftly  be  turns  and  sees  a  laden  ship 
Dismasted  by  its  rage.     '*  Hie,  hie  we  all," 
Alcander  cry'd,  '*  quick  to  the  neighboring  beach." 
They  flew ;  they  came  but  only  to  behold. 
Tremendous  sight  1  the  vessel  dash  its  poop 
Amid  tbe  boiling  breakers.    Need  I  tell 
What  strenuous  arts  were  us'd,  when  all  were  us*d. 
To  save  tbe  sinking  crew  }  One  tender  maid 
Alone  escap'd,  sav'd  by  Alcaoder's  arm. 
Who  boldly  swam  to  snatch  her  from  the  plank 
To  which  she  feebly  clung ;  swiftly  to  shore. 
And  swifter  to  his  home  the  youth  convey 'd 
His  day-cold  prize,  who  at  his  portal  fir^ 
By  one  deep  sigh  a  sign  of  iifis  betray*d. 

A  maid  so  saT*d,  if  but  by  Nature  blest 
With  common  charms,  had  soon  awak'd  a  flame 
More  strong  than  pity,  in  that  melting  heart 
Which  pity  warm*d  before.     But  she  was  fair 
As  poets  picture  Hebe,  or  the  Spring ; 
Oraoeftil  withal,  as  if  each  limb  were  cast 
In  that  ideal  mould  whence  Raphael  drew 
His  Galatea :  yes,  th*  impassion'd  youth 
Felt  more  than  pity  when  he  view*d  her  charms. 
Yet  she,  (ah  strange  to  tell)  tho'  much  he  lov*d, 
Supprest  as  much  that  sympathetic  flame 
Which  lore  like  his  should  kindle :  did  he  kneel 
In  rapture  at  her  feet  ?  %tit  bow'd  the  head, 
And  coldly  bad  him  rise ;  or  did  he  plead. 
In  terms  of  purest  passion,  for  a  smile  ? 
She  gave  hhn  but  a  tear :  bis  manly  form. 
His  virtues,  ev*n  tbe  courage  that  preserved 
Her  life,  beseemed  no  sentiment  to  wake 
Warmer  than  gratitude ;  and  yet  the  love 
Withheld  from  him  she  freely  gave  his  scenes ; 
On  all  their  charms  a  just  applause  bestow'd ; 
And,  if  she  e*er  was  happy,  only  then     [displayed 
When  wandVing  where  those  charms  were  most 
As  thro*  a  neighboring  grove,  where  ancient  beech 
Their  awful  foliage  flung,  Alcander  led 
The  pensive  maid  along,  *'  Tell  me,"  she  cryM, 
*'  Why,  00  these  forest  features  all- intent, 
Bsrbears  my  friend  some  scene  distinct  to  give 
To  Flora  and  her  fragrance  ?  Well  I  know 
That  in  the  general  landscape's  broad  expanse 
Their  little  blooms  are  lost ;  but  here  are  glades, 
Qrcled  with  shade,  yet  pervious  to  the  Sun, 
Where,  if  enamelFd  with  their  rainbow-huos. 
The  eye  would  catch  their  splendour :  turn  thy  taste, 
EVn  in  this  grassy  cireloi^rbere  we  stand,     [bower. 
To  form  their  ploU;    there  weave   a  woodbine 
'^BdciUthitbcfwcrMeriiiaV    At  the  word 


Alcander  mil'd ;  his  fiuMSy  instant  form'd 

The  fragrant  scene  she  wish'd;  and  Love,  with  Ait 

Uniting,  soon  producod  the  finished  whole. 

Down  io  the  south  the  glade  by  nature  leaned  ; 
Art  (brm'd  tbe  slope  still  softer,  opening  thert 
Its  foliage,  and  to  each  Etesian  gala 
Admittance  free  dispensing ;  thickest  shade 
Guarded  the  rest — His  taste  will  best  oonceive 
The  new  arrangement,  whose  free  footsteps,  us'd 
To  forest  haunts,  have  piero*d  their  opesing  dells. 
Where  frequent  tufts  of  sweethriar,  box,  or  thoroy 
Steal  on  the  gi«en  sward,  but  admit  fiUr  space 
For  many  a  mossy  maze  to  wind  between. 
60  here  did  Art  arrange  her  flow'ry  groupt 
Irregular,  yet  not  in  patches  quaint, 
But  interposed  between  tbe  wandering  lines 
or  shaven  turf  which  twisted  to  the  path. 
Gravel  or  sand,  that  in  as  wild  a  wave    . 
Stole  round  the  verdant  limits  of  the  scene  ; 
Leading  the  eye  to  many  a  sculptuiM  bust 
On  shapely  pedestal,  of  sage  or  bard. 
Bright  heire  of  fame,  who  living  lov'd  the  haunts 
So  (ngnnt,  so  sequestered.    Many  sn  um 
There  too  had  place,  with  votive  lay  inscribed 
To  Freedom,  Friendship,  Solitude,  or  Love,  [change. 

And  now  each  flow'r  that  bears  transplanting 
Or  blooms  indigenous,  adonrd  the  scene : 
Only  Nerina's  wish,  her  woodbine  bower, 
Remain*d  to  crown  the  whole.    Here,  far  beyond 
That  humble  wish,  her  lover's  genius  fbrm*d 
A  glittering  fane,  where  rare  and  alien  plants 
Might  safely  flourish }  where  the  citron  sweet. 
And  fragrant  orange,  rich  in  frait  and  flowers. 
Might  hang  their  silver  stars,  their  golden  globes, 
On  the  same  odorous  stem :  yet  scorning  there 
Tbe  glassy  penthouse  of  ignoble  fbnn» 
High  on  Ionic  shafts  he  bad  it  tower 
A  proud  rotunda ;  to  its  sides  oonjoin'd 
Two  broad  piazzas  in  theatric  curve. 
Ending  in  equal  porticos  sublisDe. 
Glass  rooTd  the  whole,  and  sidetoog  to  the  south 
Twixt  ev'ry  fluted  column,  lightly  reared 
Its  wall  pellucid.     All  within  was  day. 
Was  genial  Summer's  day,  for  secret  stoves 
Thro'  all  the  pile  solstitial  warmth  conveyed. 

These  led  thro'  isles  of  fragrance  to  the  dome. 
Each  way  in  circling  quadrant     That  bright  spaot 
Guarded  the  spicy  tribes  from  Afric^s  shore. 
Or  In6,  or  Araby,  Sabaan  pUnts 
Weeping  with  nard,  and  balsaou     In  the  midst 
A  statue  stood,  the  work  of  Attic  art ; 
Its  thin  light  drapery,  cast  hi  fluid  folds, 
Proctaim'd  its  ancientry ;  all  save  the  bead. 
Which  stole,  (for  Love  is  prone  to  gentle  thefb) 
The  features  of  Nerina;  yet  that  head. 
So  perfect  in  resemblance ;  all  its  air 
So  tenderiy  impassion'd ;  to  ^e  trunk, 
VMiich  Grecian  skill  bad  fbrm'd,  so  aptly  johi'd, 
Phidias  himself  might  seem  to  have  inspired 
The  chissel,  brib'd  to  da  tbe  am'rous  fraud. 
One  graceful  hand  held  forth  a  flow'ry  wreath, 
Tbe  other  prest  ber  zone ;  while  round  the  base 
Dolphins,  and  Triton  shells,  and  plants  marine 
Prociaim'd,  that  Venus,  rising  from  the  sea, 
Had  veil'd  in  Flora's  modest  vest  her  charms. 

Such  was  the  fane,  and  such  the  deity 
Who  seem'd,  with  smile  auspicious,  to  inhale 
That  incense  which  a  tributary  world 
From  aU  its  regions  round  her  altar  breath'd : 
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And  yet,  when  ttf  t^  shrine  Alonder  led 

Hie  Inring  goddess,  only  with  a  sigh, 

And  sUrttogtear,  the  statue  and  the  dooM 

RehicUntiy  she  view'd.    And  •'  Why,"  she  eryV), 

"  Why  woald  my  best  ppeseircr  here  erect, 

With  all  the  food  idolatry  of  lore, 

A  wretch's  image  whom  his  pride  should  scorn, 

(For  so  his  country  bids  him)  ?  Drive  me  heoce^ 

Transport  me  quick  to  Gallia's  hostile  shore, 

Hostile  to  thee,  yet  not,  alas  !  to  hier, 

Who  there  was  meant  to  scgoum :  there,  perchance, 

My  fisther,  wafted  by  more  prosp^rons  gales, 

Now  mourns  his  daughter  lost ;  my  brother  there 

Perhaps  now  sooths  that  ▼operable  age       [chance 

He  should  not  sooth  alone.     Vain  thought !  per- 

Both  perished  at  Esopus — do  not  bluSh, 

It  was  not  Iboa  that  lit  the  ruthless  flame ; 

It  was  not  thou,  that,  like  remorseless  Cdn, 

Thirsted  for  brother's  blood :  thy  heart  disdahn 

The  savage  imputation.    Rest  thee  there. 

And,  tbo*  thou  pitiest,  yet  forbear  to  grace, 

A  wretched  alien,  and  a  rebel  deem'd, 

With  honours  ill-beseeming  her  to  claim. 

My  wish,  thou  know*8t,  was  humble  as  my  state ; 

I  only  b^rg'd  a  Kttle'i^odbine  bower. 

Where  1  might  sK  and  weep,  while  ail  around 

The  lillies  and  the  blue  bells  h^ng  their  heads 

In  seeming  sympathy."    **  Does  then  the  scene 

Displease  ?"  the  disappointed  lover  cty*d  ; 

"  Alas  !  too  much  it  pleases,"  sigh'd  the  fair  ; 

"  Too  strongly  paints  the  passion  which  stem  Fate 

Forbids  me  to  return ;"  **  Dost  thou  then  love 

Some  happier  youth  ?**  "  No;  tell  tiiy  generous 

soul 
Indeed  I  do  not"    Moi^  she  would  have  said. 
But  gushing  grief  prevented.    Fhim  the  hat 
Silent  he  led  her,  as  from  Eden's  bower 
The  sire  of  men  his  weeping  partner  led. 
Less  lovely,  and  less  innocent  than  riie. 

Yet  still  Alcander  hop'd  what  last  she  sigh'd 
Spoke  more  than  gratitude :  the  war  might  end ; 
Her  father  might  consent ;  for  that  alone 
Now  seem'd  the  duteous  barrier  to  his  bliss. 
Already  had  he  sent  a  fkithfhl  friend 
To  learn  if  France  the  reverend  exile  held : 
That  friend  retum'd  not    Mean-while  ev'ry  sun 
Which  new  (a  year  elapsed)  diurnal  rose 
Beheld  her  still  more  pensive;  inward  pangs 
From  grieTs  concealment,  houriy  seem'd  to  force 
Health  from  her  cheek,  and  quiet  ftrom  her  soul. 
Alcander  moum'd  the  change,  yet  still  he  hop'd  ; 
For  Love  to  Hope  his  flickering  taper  lends. 
When  Reason  with  Ms  steady  torch  retnnes : 
Hence  dkl  he  try  by  ever-varyfng  arts, 
And  scenes  of  novel  charm  her  grkf  to  cahn. 

Nor  did  he  not  empfoy  the  syren  powers 
Of  music  and  of  song ;  or  Painting,  i^me. 
Sweet  source  of  pure  delight !  But  I  record 
Those  arb  alone,  which  form  my  sylvan  theme. 

At  stated  hours,  tail  oft  had  he  observed. 
She  fed  with  welcome  grain  the  housiibold  fowl 
That  trespass'd  on  his  hum ;  this  wak'd  a  widi 
To  give  her  foatheiM  fvvVttes  space  of  hind, 
And  hike  appropriate  t  m  a  neighb'ihig  copse 
He  phintt'd  the  scene ;  for  there  the  crystal  i^ring. 
That  form'd  his  river,  firom  a  rocky  deft; 
First  bubbling  broke  taday ;  and  spineading  tiiere 
Slept  on  iu rashes.    *' Heremy  d^fmg hhids,** 
He  C17M,  »  slidl  MM  the  iMrshy  edM  Tem^ve, 


And  spread,  in  brief  extent,  a  glittering  lake 
Cheqner'd  with  isles  of  verdure ;  on  yon  rock 
A  sculptnr^  riviferHmd  shall  rest  bis  urn ; 
And  thro'  that  urn  the  native  fountain  flow. 
Thy  wishM-lbr  bowf  r,  Nerina,  shall  adora 
The  southern  bank ;  the  downy  race,  that  swim 
The  hike,  or  pace  the  shore,  with  livelier  eharoie 
Yet  no  less  rural,  here  will  meet  thy  glance. 
Than  flowers  inanimate."    Full  soon  was  sooopt 
The  wat'ry  bed,  and  soon  by  mai^  green 
And  rising  banks  enclos'd ;  the  highest  gave 
Site  to  a  rustic  fobric,  shelving  deep 
Within  the  thicket,  and  in  front  compost 
Of  three  unequal  arches,  fowly  all 
The  surer  to  expel  the  noontide  glare. 
Yet  yielding  liberal  inlet  to  the  scene  ; 
Woodbhie  with  jasmme  cardessly  entwm^ 
GonceaI'd  the  needfhl  masonry,  and  buof  * 
In  free  festacms,  and  vested  all  the  celt 
Hence  dkl  the  lake,  the  islands,  and  the  reck, 
A  Fivhig  landscape  spread ;  the  feather*d  flei^ 
Led  by  two  mantling  swans,  at  ev'ry  oraek 
Now  tooob'd,  and  now  nnmoor'd ;  now  on  full  anil. 
With  pennoito  spread  and  oary  feet  they  ply'd 
Thev  vagrant  voyage ;  and  now,  as  if  becalm'd, 
Tween  shore  and  shore  at  anchor  seem'd  to  deep 
Around  those  shores  the  fowl  that  fear  the  stream 
At  random*  rove :  hfther  hot  Guinea  sends 
Her  gadding  trodp;  herenudst  his  speeUed  daowi 
The  pigmy  Chanticleer  of  Bantam-windB 
His  clarion ;  while,  supreme  in  gHttenng  state. 
The  peacock  spreads  his  rambow  train,  wUh  eyes 
Of  sapphire  bright,  irradiate  each  with  goht 
Mean*wh{le  from  ev'ry  spray  the  ringdoves  ooo. 
The  linnets  waible,  capthe  none,  but  InrM 
By  food  to  haunt  the  umbrage :  alltheghale 
Is  life,  is  music,  liberty,  and  love. 

And  is  there  now  to  pleasure  or  to  use 
One  scene  devoted  m  the  wide  domam 
Its  master  has  not  polirii'd  }  rumour  spreads 
Its  praises  for,  and  maiiy  a  stranger  stops 
With  curious  eye  to  censure  or  admhe. 
To  all  his  lawns  are  perrions;  oft  hnnseif 
With  courteous  greeting  wiU  the  critic  haH, 
And  jom  him  in  thecircoit    Give  we  here 
(If  candour  wilt  with  patient  ear  attend) 
The  social  dialogue  Alcander  held 
With  one,  a  yooth  of  mild  yet  manly  fteni^ 
Who  seem'd  to  taste  the  beanties  he  sttrvey*d. 

'*  Little,  I  fear  bm*  will  a  strangei's  eye 
Find  here  to  pnBse,  where  rich  VRi  u^^sn  wft 
Has  rear'd  no  temples,  no  triumphal  ares  ; 
Where  no  PnHatfian  bridges  span  the  streaM, 
But  all  is  homebred  Fkncy.^    *«  Pbrihak  nsnse. 
And  chiefly  thnt,'*  the  poUtfh'd  yomh  reply^ 
'*  I  view  each  part  wfthToptttre^    Omainent, 
When  foreign  orftnitsstic,  never  ehavmM 
My  judgment;  bore  I  treadottBrilMi|;reud| 
With  British  annals  idl  I  view  aooerds. 
Some  Yorii^  or  Lancastrian  bareii  hoM^ 
To  awe  his  vnsals,  or  to  stem  bis  fees. 
Yon  massy  bulwaric  bnUe;  on  yeoderpiK 
In  mhi  boniteous,  I  distinctly  asatk 
llie  rathless^frsoes  nf  stem  Henry%  haad*^ 

'*  Yet,"  cry'd  Aicmider,  (hiterrapte  mild 
The  stranger's  speech)  **  ifso  yen  aoeMt  ssil^ 
Pride  of  my  aneeston^  hniinek'd  repahv 
And  by  prepoftM)Q%  Girask  oir  Roi 
That  pBe  hud  been  rehaBti  thsB  1 
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I  tnnt,  have  blaiii'4  if  there  oo  Doric  t heftt 
A  temple  roae ;  if  tome  tall  obelisk 
O'eitopt  joa  grove,  or  bold  triumphal  areh 
ITsurpt  my  oastle't  station.** — "  Spare  me  yet 
Yoa  tulemn  ruin,"  the  quick  youth  returu'd, 
"  No  moald'riof  aqueduct,  no  yawning  crsrpt 
Sepulchral,  will  console  me  fur  its  fate.*' 

**  1  mean  not  that,''  the  master  of  the  scene 
Reply'd  ;  "  tho*  classic  rules  to  modem  piles 
Should  gire  the  just  arrangement,  shun  we  here 
By  then  to  form  our  ruins ;  much  we  own 
They  plea^,  when,  by  Panipi*s  pencil  drawn; 
Or  darkly  grav'd  by  Piranesi's  hand. 
And  fitly  might  some  Tuscan  garden  grace: 
But  Time's  rude  mace  has  here  all  Roman  piles 
LereH'd  so  low,  that  who,  on  British  ground 
Attempts  the  taiik,  builds  but  a  splendid  lye 
Wh  ch  mticks  historic  credence.     Hence  the  cause 
Why  Saxon  piles  or  Norman  here  prevail : 
Form  they  a  rude,  'tis  yet  an  English  whole.'' 
**  And  much  I  praise  thy  choice/'  the  stranger 
cry'd; 
"  Such  chaste  aelection  shames  the  oommoo  mode; 
Which,  minglmg  structures  of  far  distant  times, 
Far  distant  regions,  here,  perchance,  erects 
A  htne  to  Freedom,  where  her  Brutus  stands 
In  act  to  strike  the  tyrant ;  there  a  tent, 
With  crescent  crown'd,  with  scymitars  adom'd. 
Meet  for  some  Bajazet ;  northward  wa  turn, 
And  lo  !  a  pigmy  pyramid  pretends 
We  tread  the  realms  of  Pharoah;  quickly  thence 
Our  southern  step  presents  us  heaps  of  stone 
Rang'd  in  a  Dmid  circle.    Thus  from  age 
To  age,  from  dime  to  ell  Jie  incessant  borne. 
Imagination  flounders  headlong  on, 
Till,  like  Cstigu'd  Villarto,  soon  we  And 
We  better  like  a  fiekL"     '*  Nicely  thy  band 
The  childish  hmdscap»  touches,"  cries  his  host. 
For  Fashion  ever  is  a  wayward  child ; 
Yet  sure  we  might  forgive  her  faults  like  these. 
If  but  in  separate  or  in  single  icenee 
She  thnr  with  Fancy  wanton'd.   Should  I  lead 
Thy  step,  my  firieod,  (for  our  aooordant  tastes 
Proflipt  me  to  give  thee  that  familiar  nan^) 
Behind  this  screen  of  ehn,  thou  there  roight'st  find 
I  too  had  idly  play'd  the  tniant^s  part,       [there," 
And  bffolte  the  bounds  of  judgment"  '*  Lead  me 
Briskly  the  yontk  rctumM,  "  for  having  prov'd 
Thy  epic  genins  here,  why  not  peruse 
Thy  lighter  ode  or  eclogue  ?"  Smilhig  thence 
Alcander  led  him  to  the  woodbine  bower 
Which  last  oar  song  descjib'd,  who  seated  there. 
In  sileut  transport  view'd  the  lively  scenes  * 

*'  I  see,"  his  host  resum'd,  "  my  sportive  art 
Finds  pasion  here ;  pot  ev'n  yon  classic  form. 
Pouring  his  liquid  treasures  from  Ims  vase, 
Tho'  foreign  fion  the  soil,  provokes  thy  frown. 
Try  we  thf  eaadoor  fisrther :  higher  art 
And  more  luxurious,  haply  too  more  vain, 
Adorns  yon  soothem  eeppice."    On  they  past 
Tbsof  a  wiM  thiokat,  till  the  perfumVl  air 
Gave  to  aaotber  sense  its-  prelude  rieh 
On  what  the  eye  should  foast.    But  now  the  grove 
Expands ;  and  now  the  rose,  the  garden's  qneen, 
Ainklst  her  bloooMng  snbiects*  hnmhler  charms. 
On  er'ry  plot  her  erioMO  pomp  displays. 
"  Ob  Paradise  1"  the  eafring  youth  exclaim'd, 
'*Gffov«a  wfaeteiiBiitiBiikwaepodortiitgniiiB  and 


Others  whose  Irnit,  bumieh^  with  goUea  find. 
Hang  amiable,  Hesperian  fobles  true. 
If  true,  here  only."    Thus,  in  Mikon's  phrasa 
Sublime,  the  youth  bis  admiration  ponr'd. 
While  passing  to  the  dome ;  his  next  short  sitop 
Uoveird  the  central    statue  :    '*  Heav'ns  I    just 

Heav'ns, 
He  cryM,  «*  tis  my  Nerina."    **  Thine,  mad  youth  ? 
Forego  the  word,"  Alcander  said,  and  pans'd  | 
H  is  utterance  fail'd ;  a  thousand  clust'rinf  thoughts^ 
And  all  of  blackest  omen  to  bis  peaoa, 
RecoiPd  upon  his  brain,  deadened  all  sense. 
And  at  the  statue's  base  him  headlong  cast, 
A  lifeless  load  of  being. — Ye,  whose  hearts 
Are  ready  at  humaoiiy's  soft  call 
To  drop  the  tear,  I  charge  you  weep  not  yet. 
But  fearfully  suspend  the  burrting  woes 
Nerina's  self  appears  j  the  further  isle 
She,  fate-directed,  treads.    Does  she  too  fisint  } 
Would  Heav'n  she  could  !  it  were  a  happy  swoon 
Might  soften  her  fixt  form,  more  rigid  now 
Than  is  her  marble  semblance.    One  stiff  hand 
Lies  leaden  on  her  breast ;  the  other  rais'd 
To  Heaven,  and  half-way  clench'd ;  stedfost  her  eyes. 
Yet  viewless;  an^l  her  lips,  which  op'd  to  shriek. 
Can  neither  shriek  nor  close.    So  might  she  stand 
For  ever :  he,  whose  sight  caus'd  the  dread  change, 
Tho'  now  be  clasps  her  in  his  anxious  arm. 
Fails  to  unbend  one  sinew  of  her  frame ; 
'Tis  k;e ;  'tis  steel,     But  see.  Alcander  wakes ; 
And  waking,  as  by  magic  sympathy, 
Kerina  whispers,  "  All  is  well,  my  friend; 
'Twas  but  a  vision ;  I  may  yet  revive—- 
But  still  his  arm  supports  me ;  aid  him,  fnend. 
And  bear  me  swiftly  to  my  woodbine  bower  ; 
Fur  there  indeed  1  wish  to  breathe  my  last." 

So  saying,  her  cold  cheek,  and  parched  brow, 
Tum'd  to  a  livid  paleness ;  her  dim  eyes 
Sunk  in  their  sockets ;  sharp  contraction  prest 
Her  temples,  ears  and  nostrils ;  signs  well  known 
To  those  that  tend  the  dying.     Both  the  youths 
Perceived  the  change;  and  had  stem  Death  himself 
Wav'd  his  black  banner  visual  o'er  their  heads. 
It  could  not  more  appall.     With  trembling  step. 
And  silent,  both  coovev'd  her  to  the  bower. 

Her' languid  limbs  there  decently  compos'd. 
She  thus  her  speech  resum*d :  "  Attend  my  wordt, 
Bi-ave  Cleon  !  dear  Alcander !  generous  pair  : 
For  both  have  tender  interest  in  this  heart 
Which  soon  shall  beat  no  more.    That  1  am  thine 
By  a  dear  fatlier's  just  commands  1  own, 
Much-hooour'd  Cleon!   take  the  hand  he  give. 
And  with  it,  oh,  if  I  could  give  my  heart. 
Thou  wert  its  worthy  owner.    All  I  can, 
(And  that  preserv'd  with  chastest  fealty) 
Duteous  I  give  thee,  Oeon,  it  is  thine; 
Not  ev'n  this  dear  preserver,  e'er  could  gain 
More  from  my  soul  than  friendship— that  be  his; 
Yet  let  me  own,  what,  dying,  sooths  the  pang. 
That,  had  thyself  and  duty  pe'er  been  known, 
He  must  have  had  my  lo?e."  She  paus'd ;  and  dropi 
A  silent  tear ;  then  prest  the  stranger's  hand  ; 
Then  bow'd  her  head  upon  Alcander's  breast, 
And  "  Bless  them  both,  kind  Heav'n  !"  she  pray'd, 
and  died. 

**  And  blest  art  thou,"  cry'd  Cleon,  (in  a  voice 
Struggling  with  grief  for  utterance)  "  blest  to  di* 
Ere  thou  hadst  questioned  me,  and  I  perforoe 
Had-toM  a  tale  whk;h  mnst  h^ve  sent  thy  flonl 
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In  boiTQUf  non  tKy  hoton*    Vow  it  losret 
A  smile  of  peace  npon  thoee  pallid  lips. 
That  speaks  its  parting  h^>p3r.    Go  ftir  sunt ! 
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Go  to  thy  palm-crown'd  father  1  tbron'd  in  bliss, 
And  seated  by  his  side,  tbou  wilt  not  now 
Deplore  the  savage  8tit>ke  that  seaPd  his  doom; 
Go  hymn  the  Foiint  of  Mercy,  who,  from  Ul 
Educing  good,  mates  eT*n  a  death  like  his, 
A  life  sorcbarg'd  with  tender  woes  like  thine. 
The  road  to  joys  etemaU    Maid,  forewell ! 
I  leave  the  ca^et  that  thy  virtues  held 
To  him  whose  breast  sustains  it;  morebelov'd. 
Perhaps  more  worthy,  yet  not  loving  more 
Than  did  thy  wretched  Cleon."    At  the  word 
He  bath'd  in  tears  the  hand  she  dying  gave, 
Betum*d  it  to  her  side,  and  hasty  rose. 
Alcander,  startii^  from  his  trance  of  grief,  [stay,** 
Crv'd  «  SUy,  I  charge  thee  sUy !"  '*  And  shall  he 
Oeon  replied,  "  whose  presence  stabb'd  thy  peace  ? 
Hear  this  before  we  part:  that  breathless  maid 
Was  daughter  to  a  venend)le  sage. 
Whom  Boston,  when  with  peace  and  iMety  blest» 
In  rapture  heard  pour  from  his  hallowed  tongue 
Keligioo's  purest  dictates.    'Twas  my  chance, 
In  early  period  of  our  civil  broils. 
To  save  his  precious  life :  and  hence  the  sire 
IXd  to  my  love  his  daughter's  charms  consign ; 
But,  till  the  war  shoukl  cease,  if  ever  cease, 
Deferred  our  nuptials.     Whither  she  was  sent 
In  search  of  safety,  well,  I  trust,  thou  know'st ; 
He  meant  to  follow ;  but  those  ruthless  flames. 
That  spar'd  nor  friend  nor  foe,  nor  sex  nor  age. 
Involved  the  village,  where  on  sickly  couch 
He  Uy  conflo*d,  and  whither  he  had  fled 
A#hUe  to  sojourn.    There  (1  see  thee  shrink) 
Was  he  that  gave  Nerina  being,  burnt ! 
Burnt  by  thy  countrymen !  to  ashes  burut ! 
Fraternal  hands  and  christian  lit  the  flame.-*- 
Oh  thou  hast  cause  to  shudder.    I  meanwhile 
With  his  brave  son  a  distant  warfare  wag*d  ; 
And  him,  now  I  have  found  the  prize  I  sought. 
And  finding  lost,  I  hasten  to  rejoin ; 
Vengeance  and  glory  call  me."    At  the  word, 
Kot  fiercer  does  the  tigress  <)uit  her  cave 
To  seize  the  hinds  that  robb'd  her  of  her  young. 
Than  be  the  bower.    **  Stay,  I  conjure  thee,  stay," 
Alcander  cry'd,  but  ere  the  word  was  spoke 
'  Qeon  was  seen  no  more.    *<  llien  be  it  so,"  ^ 
The  youth  cootinu'd,  clasping  to  his  heart 
The  beauteous  corse,  and  smiUng  as  he  spoke, 
(Yet  such  a  smile  as  far  out-sorrowt  tears) 
'*  Now  thou  art  mine  entirely — ^Now  no  more 
Shall  duty  dare  disturb  tt»— love  alone— 
But  hark!  he  comes  again— Away  vain  1^ ! 
»Twas  but  the  fluttering  of  thy  featbeed  flock. 
True  to  their  customed  hour,  behold  they  troop 
From  island,  grove,  and  lake.    Arise,  my  love. 
Extend  thy  hand— I  lift  it,  but  it  falls. 
Hence  then,  fond  fools,  and  pine !  Nerina'shand 
Hat  lost  the  |iower  to  feed  you.    Hence  and  die." 

Thus  nlainrog,  to  his  lips  the  icy  palm 
He  lifted,  and  with  ardent  passion  kSst; 
Then  cry'd  in  agony,  **  On  this  dear  hand,   - 
Once  tremblingly  alive  to  lovers  soft  touch, 
I  liopM  to  seal  my  faith :"  this  thought  awak'd 
Another  sad  soliloquy,  which  they. 
Who  e*er  have  lovM,  will  from  their  hearts  supply. 
And  they  who  have  not  will  but  hear  and  smile. 

And  kl  them  smiley  but  lot  the  fc^mtrs  learo 


There  is.a  solemn  luxury  in  grief 

Which  they  shall  never  taste;  well  known  to  t 

And  only  those,  in  solitude's  deep  gloom 

Who  heave  the  sigh  sincerely :  Fancy  there 

Waits  the  fit  moment ;  and,  when  time  has  calm'd 

The  first  overwhelming  tempest  of  their  woe. 

Piteous  she  stsals  upon  the  mourner's  breast 

Her  precious  balm  to  shed :  oh,  it  has  power. 

Has  magic  power  to  soften  and  to  sooth. 

Thus  duly  minister'd.    Alcander  felt 

The  charm,  yet  not  till  many  a  liog'ring  Moo* 

Had  hung  upon  her  zenith  o*Cr  his  couch. 

And  heard  his  midnight  wailiogs.    Does  he  stray 

But  near  the  fitted  temple,  or  the  bower  ? 

He  feels  a  chilly  monitor  within,    . 

Who  bids  him  pause.     Dues  be  at  distance  view 

His  grot }  *tis  darkeo*d  with  Nerina's  storm, 

Ev'n  at  the  blase  of  noon.    Yet  there  are  walks 

The  lost  one  never  trod;  and  ther^  are  seats 

Where  he  was  never  happy  by  her  side, 

And  these  he  still  can  sigh  in.    Here  at  length. 

As  if  by  chance,  kiod  Fancy  brought  her  aid, 

N^tien  wand'ring  thro'  a  grove  of  sable  yew, 

Rais'd  by  his  ancestors  :  their  sabbatb-path 

Led  thro*  its  gloom,  what  time  too  dark  a  stole 

Was  o*er  religion's  decent  liBatures  drawn 

By  Puritanic  zeal.    Long  bad  their  boughs 

Forgot  the  sheers ;  the  spire,  the  holy  ground 

They  banish'd  by  their  umbrage.  **  What  if  here,** 

Cry'd  the  sweet  soother,  in  a  whisper  soft, 

**  Some  open  space  were  form'd,  where  other  shadea^ 

Yet  all  of  solenm  sort,  cypress  and  bay 

Funereal,  pensive  birch  its  languid  arms 

That  druops,  with  waving  wilkrirs  deem'd  to  w«ep» 

And  shiv'ring  aspens  mixt  their  varied  green  i 

What  if  yon  trunk,  shorn  of  its  jnurky  crest, 

Ri^real'd  the  sacred  fane  ?"  Alcander  heard 

The  qbarmer  ;  ev*ry  accent  seem'd  his  own^ 

So  much  they  touch'd  his  heart's  sad  unison. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  he  cry'd,  «  why  not  behold  it  all  ? 

That  bough  remov'd  shows  me  the  very  vault 

Wbero  my  Nerina  sleeps,  and  where,  when  Heav** 

In  pity  to  my  plaint  the  mandate  seals. 

My  dust  with  bar's  shall  mhigle."    Now  his  binds^ 

Cbil'd  to  the  task,  their  willing  axes  wield  ; 

Joyful  to  see,  as  witless  of  the  cause. 

Their  much-lov'd  lord  his  sylvan  arts  resume* 

And  next,  within  the  centre  of  the  gkxxn, 

A  shed  of  twisting  roots  and  living  moss. 

With  rushesthatch'd,  with  watUed  oziers  Im'd, 

He  bids  them  raise :  it  seem'd  a  hermit's  cell; 

Yet  void  of  hour-glass,  scull,  and  maple  dish. 

Its mimie garniture:  Alcaivier*s t^ste 

Disdains  to  trick  with  emblematic  toys 

The  place  where  he  and  Melancholy  mean 

To  Col  Neriua's  bust,  her  genuine  Imst, 

The  noMMlel  of  the  okarble.    There  he  hides. 

Close  as  a  miser's  gold,  the  sculptur'd  clay  ; 

And  but  at  early  mom  and  latest  eve 

Unlocks  the  simple  shrine,  and  heaves  a  sigh : 

Then  does  be  turn,  and  thro*  the  gh'knm'r^glnd% 

Cast  a  long  glance  upon  her  house  of  death  ;. 

Then  views  the  bust  again,  and  drops  a  tear. 

Is  this  idolatry,  ye  sage  ones' say  } — 

Or,  if  ye  doub^  go  view  the  num'rons  train 

Of  poor  and  6itherless  his  care  consoles ; 

The  sight  wUI  tell  thee,  be  that  dries  their  tears 

Has  unseen  angels  hov'cing  o'er  his  head,  ^  ^  • 

Who  leave  their  Heav'n-to  sea  him  shed  his  owik 
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hett  dote  we,  tweet  Simplicity  f  the  tale, 
And  with  it  let  us  yield  to  youthful  berdt 
That  Dorian  reed  we  but  awak'd  to  voice 
When  Fancy  prompted,  and  when  I^eisure  smil'd , 
HopeleH  of  general  praiae,  and  well  repaid, 
If  they  of  classic  ear,  iinpaird  by  rhyme,        [free, 
WlKHn  changeful  pauie  can  pleaae,  and  numbers 
Accept  our  tong  with  candour.    They  perchance. 
Led  by  the  Muse  to  solitude  and  shade, 
Hay  turn  that  art  we  shig  to  soothing  use. 
At  this  ill-omen'd  hour,  when^Rapine  rides 
Id  titled  triumph ;  when  Corruption  waves 
Her  bannent  broadly  in  the  face  of  day, 
And  kbows  th*  indignant  wortd^be  host  of  slaTcs 
She  turns  from  Honour's  standard.     Patient  there. 
Yet  not  desponding,  shall  the  sons  of  peace 
Await  the  day,  when,  smarting  with  his  wrongs, 
Old  Endand's  genius  wakes ;  when  with  him  wakes 
That  plain  integrity,  contempt  of  gold, 
Pisdalo  of  slar'ry,  liberal  awe  of  rule 
WhicYk  fixt  the  rights  of  people,  peers,  and  prince, 
And  on  them  founded  the  majestic  pile 
Of  British  freedom ;  bad  fiiir  Albion  rise 
The  scourge  of  tyrants ;  so\'ereign  of  the  seas; 
And  arbitress  of  emfiires.     Oh  return. 
Ye  long-lost  train  of  virtues !  swifV  return 
To  save  ('tis  Albion  prompts  your  poet's  prayer) 
Her  throne,  her  akajrs,  and  her  laureat  bowers. 
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EPISTLE 

TO 

SIR  JOSHUA  REYNOLDS. 

Wiiiii  Dryden,  worn  with  sickness,  bow'd  with  years 
Was  doom*d  (my  friend  let  pity  warm  thy  tears) 
The  galling  pang  of  penury  to  feel, 
For  ill-ptacM  loyalty,  and  courtly  zeal. 
To  see  that  laurel,  which  his  brows  overspread. 
Transplanted  droop  on  Shadwell's  barren  head, 
'  The  Iwrd  oppressed,  yet  not  subduM  by  fkte, 
for  very  bread  descended  to  translate : 
And  be,  whose  fiuicy,  copious  as  his  phrase, 
Cooki  light  at  will  expression's  brightest  blaze. 
On  Fresnoy's  lay  employed  his  studious  hour; 
But  niggard  there  of  that  melodious  power. 
His  pen  in  haste  the  hireling  task  to  close, 
Transfbrm'd  the  studied  strain  to  careless  prose. 
Which,  fondly  lending  faith  to  French  nretence, 
Mistook  its  meaning,  or  obscur'd  its  sense. 

Yet  still  he  pleas'd,  for  Dryden  still  must  please, 
Whether  with  artless  elegance  and  ease 
He  glidet  in  prose,  or  from  iu  tinkling  chime. 
By  varied  pauses,  purifies  his  rhyme,        [sublime. 
And  moonta  oq  Blaro^s  plumes,  and  soars  his  heighu 


This  artless  elegance,  this  native  6re 
Provok'd  his  tunefhl  heir  i  to  strike  the  \yrt. 
Who,  proud  his  numbers  with  that  pmse  to  join, 
Wove  an  illustrious  wreath  fo/  Friendship's  shrintp 

How  oft,  on  that  fair  shrine  when  poets  bind 
The  flowers  of  song,  does  partial  passion  blind 
Their  judgment's  eye !  How  oft  does  Truth  disclaim 
The  deed,  and  scorn  to  call  it  genuine  fisme  ! 
How  did  she  here,  when  Jervas  was  the  theme. 
Waft  thro'  the  ivory  gate  the  poet's  dream  ! 
How  view,  indignant,  errour's  base  alloy 
Th^  sterling  lustre  of  his  praise  destroy. 
Which  now,  if  praise  like  his  my  Muse  could  coin. 
Current  thro'  ages,  she  would  stamp  for  thine. 

Let  Friendship,  as  she  caus'd,  excuse  the  deed  | 
With  thee,  and  such  as  thee,  she  must  succeed. 

But  what,  if  Fashion  tempted  Pope  astray  } 
The  witch  has  spells,  and  Jervas  knew  a  day 
When  mode-struck  belles  and  beaux  were  proud  to 

come 
And  buy  of  him  a  thousand  years  of  bloom  <• 

vEv'n  then  1  deem  it  but  a  venial  crime: 
Perish  alone  that  selfish  sordid  rhymt. 
Which  flatters  lawless  sway,  or  tinsel  pride  ; 
Let  black  oblivion  plunge  it  in  her  tide. 

From  fate  like  this  my  truth-supported  lays, 
Ev»n  if  aspiring  to  thy  pencil's  praise. 
Would  flow  secure ;  but  humbler  aims  are  mine  t 
Know,  when  to  thee  I  consecrate  the  line, 
^Tis  but  to  thank  thy  genius  for  the  ray 
Which  pours  on  Presnoy's  rules  a  fuller  day  : 
Those  candid  strictures,  those  reflections  new, 
Refin'd  by  taste,  yet  still  as  nature  true, 
Which,  blended  here  with  his  instructive  strains. 
Shall  bid  thy  art  inherit  new  domains  ; 
Give  her  in  Albion  as  in  Greece  to  rule, 
And  guide  (what  thou  hast  form'd)  a  British  school j 

And,  O,  if  ought  thy  poet  can  pretend 
Beyond  his  fav'rite  wish  to  call  thee  friend. 
Be  it  that  here  his  tuneful  toil  has  drest 
The  Muse  of  Fresnoy  in  a  modem  vest ; 
And,  with  what  skill  his  ftincy  could  bestow. 
Taught  the  close  folds  to  take  an  easier  flow  ; 
Be  it,  that  here  thy  partial  smile  approv'd 
llic  pains  he  lavish'd  on  the  art  he  lov*d. 

Oct.  10,  1782.  W.  MASON. 


PREFACE. 

Tub  poem  of  M.  Du  Fresnoy,  when  considered  as 
a  treatise  on  painting,  may  unquestionably  claim 
the  merit  of  giving  the  leadiug  principles  of  tha 
art  with  more  precision,  conciseness,  and  accuracy, 
than  any  work  of  the  kind  that  has  either  preceded 
or  followed  it ;  yet  as  it  was  published  about  the 
middle  of  the  last  century,  many  of  the  precepts 
it  contains  have  been  so  frequently  repeated  by 
later  writers,  that  they  have  lost  the  air  of  novelty, 
and  will,  consequently,  now  be  held  comaMm; 
some  of  them  too  may,  perhaps,  not  be  so  gene- 

'  Mr.  Pope,  in  his  Epistle  to  Jervas,  has  these  lines. 
Read  these  instructive  leaves  in  which  conspire 
presnoy's  close  art  with  Dryden's  native  fire. 

^  Alluding  to  another  couplet  in  the  same  epistle# 
Beauty,  frail  flower,  that  every  season  fears. 
Blooms  in  thy  colours  for  a  thous|md  yeacs. 
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Tmlly  true  ai't&cUihn  the  aothority  of  alMolate  raid : 
Yet  the  reader  of  taste  will  always  be  pleated  to 
•ee  a  Frenchman  holding  oat  to  bis  countrymen  the 
study  of  nature,  and  the  chaste  models  of  antiqni- 
ty,  when  (if  we  except  Le  Sueur  and  Nicolo  Pous- 
iin»  who  were  Fresnoy's  contemporaries)  so  few 
|>atnters  of  that  Aation  have  regarded  either  of 
these  arcbitypes.  The  mudem  artist  also  will  be 
proud  to  emulate  that  simplicity  of  sty  la,  which 
this  work  bax  for  more  than  a  eentury  recommend- 
ed, and  which,  bavipg  only  very  lately  got  the  bet- 
ter of  fluttering  drapery  and  theatrical  attitude,  is 
become  one  of  the  principal  tesU  of  pictureM^we 
acoellence. 

But  if  the  text  may  have  lost  somewhat  of  its 
original  merit,  the  notes  of  Mr.  Du  Piles,  which 
'  have  hitherto  accompanied  it,  have  lost  much 
more.  Indeed  it  may  he  doubted  whether  they  ever 
jiad  merit  in  any  considerable  degree.  Certain  it 
» that  they  contain  such  a  parade  ^  common-place 
quotation,  with  so  small  a  degree  of  illustrative 
science,  that  I  have  thought  proper  to  expel  them 
from  this  edition,  in  order  to  make  room  for  their 
betters. 

As  to  the  poetical  powers  of  my  author,  I  do  sot 
suppose  that  these  alone  would  ever  have  giren-him 
a  place  in  the  numerous  libraries  which  he  new 
holds ;  and  I  have,  therefore,  often  wondered  that 
M.  De  Voltaire,  when  he  gave  an  account  of  the 
authors  who  appeared  hi  the  age  of  Loub  XIV. 
should  dismiss  Frcsnoy,  with  saying,  in  bis  decisive 
manner,  that  **  his  poem  has  souseeded  with  such 
persons  as  could  bear  to  read  Latin  verse,  not  of 
the  AugosUn  age  >.**  This  is  the  criticism  of  a 
mere  poet.  No  body,  I  should  suppose,  ever  read 
Presnoy  to  admire,  or  even  criticise  his  versifica- 
tioo,  but  either  to  be  instructed  by  him  as  a  pain- 
ter, or  improved  as  a  virtuosa 

It  was  this  latter  motive  only,  I  confess,  that  led 
me  to  attempt  the  following  translation ;  which  was 
begun  in  very  early  youth,  with  a  doable  view  of 
implanting  in  my  own  memory  the  principles  of  a 
fovourite  art,  and  of  acqniriug  a  habit  of  versifica- 
tion, for  which  purpose  the  close  and  condensed 
jtyle  of  the  original  seemed  peoaliarly  calcolated, 
especially  when  considered  as  a  sort  of  school  ex- 
ercise. However  the  task  proved  to  difficult,  that 
when  I  had  gone  through  a  part  of  it  I  remitted  of 
my  diligence,  and  proceeded  at  such  separate  in- 
tervals, that  I  bad  passed  many  posterior  produc- 
tions through  tbe  press  before  this  was  brought  to 
any  conclusion  fn  manuscript ;  and,  after  it  %ras 
so.  It  lay  long  neglectdd,  and  would  oertamly 
have  never  been  made  public,  had  not  sir  Jbshna 
KeynoMs  requested  a  sight  of  it,  and  made  an 
obliging  ofier  of  illustrating  it  by  a  series  of  his 
own  notes.  This  prompted  me  to  revisR  it  with  all 
possible  accuracy;  and  as  I  had  preserved  tlie 
sli'ictmcs  which  my  late  excetlent  friend  Mr.  Gray 
had  made  many  years  before  on  the  version,  as  it 
then  stood,  I  attended  to  each  of  thefn  in  their 
order  with  that  deference  which  every  eritidsm  of 

>  Dn  Frenoi  (Charles)  n^  A  Paris  1611,  pehitre 
h  pote.  Son  poeme  de  la  peinture  a  reussi  anprtt 
de  cetDi  qui  pettvent  lire  d*autres  vers  latins  one 
caux  dn  siede  d'AugnUe,  Siapla  de  Looii  Xlv. 
torn.  I 


his  must  demand.  3egides  tirfs,  as  mneh  moM 
time  was  now  elapsed  sinee  I  had  myself  peiuaai 
the  copy,  my  own  eye  was  become  mora  open 
to  its  defects.  .1  found  the  rule  wbicb  my  an- 
thor  bad  given  to  bis  painter  full  as  useful  to  a 


Ast  ubi  consilhuli  deerit  sapientis  amid 
Id  tempos  dabit,  atque  mora  intermisia  labori* 
And  I  may  say,  with  truth,  that  having  becooa 
feom  this  circumstance,  as  impartial,  if  not  at 
festidious,  to  my  own  work,  as  any  other  critic 
CQuld  possibly  have  been,  i  hardly  left  a  smgle  lino 
in  it  without  giving  it,  what  I  thought,  an  emenda* 
tioB.  It  is  not,  therefore,  as  a  juvenile  work  that 
I  now  present  it  to  the  public,  but  as  one  which 
I  have  improved  to  the  utmost  of  my  mature  abi- 
lities, in  order  to  jnake  it  more  worthy  of  its  aa- 
ootatoiv 

In  the  preceding  epistle  I  have  obviated,  I  hope, 
every  suspicion  of  arrogance  iu  attempting  this 
work  after  Mr.  Dryden.  The  single  consideraticp 
that  his  version  was  fn  prose  were  in  hself  snfflci- 
ent ;  because,  as  Mr.  Pope  has  justly  observed, 
verse  and  even  rhyme  is  tbe  best  mode  of  coniwy- 
ibg  preceptive  tnitfas,  *<  as  in  this  way  they  are 
more  shwtly  expressed,  and  more  easily  retain- 
ed V*  Still  less  need  I  make  an  apology  for  un- 
dertakhig  it  after  Mr.  Wills,  who,  in  the  yaa^ 
1*754,  published  a  translation  of  it  in  metre  with- 
out rhyme  \ 

This  gentleman,  a  painter  by  profession,  attorn- 
ed for  bis  motto, 

Tractant  febrilia  fobri ; 
but  however  adroit  he  inight  be  \a  ^handling  tbe 
tools  of  his  own  art,  candour  must  own  that  the 
tools  of  a  poet  and  a  translator  were  beyond  his 
nianageniMiti  attempting  also  a  task  absohttdy 
unpossible,  that  of  expressing  the  sense  of  bis  author 
hi  an  equal  numi>er  of  lines,  be  pr6dcicM  a  versioo 
which  (if  it  was  ever  read  through  by  any  peiaon 
except  myself)  is  now  totatty  forgotten.  Neverthe- 
less I  must  do  him  the  justice  to  own  that  he  under- 
stood the  orighiai  text ;  that  be  detected  aome 
erroors  in  Mr.  Dryden*s  translatioo,  which  bad 
escaped  Bfr.  Jervas  (assisted,  as  it  is  said,  by  his 
friend  Mr*  I^ope)  In  that  conecfeed  edition  which 
Mr.  Orahaitt  inscribed  to  tbe  earl  of  BorKngton  ; 
and  that  I  have  myself  sometimes  profited  by  fats 
labours.  It  m  also  from  bis  edition  that  I  reprini 
the  following  life  of  the  author,  which  was  draws 
up  from  Felibian  and  other  biograpbei*  by  the  late 
Dr.  Birch,  who  with  his  usual  industry,  bninoHected 
all  they  have  said  on  Fcesnoy's  sut^ject^ 
• 
•  Sea  his  AdveitiMftMrtt  before  the  Essay  on  Bfaa. 

^  I  call  it  so  rather  than  trfank  vefse,  because  it 
was  devtikl  of  all  harmony  of  numbers.  Tbe  begin- 
ing,  which  I  shall  here  insert,  is  a  suffldent  proof 
of  the  tnith  of  this  assertion. 

As  Paintiag,  Poesy,  to  similar 
To  Poesy  be  Painting ;  emulous 
Alike,  each  to  her  sister  doth  refer. 
Alternate  obaoge  the  office  and  the  name ! 
Bf  ute  verse  is  this,  that  speaking  picture  call^ 

From  this  little  jpeeimen  the  reader  will  aasilj    - 
form  a  jadgment  of  the  whole. 
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LIFE 

OF 

MONS.  DU  FRESNOY. 

CiAtLSt  ALrnoKSB  DO  PRBSMOT  wss  borD  at  Paris 
in  the  year  1611.  His  fiither,  who  was  an  eminent 
apothecary  in  that  city,  intending  him  for  the  pro- 
feHiOQ  of  physic,  gave  him  as  good  an  educaVion  as 
possible.  During  the  first  year  which  he  spent  at 
the  collf^,  be  made  a  very  considerable  progress 
hi  his  studies  ;  but  as  soon  as  he  was  raised  to  the 
higher  classes,  and  began  to  contract  a  taste  of 
poetry,  his  genius  for  it  opened  itself,  and  he  carried 
all  the  prizes  in  it,  which  were  proposed  to  excite 
the  emolatioD  of  his  fellow-students.  His  inch'na-^ 
tion  for  it  was  heightened  by  exercise;  and  his 
earliest  performances  showed,  that  he  was  capable 
of  becoming  one  of  the  greatest  poets  of  his  age,  if 
his  love  of  painting,  which  equally  possessed  him, 
bad  not  divided  his  time  and  applioitioo.  At  last 
be  laid  aside  all  thoughts  of  the  study  of  ph3rsic, 
and  declared  absolutely  for  that  of  painting,  notwith- 
standing the  opposition  of  his  parents,  who  by  all 
kinds  of  severity,  endeavoured  to  divert  him  from 
porsuiiig  his  passion  for  that  art,  the  profession  of 
which  they  unjustly  considered  in  a  very  con- 
temptible light.  But  the  strength  of  his  inclination 
defeating  all  the  measures  taken  to  suppress  it,  he 
took  the  first  opportunity  of  cultivating  his  Csvourite 
study. 

He  was  nineteen  or  twenty  years  of  age  when  he 
began  to  learn  to  design  under  Francis  Perier ;  and 
having  spent  two  years  in  the  school  of  that  painter, 
and  of  Simon  Vouet,  he  thought  proper  to  take  a 
journey  into  Italy,  where  he  arrived  in  the  end  of 
1633,  or  the  beginning  of  1634. 

As  he  had,  during  his  studies,  appKed  himself 
very  noofa  to  that  of  geometry,  he  began,  upon  his 
conbg  to  Rome,  to  paint  landscapes,  .buildiags,  and 
aodeot  rains.  But^  for  the  first  two  years  of  his 
fesideoca  in  that  city,  ha  had  the  utmost  difflcntty 
to  soppoft  himself,  being  abandoned  by  his  parents, 
who  resented  his  hiaring  rtjected  their  advice  in  the 
choice  of  his  profession;  and  the  little  stock  of 
BKiney,  which  be  had  provided  before  he  left  Prance, 
proring  learce  sufikient  for  the  expenses  of  bis 
joanef  to  Italy.  Being  destitote,  therefore,  of 
frieodi  andaoqaaimtanOe  at  Rome,  he  was  reduced 
to  such  distress,  that  his  chief  subsistence  for  the 
greatest  part  of  that  time  was  bread  and  a  small 
quantity  of  eheese.  But  he  diverted  the  sense  of 
his  uneasy  circumstances  by  an  intense  and  inde- 
fotigable  application  to  painting,  till  the  arrival  of 
the  celebrated  Peter  Mignard,  who  had  been  the 
companion  of  his  studies  under  Vodet,  set  him  more 
at  ease.  They  inmiediat<^ly  engaged  in  the  strictest 
friendship,  living  together  in  the  same  house,  and 
being  commonly  known  at  Rome  by  the  name  of 
the  "  inseparables.*'  They  were  e[pployed  by  the 
cardinal  of  Lyons  in  cop3ring  all  the  best  pieces  in 
the  Farnese  palace.  But  their  principal  study 
was  the  works  of  Raphael  and  other  great  masters, 
and  the  antiques ;  and  they  were  constant  in  their 
attwidaDOfycry  evening  at  the  academy  in  design- 


hag  after  models.  Mignard  had  superior  talents  in 
practice ;  but  Du  Fresooy  was  a  greater  master  of 
the  rul^,  history,  and  theory  of  his  profossioo. 
They  communicated  to  each  other  their  remarks  and 
sentiments,  Du  Fresnoy  furnishing  his  friend  with 
noble  and  excellent  ideas,  and  the  latter  instructing 
the  former  to  paint  with  greater  expedition  and 


Poetry  shared  with  painting  the  time  and  thoughts 
of  Du  Fresooy,  who,  as  he  penetrated  into  the  secrets 
of  the  latter  art,  wrote  down  his  observations;  and 
having  at  last  acquired  a  full  knowledge  of  the 
subject,  formed  a  design  of  writing  a  poem  upon  it, 
which  he  did  not  finish  till  many  years  after,  when 
he  had  consulted  the  best  writers,  and  examined 
with  the  utmost  care  the  most  admired  pictures  in 
luly. 

While  he  resided  there  he  painted  several  pic* 
tures,  particular  the  ruins  of  the  Campo  Vaccmo, 
with  the  city  of  Rome  in  the  figure  of  a  woman ;  a 
young  woman  of  Athens  going  to  see  the  monument 
of  a  lover;  JEneas  canying  his  father  to  his  tomb^ 
Mars  finding  I^vinia  sleeping  on  the  bsnks  of  the 
Tyber,  descending  from  bis  chariot,  and  lifUng  up 
the  veil  which  covered  her,  which  is  one  of  his  best 
pieces;  the  birth  of  Venus,  and  that  of  Cupid.  Ha 
bad  a  peculiar  esteem  fbr  the  works  of  Titian, 
several  of  which  he  copied,  imitating  that  excellent 
painter  in  his  colouring,  as  he  did  Carrache  m  his 
design. 

About  the  year  1653  he  went  with  Mignard  to 
Venice  \  and  travelled  throughout  Lombardy ;  and 
during  his  stay  in  that  city  painted  a  Venus  for 
signor  Mark  Paruta,  a  noble  Venetian,  and  a 
Madonna,  a  half  length.  These  pictures  showed 
that  he  had  not  studied  those  of  Titian  without 
success.  Here  the  two  friends  separated,  Mignard 
returning  to  Rome,  and  Du  Fresnoy  to  France. 
He  had  read  bis  poem  to  the  best  painters  in  all 
places  through  which  he  passed,  and  particularly 
to  Albano  and  Guerciuo,  then  at  Bologna ;  and  hie 
consulted  several  men  famous  for  their  skill  in  polite 
literature. 

He  arrived  at  Paris  in  1 656,  where  he  lodged  with 
Mens.  Potel,  greffier  of  the  council,  iu  the  street 
Beautreillis,  where  he  painted  a  small  room  :  after- 
wards a  picture  fur  the  altar  of  the  church  of  St. 
Margaret  in  the  suburb  St  Antoine.  Mons.  Bordier, 
intendantof  the  finances,  who  was  then  finishing 
his  house  of  Rinci,  now  Livry,  having  seen  this 
picture,  was  so  highly  pleased  with  it,  that  he  took 
Du  Fresooy  to  that  bouse,  which  is  but  two  leagues 
from  Paris,  to  paint  the  saloon.  In  the  ceiling  was 
represented  the  burning  of  Troy ;  Venus  is  standing 
by  Paris,  who  makes  her  remark  how  the  fire  con- 
sumes that  great  city  ;  in  the  front  is  the  god  of 
the  river  which  runs  by  it,  and  other  deities :  this 
is  one  of  his  best  performances,  both  for  disposition 
and  colouring.    He  afterwards  painted  a  consider* 

>  This  is  the  account  of  Mons.  Felibien,  Entre- 
tiens  sur  les  vies  et  sur  les  ouvrages  des  plus 
excellens  peintres,  tom.  ii.  edit  Lond.  1705, 
p.  333.  But  the  late  author  of  Abreg§  de  la  vie  des 
plus  fameux  peintres,  part  ii.  p.  284,  edit  Par. 
1745,  in  4to,  says,  that  Fresnoy  went  to  Venice 
without  Mignard  ;  and  that  the  latter,  being  im- . 
portuned  by  the  letters  of  the  former,  made  a  visit 
to  him  in  that  city. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


J 


iOO 


MASON'S  POEMS. 


•blenanberof|rictiii«iibrtheeabiBttfoftlMcarioai, 
particiilarly  an  aharpiece  for  the  church  of  Lagni, 
fgprcienting  the  amunpliop  of  the  Yiifin,  and  the 
twelve  apoitles,  all  as  larfe  as  life.  At  the  Hotel 
d'Erral  (now  d'Anneooaville)  he  panited  teveFal 
plctares,  and  among  them  a  oeiliag  of  a  room  with 
Kiar  beantiiiil  landscapes,  the  fignrea  of  which  were 
hy  Migoard.  As  he  understood  avchiteeture  very 
we]],  he  drew  for  Moos,  de  Vilargeti  all  the  designs 
of  a  house,  which  that  gentleman  built  four  leagues 
from*  Avignon ;  as  likewise  those  for  the  Hotel  de 
'^  Lfonoe,  and  for  that  of  the.Grand  Prior  deSokivr^ 
The  high  altar  of  the  Filles-Dieu,  in  the  street  St 
Denis,  was  also  designed  by  him. 

Though  he  had  6nished  his  poem  before  he  had 
left  Itf  ly,  «nd  communicated  it,  as  hM  be^n  alrea- 
dy mentioned,  to  the  best  judges  of  that  country; 
yet,  after  hu  return  tu  France,  he  continued  still  to 
revise  it,  with  a  view  to  treat  more  at  length  of 
some  things,  which  did  not  seem  to  him  soffioently 
exptained.  This  employment  took  up  no  small 
Murt  of  hb  time,  and  was  the  reason  of  Ms  not  hav- 
ing 6nished  su  many  pictures  as  be  might  otherwise 
have  done.  And  tho'  he  was  desirous  to  see  his 
,  work  in  print,  he  thought  it  improper  to  publish  it 
without  a  French  trauslation,  which  be  deferred  un- 
dertaking from  time  to  time,  out  of  diffidence  of  his 
own  skill  in  his  native  language,  which  he  had  m 
some  measure  lost  by  his  long  residence  in  Italy. 
Mons.  de  Piles  was  therefore  at  last  induced,  at  his 
desire,  and  by  the  merit  of  the  poem,  to  translate 
H  into  French,  his  version  being  revised  by  Du  Fres- 
Boy  himself:  and  the  latter  had  begun  a  commen- 
tary upon  it,  when  he  was  seized  with  a  palsy,  and, 
after  languishing  four  or  6ve  months  under  it,  died 
at  the  house  of  one  of  his  bfx>thers  at  VilUers-le-bel, 
four  leagues  from  Paris,  in  1 665,  at  the  age  of  fifty- 
four,  and  was  interred  in  the  parish  church  thera. 
He  had  quitted  his  lodgings  at  Mons.  PolePs  upon 
Mignard's  return  to  Paris  in  1658,  and  the  two 
firiends  lived  together  from  that  time  till  the  daath 
of  Du  Fresnoy.      . 

His  poem  was  not  published  till  three  years  after 
bis  death,  when  it  was  printed  at  Paris  in  l^mo. 
with  the  French  version  and  remarks  of  Mons.  de 
Piles,  and  has  been  justly  admired  for  its  el^ance 
and  perspicuity. 

THE  ART  OF  PAINTING. 

Taut  Poetry  the  painter*s  power  displays; 
True  Painting  emulates  the  poet's  lays ; 
The  rival  sisters,  fond  of  equal  feme, 
Altemate  change  their  office  and  their  namf  ; 
Bid  silent  poetry  the  canvas  warm. 
The  tuneftil  page  with  speaking  picture  charm. 

What  to  the  ear  suUimer  rapture  brings. 
That  strain  alone  the  genuine  poet  sings ; 


That  form  akoe  where  glowi  peculiar  graoc^ 
The  genuine  painter  condescends  to  trace : 
No  sordid  theme  will  rerse  or  paint  admit. 
Unworthy  colours  if  unworthy  wit 

From  you,  blest  pair !  Religion  deigns  to  d 
Her  sacied  honours;  at  bar  awftil  name 
High  o*er  the  stars  you  take  your  soaring  flight. 
And  rove  the  regions  of  supernal  light ; 
Attend  to  lays  that  flow  from  tongues  divine  ; 
Undazsled  gaze  where  charms  scoraphic  shine  ; 
IVaoe  beauty's  beam  to  its  eternal  springy 
And  pure  to  man  the  fire  celestial  bring. 

Then  round  this  globe  on  joint  pursuit  ye  stray, 
Time's  ample  annals  studiously  surrey  ; 
And  from  the  eddies  of  oUivkm's  stream. 
Propitious  snatch  each  memorable  thenoM;.        [tes. 

Thus  to  each  form,  m  HeavM,  and  earth,  sad 
That  wins  with  grace,  or  awes  with  dignity. 
To  each  exalted  deed,  which  dares  to  claim 
The  glorious  meed  of  an  immortal  feme. 
That  meed  ye  grant    Hence,  to  remotest  age, 
The  hero's  soul  darts  from  the  poet's  page  ; 
Hence,  from  tbe  canvas,  still,  with  wonted  state^ 
He  lives,  he  breathes,  he  braves  the  frown  of  Fiste. 
Such  powers,  such  praises,  heav'n-bom  pair  belong, 
To  magic  colouring,  and  creative  song. 

But  here  I  pause,  hor  ask  Pieria's  train. 
Nor  Phoebus  self  to  elevate  the  strain ; 
Vain  is  tbe  flow*ry  vtBrse,  when  reasoning  sage. 
And  sober  precept  fill  the  studied  page ; 
Koough  if  there  tbe  fluent  numbers  please. 
With  native  clearness,  and  instructive  ease. 

Nor  shall  my  rules  the  artist's  hand  coofioe. 
Whom  practice  gives  to  strike  the  free  design  ^ 
Or  banish  fency  from  her  fairy  plains. 
Or  fetter  genius  in  didactic  chaws : 
No,  'tis  their  liberal  purpose  to  convey 
That  scientific  skill  which  wins  its  way         * 


DE  ARTE  GRAPHICA. 

Ut  Picfura  Poesiterit ;  similisque  Poan 
SitPictura;  refeit  par  amula  qussqne  sorovcm, 
Altemantque  vices  fc  nomina ;  mnta  poesis 
Didtar  hsBC,  piotura  loquens  solet  ilia  vocari. 

Quod  ftiit  aoditu  gratum  cecioere  poets ; 
Quod  polchnim  aqieoto  pictores  pingare  curant: 


Qussque  poeUram  nnmaris  indigna  fulre, 
Noneadempictorumoperamstudiumq;  mc. 

Ambss  quippe  sacros  ad  religioois  boQores 
Sydereos  superant  ignas,  anlamque  tooantis 
IngresM,  divfim  aspectu,  alloqukiqiie  fruuntnr; 
Oraqoe  magna  defim,  k.  dicUobsarratarepoctMt, 
CoBlestemqne  suorum  operum  moitalibos  ignen. 

Inde  per  huno  orbem  studiis  coeuntihtts  cnaBl, 
Garpentes  qoss  digna  sui,  revnlutaqoe  Iwstnm 
Tempora,  qussrendis  oonsortibus  arguaientis. 

Deoique,qu«conq  ;  m  ccnk>,  ten^oe,  mariqae 
Longius  m  tempus  durare,  ut  pulcbra,  mereotar, 
Nobilitate  suA,  cUroque  insignia  casu. 
Dives  &  ampla  manet  pictores  atque  poetas 
Materies ;  inde  alta  sonant  per  sascula  muwb 
Nbnuna,  magnanimis  heroibus  inde  superstes 
Gloria,  perpetuoque  operum  miracula  rsstant: 
Tantus  Inest  divis  honor  artibus  atque  potestas. 

Nod  mihi  Pieridium  chorus  hie,    nee  Apotts 
vocaodus, 
Mi^  ut  eloquium  numeris,  m^  gratia  feodi 
Dogmaticis  illurtret  opus  cationibos  horrensi 
Cum  nitidA  tantwn  Is  fecili  dig«stA  loqueli, 
Oman  prssceptik'negent,  oootenU  dooert. 

Nee  mihi  mens  animuive  fhit  conetringeta JMrfkis 
Artiflcinm  manibus,  quos  tanti^m  dirigit  usus ; 
IndoUs  ut  vigor  inde  polens  obttrictus  hebesGSl, 
NormaramaiuiiaroimDaBi,  gaoiamqj  jBORtort 
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On  docile  mtiire,  and  trmnffinits  to  youth. 
Talents  to  reach,  and  taste  to  relish  troth  r^ 
While  inborn  gemos  from  their  aid  leceiTes 
Each  sopplemental  art  that  practice  giTes. 

Tii  p«h|ting*8  first  chief  bosioess  to  explore 
What  lorelier  forms  in  nature's  boundless  store 
Aie  t>est  to  art  and  antient  taste  allied. 
For  antient  taste  those  forms  has  best  applied. 

Till  this  be  leam*d,  how  all  things  disagree ; 
Bov  all  one  wretched,  blind  barbarity  ! 
The  fool  to  natire  ignorance  confin'd, 
Ko  beanty  beaming  on  his  clouded  mind  ; 
Untaught  to  relish,  yet  too  proud  to  learn. 
He  scons  the  grace  his  dulness  cant  discern. 
Hence  reason  to  caprice  resigns  the  stage, 
And  beoce  that  maxim  of  the  ancient  sage, 
**  Of  all  vain  fools  with  coxcomb  talents  cunt. 
Bad  painters  and  bad  poets  are  the  worst" 

When  first  the  orient  rays  of  beauty  move 
The  oooscioos  soni,  they  light  the  lamp  of  love. 
Love  wakes  thote  warm  desires  that  prompt  our 
To  follow  and  to  fix  each  fljring  grace :         [chace. 
But  CATth-bom  graces  sparingly  impart 
The  symmetry  supreme  of  perfJect  art ; 
Fortfao*  our  casual  glance  may  sometimes  m^ 
With  charms  that  strike  the  soul,  and  seem  com- 
Tet  if  those  charms  too  closely  we  define,      [plete, 
Oooteot  to  copy  nature  line  for  line, 
Ow  end  is  lost.     Not  such  the  master's  care, 
Corioos  he  culls  the  perfect  from  the  fiir ; 
Jodge  of  his  art,  thro*  beauty's  realm  he  flies. 
Selects,  combines,  improves,  diversifies ; 
With  nhsble  step  pursues  the  fleeting  throng. 
And  clasips  each  Venus  as  she  glides  along. 

Yet  some  there  are  who  indiscreetly  gtray, 
Whtfe  poihlind  practice  only  points  the  way. 
Who  ev'ry  theoretic  truth  disdain. 
And  bhmder  oo,  mechanically  vain. 


Sed  remm  nt  pollens  ars  cognitione,  gradatim 
Natone  sese  insinnet,  verique  capacem 
Transeat  in  genium ;   geniusq;  usn  indoat  artem. 

PuedptiJi  imprimis  artisque  potissima  pars  est, 
KdsK  quid  in  rebus  nature  creirit  ad  artem  f  tarn : 
Faldtfius,  idque  modum  juxta,  mentemque  vetus- 

Qoisine  barbnries  caeca  &  temeraria  pulchmm 
NegUgit,  insultans  ignotae  audacior  arti, 
Ct  curare  neqoit,  quae  non  modo  noverit  esse  ; 
niod  apod  veteres  fnit  unde  notabile  dictum, 
•*  Nilpictore  malo  securius  atque  poet  A." 

Cbgnita  amas,  &  amata  cupis,  sequeri<q;  cupita; 
Plmibas  assequeris  tandem  qua  fer\-idus  urges : 
lUs  tamen  quae  pulchra  decent;  non  omnia  casus 
Qoaliacumqoe  dabunt,  etiamve  simillima  veris : 
.  Naa  qoamcumque  modo  servili  hand  snfiicit  ipsam 
Kitaram  exprimerp  ad  vivum  ;  sed  ut  arbiter  artis, 
Selifet  ex  illi  tanti^m  polcherriroa  pictor.        [ipse 
Qnodqoe  minus  pulchmm,  aut  mendosum,  corriget 
Haite  soo,  fbrmae  Veneres  captando  fugaces. 

Ulqoe  manus  grandi  nil  nomine  practica  dignum 
Anaqwtur,  primnm  arcame  quam  deficit  artis 
Innen,  k.  in  pneceps  abitura  nt  caeca  vagatur ; 
Sc  Bfafl  ars  operi  manuum  pirrata  supremum 
Bnquitnr,  sed  langoet  iners  uti  vincta  lacertos ; 
Ihi^oritnmque  typum  non  lingnU  pinxtt  Apelles. 

£q;o  Kcet  toti  normam  baiul  possimos  in  arte 
^Doere  (cum  neoneant  qoft  sunt  pulcbenima  did) 

Vou  XVIII. 


Some  too  there  are  within  whose  languid  breasts 
A  lifeless  hern  of  embryo  knowledge  rests. 
When  nor  tbe  pencil  feels  their  drowsy  art. 
Nor  the  skill'd  hand  explains  the  meaning  heart. 
In  chains  of  sloth  such  talents  droop  confined : 
*Twas  not  by  words  Apeiles  charm'd  mankind. 

Hear  then  the  Muse  ;  tho*  perfect  beauty  toweiS 
Above  the  reach  of  her  descriptive  powers, 
Yet  will  she  strive  some  leading  rules  to  draw 
Fh)m  sovereign  Nature's  universal  law ; 
Stretch  her  wide  view  o'er  ancient  art's  domain, 
Again  establish  reason's  legal  reign. 
Genius  again  coirect  with  science  sage. 
And  curb  luxuriant  fancy's  headlong  rage. 
*'  Right  ever  reigns  its  stated  bounds  between. 
Aim!  taste,  like  morals,  loves  tbe  golden  mean." 

Some  lofty  theme  let  judgment  first  supply. 
Supremely  fraught  with  grace  and  majesty  ; 
For  fancy  copious,  free  to  ev'ry  charm 
lliat  lines  can  circumscribe  or  colours  warm, 
Sull  happier  if  that  artful  theme  dispense 
A  poignant  moral  and  instructive  sense. 

Then  let  the  virgin  canvas  smooth  expand. 
To  claim  tbe  sketch  and  tempt  the  artist's  hand  i 
Then,  bold  Invention,  all  thy  powers  diflfUse, 
Of  all  thy  sisters  thou  tbe  noblest  Muse. 
Thee  ev'ry  art,  thee  ev'ry  grace  inspires. 
Thee  Phoebus  fills  with  all  bis  brightest  fires. 

Cbnse  such  judicious  force  of  shade  and  light 
As  suits  the  theme,  and  satisfies  the  sight ; 
W^eigh  part  with  part,  and  with  prophetic  eye. 
The  future  power  of  all  thy  tints  descry ; 
And  those,  those  only  on  the  canvas  place; 
Whose  hues  are  social,  whose  eflfect  is  grace. 

Vivid  and  faithful  to  the  historic  page. 
Express  the  customs,  manners,  forms,  and  age ; 
Nor  paint  conspicuous  on  tbe  foremost  plain 
Whatc»er  is  false,  impertinent  or  vain  j 


Nitimur  haec  paucis,  scrutati  summa  magistras 
Dogmata  Naturae,  artisque  exemplaria  prima 
Altius  intuiti ;  sic  mens  habilisque  ^cultas 
Indolis  excolitur,  geniumque  scientia  complet ; 
Luxuriansque  in  monstra  furor  compescitur  arte. 
**  Est  modus  in  rebus,  sunt  certi  denique  fines, 
Quos  ulira  citraque  neqnit  coosistere  rectum." 

Hispositis,  erit  optandum  tbema  nobile,  put« 
chrum, 
Quodque  venustatum,  circa  formam  atque  colorem, 
Sponte  capax  amplam  emeritae  mox  praebeat  arti 
Materiam,  retegens  aliquid  salis  &  documenti. 

Tandem  opus  aggredior;  primoq;  occumt  in  albo 
Disponenda  typi,  concepta  potente  Minerv&, 
Machine,  qux  nostris  Inventio  dicitur  oris. 

Ilia  quidem  priiks  ingenuis  instructa  soromm 
Artibos  Aonidom,  k.  Phcebi  sobliraior  aestu. 

Querendasque  inter  posituras,  luminis,  umbrae, 
Atque  futurorum  jani  presentire  colorum  [nustum. 
Par  erit  harmoniam,  captando  ab  utrisque   ve- 

Sit  tbematis  genuina  ac  viva  expressio,  juxt^ 
Textum  antiquorum,  propriis  cum  tempore  formis. 

Nee  quod  inane,  nihil  facit  ad  rem,  sive  vidctur 
Impmprium,  minimkjue  urgens,  potiora  tenebit 
Omamenta  operis ;  tragicx  sed  lege  sororis, 
Summa  ubi  res  agitur,  vis  summa  requiritur  artis. 

Ista  labore  gravi,  studio,  monittsque  magistri 
Ardoa  pars  nequit  addiaci :  rarissima  namque, 

Dd 
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Bat  like  the  tragic  Mme,  thy  lustre  throw. 
Where  the  chief  action  claims  its  warmest  glow. 

This  rare,  this  arduous  task  no  rules  can  teach, 
No  skiir<l  preceptor  point,  no  practice  reach  ^ 
Tis  taste,  *tis  genius,  *tis  the  heavenly  ray 
Prometheus  ravish'd  from  the  car  of  day. 
In  Egypt  first  the  infant  art  appeared. 
Rude  and  unformed ;  but  when  to  Greece  she  steer'd 
Her  prosperous  course,  fair  Fancy  met  the  maid  ; 
Wit,  reason,  judgment,  lent  their  powerful  aid ; 
Till  all  complete  the  gradual  wonder  shone, 
And  TanquishM  Nature  own*d  herself  outdone. 

Twas  there  the  goddess  fixt  her  blest  abodes, 
There  reign'd  in  Corinth,  Athens,  Sicyon,  Rhodes. 
Her  vadous  rot'ries  various  talents  crown'd. 
Yet  each  alike  her  inspiration  own*d  : 
Witness  those  marble  miracles  of  grace. 
Those  tests  of  symmetry,  where  still  we  trace 
All  art's  perfection :  with  reluctant  gaze^ 
To  these  the  genius  of  succeeding  days 
Looks  diazzled  up,  and,  as  their  glories  spread. 
Hides  in  his  mantle  his  diminished  head.  [law. 

Learn  then  from  Greece,  ye  youths,  proportion's 
Informed  by  her,  each  just  position  draw ; 
Skilful  to  range  each  large  unequal  part. 
With  Taried  motion  and  contrasted  art ; 
Full  in  the  front  the  nobler  limbs  to  place, 
And  poise  nach  figure  on  its  central  base. 

But  chief  from  her  that  flowing  outline  take. 
Which  floats,  in  wavy  windings,  like  the  snake. 
Or  lambent  flame ;  which,  ample,  broad,  and  long. 
Relieved  not  swell'd,  at  once  both  light  and  strong, 
Glides  thro*  the  graceful  whole.     Her  art  divine 
Cuts  not,  in  parts  minute,  the  tame  design. 
But  by  a  few  bold  strokes,  distinct  and  free. 
Galls  forth  the  charms  of  perfect  symmetry. 
True  to  anatomy,  more  true  to  graoe. 
She  bids  each  muscle  know  its  native  place  ; 


Nl  priiis  aethereo  rapoit  quod  ah  axe  Prometheus 
Sit  jubar  infusum  menU  cum  flamhue  vitas. 
Mortali  baud  cuivis  divioa  bsc  munera  dantur ; 
Non  uti  DoBdaleam  licet  omnibus  ire  Corinthum. 

£cypto  inforrnis  quondam  pictura  reperta, 
Gnecorum  studiis,  &  mentis  acumine  ccevit : 
Rgregiis  tandem  illustrata  &  adulta  magistris, 
Naturam  visa  est  miro  superare  labore. 

Quos  inter,  graphidos  gymnasia  prima  fu£re 
Portus  Athenarum,  Sicyon,  Rhodo«,  atque  Gorin- 
Disparia  inter  se  modicum  ratione  laboris ;      [thus, 
Ut  patet  ex  vetenim  statuis,  fbrmae  atque  decoris 
Archetypis ;  quels  posterior  nil  protulit  aetas 
Condignum,  k,  non  inferius  long^,  arte  modoque. 

Horum  igitiu*  vera  ad  normam  positnra  legtftur : 
Gr^ndia,  iosqualis,  formosaque  pardbus  amplis 
Auteriosa  dabit  membra,  in  contraria  motu 
Diverse  variata,  suo  librataque  oentro ; 

Membrorumque  sinus  ignis  Aammantis  ad  instar, 
Scrpenti  undantes  flexii ;  sed  laevia,  plana, 
Maguaque  sigoa,  quasi  sine  tubere  subdita  tactu, 
£x  longo  deduQta  fluant,  non  secta  minutim* 
Insertisque  torts  sint  nota  ligamina,  juxta 
Compkgem  anutomes,  &  membrificatio  GrsDOO 
Defbrmata  modo,  paucisque  expressa  lacertis, 
Qualis  apud  veteres ;  totoque  Eurythmia  partes 
Componat ;  genitumque  suo  generante  sequent! 
Sit  minus,  &  puocto  vldeantur  cuocta  sub  uno. 


Bids  small  firom  great  Hi  just  gradatioB  rite. 
And,  at  one  visual  point,  approach  the  eyes. 

Yet  deem  not,  youths,  that  perspective  can  givt 
Those  charms  complete  by  which  your  works  shall 
What  tbo'  her  rules  may  to  your  hand  impart  [live; 
A  quick  mechanic  substitute  for  art ;  ' 
Yet  formal,  geometric  shapes  she  draws ; 
Hence  the  true  genius  scorns  her  rigid  laws. 
By  nature  taught  he  strikes  th'  unerring  lines. 
Consults  his  eye,  and  as  he  sees  designs.        [time, 

Man's  changefiil  race,  the  sport  of  chance  and 
Varies  no  less  in  aspect  than  in  clime  | 
Mark  well  the  difference,  and  let  each  be  seen 
Of  various  age,  complexion,  hair,  and  mein. 

Yet  to  each  sep'rate  form  adapt  with  care 
Such  limbs,  such  robes,  such  attitude  and  air« , 
As  bcit  befit  the  head,  and  best  combine 
To  make  one  whole,  one  uniform  design ; 
Learn  action  firom  the  dumb,  the  dumb  shall  teach 
How  happiest  to  supply  the  want  of  speech. 

Fair  in  the  front  in  all  the  blaze  of  light. 
The  hero  of  thy  piece  should  meet  the  sight, 
Supremd  in  beauty;  lavish  here  thine  art, 
And  bid  him  boldly  from  the  canvas  start ; 
While  round  that  sov'reign  form  th'  infidor  tnia 
In  groups  collected  fill  the  pictnr'd  plain : 
Fill,  but  not  crowd :  for  oft  some  open  space 
Must  part  their  ranks,  and  leave  a  vacant  place. 
Lest,  ardessly  dispers'd,  the  sever'd  crew 
At  random  rush  on  our  bewilder'd  view ; 
Or  parts  with  parts,  in  thick  coofuskm  bound. 
Spread  a  tumultuous  chaos  o'er  the  ground. 

In  ev'ry  figured  group  the  judging  eye 
Demands  the  charms  of  contrariety, 
In  formsp  in  attitudes,  expects  to  trace 
Distinct  inflections,  and  contrasted  graoe. 
Where  art  diversely  leads  each  changeful  linfl^ 
Oppuees,  breaks,  divides  the  whole  dengn  ; 


Regula  certa  licet  neqneat  prospectica  did, 
Autcomplebientom  graphidos;  sed  in  arte  juvameo* 
Et  modus  acoelenuM  operandi :  at  corpora  folio 
Sub  visu  in  multis  referens,  mendosa  labasdt : 
Nam  Geometralem  nunquam  sunt  corpora  jnxti 
Mensuram  depicta  oculis,  sed  qualia  visa. 

Non  eadem  formas  species,  non  onmibus  aetas 
£qualis,  similesque  color,  crinesque  figuris  : 
Nam,  variis  velut  orta  plagls,  gens  dispare  vultu  est 

Singula  membra,  suo  capiti  conformia,  fiant 
Unam  idemque  slmul  corpus  cum  vestibus  ipsis : 
Mutorumque  silens  positura  imitabitur  actus. 

Prima  figurarum,  seu  princeps  dramatis,  ultr^ 
Prosiliat  a^dia  in  tabula,  sub  luroine  prime 
Pulchrior  ante  alias,  relk|uis  nee  operta  figuris. 

Agglomerata  simul  sint  membra,  ipssque  figure 
Stipentur,  circumque  globos  locus  usque  vacabit; 
N^,  maid  dispersis  dum  visus  ubique  figuris 
Dividitur,  cuuctisque  opens  fervente  tumultu 
Partibus  implicitis,  crepitans  confusio  suigat 

Inque  figurarum  cumulis  i^  omnibus  idem 
Corporis  inflexus,  motusqoe  ;  vel  artubus  omnes 
Conversis  pariter  non  connitantur  eodem ; 
Sed  qusedam  in  diverse  trahant  contraria  membra, 
Transverseque  aliis  pugnent,  &  cetera  fiaogant 
Pluribus  adversis  aversam  oppone  figuram,  ^ 
Pectoribusque  humeros,  &  dextera  membra  shiistris. 
Sea  multis  constabit  opus,  paucisve  figuris. 
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llnif  when  tlie  retl  in  front  their  charms  display. 
Let  one  wkh  ibce  averted  tarn  away. 
Shoulders  oppose  to  breasts,  and  left  to  right. 
With  parts  that  meet  aod  parts  that  shoo  the  sight, 
Tha  ride  in  practice  uniformly  true 
Eitends  alike  to  many  forms  or  few. 

Yet  keep  thro'  all  the  piece  a  perfiect  poize : 
If  here  in  frequent  troops  the  6gures  rise, 
There  let  some  object  tower  with  equal  pride  ; 
Aad  so  arrange  each  correspondent  side 
That,  thro'  the  wel1>connected  plan  appear 
Hio  cold  TacuHy,  no  desert  drear. 

Say,  does  the  poet  glow  with  genuine  rage, 
Wbocrowds  with  pomp  and  noise  his  bustling  stage  ? 
Seroid  alike  of  taste  that  painter  deem, 
Wliose  ftnttVing  works  with  numerous  figures  teem ; 
A  task  so  Tsrious  how  shall  art  fulfill. 
When  oft  the  simplest  forms  elude  our  skill } 
But,  did  the  toil  succeed,  we  still  should  lose 
That  soleson  msjesty,  that  soft  repose. 
Bear  to  the  cnrioos  eye,  and  only  found. 
Where  few  fisir  objects  fill  an  ample  ground* 
Yet  if  some  grand  important  theme  dem?tnd^ 
Of  Bsany  needful  forms  a  busy  band, 
Jadgment  will  so  the  several  groups  unite. 
That  one  compacted  whole  sluUl  meet  the  sight 

The  joints  in  each  extreme  distinctly  treat, 
lior  e'er  ooooeal  the  outline  of  the  feet  : 

TW  bands  alike  demand  to  be  exprest 
lo  batf-sbown  figures*  rang'd  behind  the  rest 
Kor  can  soch  fbrms  with  force  or  beauty  sliine. 
Save  when  tbe  bead  and  hands  in  action  join. 

Each  air  constrained  and  forced,  each  gesture  rude. 
Whatever  contracts  or  cramps  the  attitude. 
With  aoora  discard.    When  squares  or  angles  join, 
When  flows  in  tedious  parallel  the  line, 
Acate,  obtuse,  whene'er  the  shapes  appear. 
Or  take  a  fbrmal  geometric  air. 


Alterm  pars  tabnlsB  vacuo  nen  frigida  caropo, 
Aat  deseru  siet,  dum  pluribus  altera  formis 
Icrvida  ■K>le  sna  snpremam  essurgit  ad  oram. 
Sed  tiki  sic  positis  respondeat  utraque  rebus, 
Vt  si  ali(|oid  snrram  se  parte  attollat  in  unA, 
Sc  aliqnid  parte  ex  aliA  coosurgat,  &  ambas 
fquiparet,  geminas  cumulaodo  ssqualiter  oras. 

PhvibiBS  implicitum  personis  dramo  supremo 
In  gcnere,  ut  rarum  est,  multis  iU  densa  figuris 
Banor  est  tabula  exceHens ;  vel  adhnc  feri  nulU 
Pne^it  in  multis,  quod  vix  bene  pnestat  in  unA : 
Qaqipe  tolet  remm  nimio  dispersa  tumuitu, 
VsjpMala  carere  gravi,  requieque  decora  ; 
Kec  specioaa  mtet,  vacuo  nisi  libera  campo. 
M  siopere  in  magno,  plures  thema  grande  requirat 
Em  flguramm  comulos,  speeUbitur  unA 
^»^aa  toCa  rei ;  non  singula  quseque  seorsim. 

^Pnacipua  extremis  raro  internodia  membris 
Ahdita  sint ;  sed  summa  pedum  vestigia  nunqnam. 

Oratia  nulla  manet,  raotusque,  vigorque  fignras 
J*»  aliis  subter  majori  ex  parte  latentes, 
Bi  capitis  motnm  maoibus  oomitentor  agenda 
^Mdles  fngito  aspectus,  contractaque  visu 
MflBjbra  sub  iugraio,  motusque,  actusque  coactos ; 
^ndque  rtfert  signis,  rectos  quodamoMdo  tractns, 
**«  P*»»ilek»  plures  simul,  &  vel  acutas, 
y^  yeometralea  (ut  quadra,  triangula)  formas : 
sparisignonuiitgoidiDequandaBi 


These  all  displease,  and  the  di^usted  eye 
Nauseates  the  tame  and  irksome  symmetry. 
Mark  then  our  former  rule ;  with  contrast  strong 
And  mode  transverse  the  leading  lines  prolong, 
For  these  in  each  design,  if  well  exprest. 
Give  value,  force,  aod  lustre  to  tbe  rest 

Nor  yet  to  nature  such  strict  homage  pay 
As  not  to  quit  when  genius  leads  the  way; 
Nor  3ret,  tho'  genius  all  his  succour  sends. 
Her  mimic  pow'rs  tho'  ready  mem*ry  lends. 
Presume  from  nature  wholly  to  depart. 
For  nature  is  the  arbitress  of  art. 
In  errour's  grove  ten  thousand  thickets  spread. 
Ten  thousand  devious  paths  our  steps  mislead  ; 
'Mid  curves,  that  vary  in  perpetual  twine, 
Truth  owns  but  one  direct  aud  perfect  line. 

Spread  then  her  genuine  charms  overall  the  piece. 
Sublime  and  perfect  as  they  gtow'd  in  Greece. 
Those  genuine  charms  to  seize,  with  zeal  explore 
The  vases,  medals,  statues,  form'd  of  yore. 
Relievos  high  that  swell  the  column's  stem. 
Speak  from  the  marble,  sparkle  from  tbe  gem: 
Hence,  all-majestic  on  th'  expanding  soul. 
In  copious  tide  the  bright  ideas  roll ; 
Fill  it  with  radiant  forms  unknown  before. 
Forms  such  as  demigods  and  heroes  wore : 
Here  pause  and  pity  our  enervate  dnys, 
Hopeleu  to  rival  their  transcendant  praise. 

Peculiar  toil  on  single  forms  bestow. 
There  let  expremon  lend  its  finish'd  glow  ; 
There  each  variety  of  tint  unite 
With  the  full  harmony  of  shade  and  light 

Free  o'er  tbe  limbs  the  flowiug  vesture  cast. 
The  light  broad  folds  with  grace  majestic  plac'd  ; 
And  as  each  figure  turns  a  difierent  way. 
Give  tbe  large  plaits  their  corresponding  play; 
Yet  devious  oft  and  swelling  from  the  part, 
Tbe  flowing  robe  with  ease  shoukl  seem  to  start; 


Sjrmmetriam  s  ted  prsDcipoa  in  contraria  semper 
Signa  volont  duci  transversa,  ut  diximus  ante. 
Summa  igitur  ratio  signorum  habeatur  in  omni 
Gomposito;  datenim  reliquispretium,atquevigoreiB» 

Non  ita  naturss  astanti  sis  cuique  revinctus, 
Hanc  prsBter  nihil  ut  genio  studioque  relinquas  ; 
Nee  sine  teste  rei  nature,  artisque  magistra, 
Quidlibet  ingenio,  memor  ut  tantummodo  reruro, 
Pingere  posse  putes ;  errorum  est  plurima  sylva, 
Multiplicesque  vise,  bene  agendi  terminus  uous, 
Linea  recta  velut  sola  est,  &  mille  recurvss ; 

Sed  juxta  autiquos  naturam  imitabere  pulchram, 
Qualem  forma  rei  propria,  objectumque  requirit 
Non  te  igitur  lateant  antiqua  numismata,  gemma 
Vasa,  typi,  statuas  csslataque  marmore  signis, 
Qoodque  refert  specie  veterum  post  sacula  mentem : 
Splendidior  quippe  ex  illis  assurgit  imago, 
Magnaque  se  rerum  focies  aperit  meditanti ; 
Tunc  nostri  tenuem  sauzli  miserebere  sortem, 
CCkm  spes  nulla  iet  sreaitura  asqualis  in  ssvum. 

Exquisita  siet  fbrmA,  dum  sola  figure 
Pingitur ;  &  multis  variata  coloribus  esto. 

Lati,  amplique  sinus  pannorum,  &  nobilis  ordo 
Membra  sequens,  subter  latitantia  lumine  &  umbrA 
Exprimet ;  ille  licet  transversus  saspe  feratur, 
£t  circumifusos  pannorum  porrigat  extra 
Membra  sinus,  non  oontiguos,  ipsisque  fignr« 
Partibttt  inpresidi,  quasi  pannus  adbsireat  illis; 
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Not  on  the  fbnn  in  stiiF  adhesion  laid, 
But  well  reliev'd  by  gentle  light  and  shade. 

Where'er  a  flat  racuity  is  seen, 
There  let  some  shadowy  bending  intervene. 
Above,  below,  to  lead  its  varied  line, 
As  best  may  teach  the  distant  folds  to  join; 
And  as  t|)e  limbs  by  few  bold  strokes  exprest 
Excel  in  beauty,  so  the  liberal  vest 
In  large,  distinct,  unwrinkled  folds  should  fly  ; 
Beauty's  best  handmaid  is  Simplicity.     ,^ 

To  different  ranks  adapt  their  proper  robfe ; 
With  ample  pall  let  roonarchs  sweep  the  globe; 
In  garb  succinct  and  coarse,  array  the  swain. 
In  light  and  silken  veils,  the  virgm  train. 

Where  in  black  shade  the  deeper  hollow  lies. 
Assisting  ait  some  midway  ibid  supplies, 
That  gently  meets  the  light,  and  gently  spreads. 
To  break  th'%  hardness  of  opposing  shades. 

Each  nobler  symbol  classic  sages  use 
To  mark  a  virtue,  or  adorn  a  Mum, 
Ensigns  of  war,  of  peace,  or  rites  divine. 
These  in  thy  work  with  dignity  may  shine : 
But  sparingly  thy  earth-bom  stores  unfold, 
Nor  load  with  gems,  nor  lace  with  tawdry  gold ; 
Rare  things  alone  are  dear  in  custom's  e]^. 
They  lose  their  value  as  they  multiply. 

Of  absent  forms  the  features  to  define. 
Prepare  a  model  to  direct  thy  line ; 
Each  garb,  each  custom,  with  precision  trace. 
Unite  in  strict  decorum  time  with  place ; 
And  emulous  alone  of  genuine  fame. 
Be  grace,  be  majesty  thy  constant  aim. 
That  majesty,  that  grace,  so  rarely  given 
To-  mortal  man,  not  taught  by  art  but  Heav'n. 

In  all  to  sage  propriety  attend, 
Nor  sink  the  clouds,  nor  bid  the  waves  ascend ; 
Lift  not  the  mansions  drear  of  Uell  or  Night 
Above  the  tha]iderer*s  lofty  arch  of  light ; 


Sed  modic^  espressos  cum  lumineservet  &  umbris: 

Quaeqae  intermissis  passim  sunt  dissita  vanis, 
Copulet,  inductis  sabtirve,  sup^rve  lacemis. 
El  membra,  ut  magnis,  paucisque  ezpressa  lacertis, 
Majestate  sJiis  prestant,  forma,  atque  deoore : 
Haud  secus  in  pannis,  quos  supra  optavimus  amplos, 
Perpaucos  shiunm  flexus,  rugasque,  striasque. 
Membra  super,  versu  faciles,  inducere  praestat. 

Naturacque  rei  proprius  sit  pannus,  abundans 
Patriciis ;  succinctus  erit,  crassusque  bubulcis, 
Mancipiisque ;  levis  teneris,  gracilisque  puellis. 

Inque  cavis  maculisque  umbrarum    aliquando 
tnm^cet. 
Lumen  ut  excipiena,  operis  quk  massa  requirit, 
Latins  extendat,  sublatisque  aggreget  umbris. 

Nobilia  anna  juvant  virtututp  ornantque  figuras, 
Qualia  Musamm,  belli,  cuitusque  deorum. 
Nee  sit  opus  nimitim  gemmis  auroque  refcrtum ; 
Kara  etenim  magno  in  pretio,  sed  plurima  vili. 

Quae  deinde  ex  veto  nequeant  prsesente  videri, 
Prototypum  prins  illorum  formare  juvabit. 

Coin veniat  locus,  atque  habitus ;  ritusque  decusque 
ServetuK^  sit  nobilitas,  charitumque  venustas, 
(Rarum  homini  munus,  ccelo,  non  arte  petendum.) 

Natune  sit  ubique  tenor,  ratioque  sequenda. 
Non  vicina  pedum  tabulata  excelsa  tonantis 
Astra  domus  depicta  gerent,  nubesque,  notosque  ; 
Nee  mare  depress|im  laquearia  summa,  vel  orcum ; 


Nor  build  the  column  oo  an  osier  bas^, 
But  let  each  object  know  its  native  place. 

Thy  last,  thy  noblest  task  remains  untold. 
Passion  to  paint,  and  sentiment  unfold ; 
Yet  how  these  motions  of  the  mmd  display ! 
Can  colours  catch  tljtem,  or  can  lines  portray  ? 
Who  shall  our  pigmy  pencils  arm  with  might 
To  seize  the  soul  and  force  her  into  sight  } 
Jove,  Jove  alone ;  his  highly-CsvouHd  few 
Alone  can  call  such  miracles  to  view. 

But  this  to  rhet'ric  and  the  schools  I  leave. 
Content  from  ancient  lore  one  rule  to  give, 
*'  By  tedious  toil  no  passions  are  exprest,      [best** 
His  hand  who  feels  them  strongest  paints  them 

Yet  shall  the  Muae  with  all  her  force  proacribe 
Of  base  and  barbarous  forms  that  Gothic  tribe 
Which  sprang  to  birth,  what  time,  thro^  lost  of  sway, 
Imperial  Latium  bad  the  world  obey  : 
Fierce  from  the  north  the  headlong  demons  6ew, 
The  wreaths  of  science  wither'd  at  their  view. 
Plagues  were  their  harbingers,  and  War  accmrst, 
And  Luxury,  of  every  fiend  the  worst  ;♦ 
Then  did  each  Muse  behold  her  triumphs  fisde. 
Then  pensive  Paintmgdroop'd  the  languUhM  bead; 
And  sorrowing  Sculpture,  while  the  ruthleas  flame 
^nvolv'd  each  trophy  of  her  sister's  fiune. 
Fled  to  sepulchral  cells  her  own  to  save. 
And  lurk'd  a  patient  inmate  of  the  graven 
Meanwhile  beneath  the  frown  of  angry  Heaven, 
Unworthy  ev*ry  boon  its  smile  bad  given. 
Involved  in  erroor^s  cloud,  and  scom'd  of  light. 
The  guilty  empire  sunk.    Then  horrid  night, 
And  dullness  drear  their  mnrky  vigils  kept. 
In  savage  gloom  the  impious  ages  slept. 
Till  Genius,  starting  from  his  rugged  bed. 
Full  late  awoke  the  ceaseless  tear  to  shed 
For  perish'd  art ;  for  those  celestial  hues. 
Which  Zeuxis,  aided  by  the  Attic  Muse, 


Marmoreamque  feret  cannis  vaga  pergida  molem : 
Congrua  sed  proprii  semper  statione  looentar. 

HsBC  pncter,  motus  animorum,  &  corde  repostos 
Exprimere  affectos,  paucisque  coloribus  iptam 
Pingere  iposse  aoimam,  atque  oculis  praebere  vi- 
dendam,  [amavit 

"  Hoc  opus,  hie  labor  est    Pauci»  quos  aequos 
Jupiter,  aut  ardens  evexit  ad  ethera  virtus, 
Dis  similes  potuere"  raanu  miracula  tanta. 

Hos  ego  rhetoribtts  tractandos  desero ;  tantAm 
Egregii  antiquum  memorabo  sophisma  magtstri, 
"  Venus  aff^ctus  animi  vigor  exprimit  ardens, 
"  Solliciti  nimiiim  quam  sedula  cura  laboris. 

Denique  nil  sapiat  Gothorum  barbara  trito 
Omamenta  modo,  ssBclorum  &  monstra  malorum  t 
Queis  ubi  bella,  famem,  &  pestem,  disoordia,  luxns, 
Et  Romanorum  res  grandior  hntulit  orbi, 
IngenusB  periere  artes,  periere  superbss 
Aitificum  moles ;  saa  tunc  miracula  vidit 
Ignibus  absumi  picture,  latere  coacta 
Fomicibus,  sortem  &  reliquam  confidere  cryptis. 
Marmoribusque  diu  sculptura  jacere  sepultis. 
Imperium  interea,  soelerum  gravitate  fatiscent, 
Horrida  nox  totum  invastt,  donoque  superai 
Luminis  indignum,  errorum  caligine  mersit, 
Impiaque  ignaris  damnavit  sascia  tenebris. 
Unde  coloratura  Graiis  hue  usque  magistris      [que 
Nil  superest  tantonim  hoimQ^mi,  quod  mento  viodo- 
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OtL^t  to  the  PomPiiag  ey« :  die  bad  bit  oame, 
Witb  thioe,  Apdles  !  gild  fhe  lisU  of  fome, 
Wicb  tbioe  to  cokmriog*8  brigbtott  glories  soar, 
Tbe  godf  applaud  him,  and  tbe  world  adore. 

A^  f  bow  lost  tboee  magic  mixtures  all ! 
No  boes  of  bis  now  animate  tbe  wall ; 
Bow  tben  sbaU  modem  art  tbose  boes  applj, 
How  gire  design  its  fiuish'd  dignity  ? 
Betnro,  fiur  Ookxiring !  all  thy  lares  prepare, 
Eacb  safe  decepttoo,  every  honest  snare. 
Which  brings  new  lorers  to  thy  sister^s  train, 
Skilfol  at  once  to  charm,  and  to  retain  ; 
C^me,  fiiithfal  siren  !  cb&ste  seducer  I  say. 
What  laws  control  thee,  and  what  powers  obey. 

Know,  first,  that  light  displays  and  shade  destroys 
Refulgent  nature's  Tariegated  dyes. 

Thus  bodies  near  tbe  light  distinctly  shine 
With  rajrs.  direct,  and  as  it  fades  decline. 

Thus  to  tbe  eye  oppos'd  with  stronger  light 
They  meet  its  ort>,  for  distance  dims  the  sight. 

Leain  hence  to  paint  the  fMirts  that  meet  the 
In  ipberic  forms,  of  bright,  and  equal  hue ;     [view 
WhUe,  from  tbe  light  receding  or  the  eye. 
The  siafcfi^  outlines  take  a  Mnter  dye. 
Lost  and  oonlbs'd  progressirely  they  fade, 
Not  &U  precipitate  from  light  to  shade. 
Tins  natosv  dictates,  and  this  taste  porsnes. 
Studious  in  gradual  gloom  her  lights  to  lose. 
The  Tarioos  whole  with  soft'ning  tints  to  fill 
As  if  one  sii^le  bead  employed  her  skill. 
Thus  if  bold  fisncy  plan  some  prood  design. 
Where  many  Tarious  groups  divide  or  join, 
flW  sure  from  more  than  three  confusion  springs) 
One  globe  of  Kght  and  shade  o'er  all  she  flings ; 
Yet  dEilPd  tbe  separate  masBjes  to  dispoee. 
Where'er,  in  front,  tbe  fuller  radiance  glows. 
Behind,  a  calm  reposing  gloom  she  spruds, 
BdieriBJg  ibadet  witb  ligl^  and  light  with  shades. 


Kostrstes  juvet  artiflces,  doceatque  laborem  j 
Kec  qui. chromatids  nobis,  hoc  tempore,  partes 
Bcslitoat,  qoales  Zeuxis  tractaverat  olim, 
Hi^  qnando  magft  velut  arte  ssquavit  Apellem 
PMDTum  arcbigraphum,  meniitque  coloribus  altam 
Koainis  setemi  fsmam,  toto  orbe  sonantem. 
Hcc  qnCdem  nt  in  tabalis  fiillax,  sed  grate  venustas, 
&  compleraentom  graphidos,  roirabile  yisn, 
Polcfara  Yocabatur,  sed  subdola,  lena  sororis; : 
Non  tamen  hoc  lenocinium,  fucusque,  dolusqoe 
Dedeoori  fbit  unquam ;  illi  sed  temper  honori, 
Lu£bus  Ic  mentis ;  banc  ergo  nosse  juvabit. 

Los  varinai,  Tivomque  dabit,  nolhim  umbra, 
colorem.  [quum, 

Qqo  magis  adrersnm  est  corpus,  lucique  propiu> 
Qsriw  est  lumen ;  nam  debilitetur  eunda 

Qao  magis  est  curpus  directum,  oculisque  pro- 
pinqunm, 
Goaipicitnr  melius ;  nam  visttt  bebescit  eondo. 

£igo  in  corporibns,  qux  visa  adversa,  rotundis, 
litcgn  sunt,  extrema  abscedant  perdite  signis 
Coofosis,  noo  prccipiti  labentnr  in  umbram 
Clara  gradu,  nee  adumbrate  in  chira  aha  repents 
Pn>rampant  j  sed  erit  sensim  hinc  atque  inde  meatus 
Luds  k,  nmbnnim ;  capitisque  unius  ad  inster, 
Totam  opus,  ez  multis  qnaroquam  sit  partibus,  unus 
Lbbmis  ombraramque  globus  tentummodo  flet. 
Urn  dam,  vd  tres  nd  summom,  ubi  gnmdius  esset 


And  as  tbe  centre  of  some  conrex  glass 

Draws  to  a  pomt  the  congregated  mass 

Of  dazzling  rasrs,  that,  more  than  nature  bright. 

Reflect  each  image  in  an  orb  of  light. 

While  from  that  point  Ihe  scattered  beams  retire^ 

Sink  to  tbe  verge  and  there  in  shade  expire ; 

So  strongly  near,  so  softly  disteot  throw 

On  all  thy  rounded  groups  the  circling  glow. 

As  is  the  sculptor's,  such  the  painter's  aim. 
Their  labour  different,  bat  their  end  the  same  ; 
What  from  the  marble  the  rude  cbissel  break^ 
The  softer  pencil  from  the  canvas  tekes. 
And,  skill'd  remoter  distences  to  keep. 
Surrounds  the  outline  pale  in  shadows  deep : 
While  on  the  front  the  sparkling  histre  plajrs. 
And  meets  the  eye  in  full  meridian  blaze. 
True  colouring  thus  in  plastic  power  excel  Is, 
Fair  to  the  visual  point  her  forms  she  swells. 
And  lifts  them  from  their  flat  aeral  ground 
Warm  as  the  life,  and  as  the  stetoe  round. 

In  silver  clouds  in  ether's  blue  domain. 
Or  the  clear  mirror  of  the  watry^  plain. 
If  chance  some  solid  substence  claim  a  place. 
Firm  and  opaque  amid  the  lucid  space. 
Rough  lei  it  swell  and  boldly  meet  the  sight, 
Mark'd  with  peculiar  strength  of  shade  aind  lights 
There  blend  each  earthy  tint  of  heaviest  sort. 
At  onoe  to  g^ve  consistence  and  support. 
While  the  bright  wave,  soft  cloud,  or  azure  sky. 
Light  and  pellucid  firom  that  substance  fly. 

Permit  not  two  conspicaoos  lights  to  shint 
With  rival  radiance  in  the  same  design; 
But  yield  to  one  alone  the  power  to  blaze 
And  spread  th'  extensive  vigour  of  its  rays, 
There  where  the  noblest  figures  are  display'd^ 
Thence  gild  the  distaut  parts  and  leseeniiig  fadet 
As  fade  the  beams  which  Phcebus  from  the  east 
FLngs  vivid  forth  to  light  tbe  distant  west,    - 


Drrisum  pegma  in  paites  statione  renotai. 
Sintque  ite  discrati  inter  se,  ratkme  cotonim, 
Lnminis,  umbrarumque,  antrorsum  ut  corpora  clara 
Obscura  umbrarum  requies  spectonda  relhM)uat; 
Claroque  exiliant  umbrate  atque  aspera  campo. 
Ac  reluti  in  speculis  convexis,  eminet  ante 
Asperior  reipsi  vigor,  A:  vis  aucte  colorum 
Partibos  adversis;  magis  k,  fbga  rupte  retrorsum 
lllorum  est  (ut  visa  min^  vergentibus  oris) 
Corporibys  dabimus  fbrmas-hoc  more  rotundas. 

Mente  mo<ioque  igitur  plaites,  9c  pictore,  eodera 
Dispositam  tnictabit  opus ;  que  sculptor  in  orbem 
Atterit,  hsc  mpto  procul  abscedente  colore 
Assequitur  pk^,  fiigientiaque  ilia  retrorsum 
Jam  signata  mni^s  confuse  coloribus  aufert : 
Anteriora  quidem  directs  adversa,  colore 
Integra  vivact,  summo  cum  lumine  A:  umbra 
Antrorsum  distincte  refert,  velut  aspera  visu ; 
Sicque  super  planum  inducit  leucoma  colores, 
Hos  velut  ex  ipsi  natur&  immotus  eodem 
Intuitu  circum  stetsas  daret  inde  rotundas. 

Densa  figurarum  solidis^ua  corpora  formis 
Sobdite  sunt  tactu,  non  translucent,  sed  opaca 
in  translucendi  spatio  ut  super  aiira,  nubes, 
limpida  stagna  undarum,  &  ioania  cetera  debeat 
Asperiora  illis  prope  drcumstantibus  esse ;     • 
Ut  distincte  magis  firmo  cnm  lumine  &  umbni, 
£t  grsvioribos  ut  sustante  coloribus,  inter 
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Gradual  those  Tiyid  beams  forget  to  throe. 
So  gradual  let  thy  pictur'd  lights  decline. 

The  sculptured  forms  which  some  proud  circus 
In  Parian  marble  or  Corinthian  brass,  [grace, 

Ulumin'd  thus,  give  to  the  g^ing  eye, 
Th*  expressive  head  in  radiant  majesty. 
While  to  each  lower  limb  the  iahiter  ray 
Lends  only  light  to  mark,  but  not  display : 
So  let  thy  pencil  fling  its  beams  ground, 
Nor  e*er  with  darker  shades  their  force  confound. 
For  shades  too  dark  diasever'd  shapes  will  give. 
And  sink  the  parts  their  softness  would  relieve ; 
Then  only  well  relieved,  when  like  a  veil 
Koutid  the  full  lights  the  wandering  shadows  steal  ; 
Then  only  justly  spread,  when  to  the  sight 
A  breadth  of  shade  pursues  a  breadth  of  light 
This  charm  to  give,  great  Titian  wisely  made 
The  clustered  grapes  his  rule  of  light  and  shade. 

White,  when  it  shines  with  unsUinM  lustre  dear. 
May  bear  an  object  back  or  brmg  it  near  ; 
Aided  by  black » it  to  the  front  aspires. 
That  aid  withdrawn,  it  distantly  retires ; 
But  black  unmixt,  of  darkest  midnight  hue. 
Still  calls  each  object  nearer  to  the  view. 

Whatever  we  spy  thro*  colored  light  or  air, 
A  stain  congenial  on  their  surface  bear. 
While  neighboring  forms  by  joint  reflection  give. 
And  mntual  take,  the  dyes  that  they  receive. 
But  where  on  both  alike  one  equal  light 
Diffusive  spreads,  the  blending  tints  unite. 
For  breaking  colours  thus  (the  ancient  phrase 
By  artisU  us'd)  h'vr  Venice  claims  o«ir  praise  ; 
She,  cautious  to  transgress  so  sage  a  rule,* 
Confined  to  soberest  tints  her  learned  school, 
For  tho'  she  lov*d  by  varied  toode  to  join 
Tumultuous  crowds  in  one  immense  design,. 
Yet  there  we  ne'er  condemn  such  hostile  hues 
As  cut  the  parts  or  glaringly  confuse  ; 


Aerias  spedea  subsistant  semper  opaca :  r 

Sed  contra,  procul  abacedaut  perlncida,  den^s 
Corporibus  levk>ra  $  uti  nubes,  aer,  &  imda. 

I^on  potemnt  diverse  locis  duo  lumina  eftdem 
In  tabuli  paria  admitti,  aut  sequalia  ptngi : 
Majus  at  in  mediam  lumen  cad«t  usque  tabellam 
IaUus  infusum,  primis  qua  summa  figuris 
Bcs  agitur,  circumque  ores  miouetur  enndo : 
Utque  in  progress  jubar  attenuatur  ah  ortu 
Solis,  ad  occasum  panlatlm,  &  cessat  eundo  ; 
Sic  tabulis  lumen,  tota  in  compage  colorum, 
Primo  4  fonte,  minus  sensim  deciinat  eundow 
Majus  ut  in  statuis,  per  compita  stantibus  urbis. 
Lumen  habent  partes  superss,  minus  inferiores; 
Idem  erit  in  tabulis ;  majorque  nee  umbra,  vel  ater 
Membra  flgurarum  intrabit  color,  atque  secabit : 
Corpora  sed  cm;um  umbra  cavis  latitabit  oherrans ; 
Atqu^  ita  quaeretur  lux  opportuna  iiguris, 
Ut  late  infiisnm  lumen  lata  umbra  seouatnr* 
Unde,  nee  inuDerit6,  fertur  Titianus  unique 
Lucis  ic  umbrarum  normam  appellAsse  racemum. 

Purum  album  esse  potest  propiusque  magiaque 
remotum: 
Cumnigroantevenitpropii^s;  fiigii  absque,  remotum; 
Piirum  autem  nigrum  antrorsum  venit  osque  pro- 

pin^uum. 
'    Lnx  nicata  suo  tingit  misoetqne  colore 
Corpora,  sicque  mo,  per  quem  lux  funditor>  aer. 


In  tinsel  trim  no  foppish  fbrra  it  drest^ 
Still  flows  in  graceful  unity  the  vest. 
And  o'er  that  vest  a  kindred  mantle  spreads. 
Unvaried  but  by  power  of  lights  and  shades. 
Which  mildly  mixing,  ev'ry  social  dye 
Unites  the  whole  in  loveliest  barmooy. 

When  small  the  space,  or  pure  the  ambient  air, 
^ach  form  is  seen  in  bright  precision  clear  ; 
But  if  thick  clouds  that  purity  deface. 
If  far  extend  that  intervening  space. 
There  all  confus'd  the  objects  faintly  rise. 
As  if  prepared  to  vanish  from  our  eyes. 

Give  then  each  foremost  part  a  touch  so  bright^ 
That,  o*er  the  rest,  its  domineering  light 
May  much  prevail ;  yet,  relative  in  tdl. 
Let  greater  parts  advance  before  the  small. 

Minuter  fbrms,  when  distantly  we  trace. 
Are  mingled  all  in  one  compacted  maas ; 
Such  the  light  leaves  that  clothe  remoter  woodsy 
And  such  the  waves  on  wide  extended  floods. 

Let  each  contigoous  part  be  firm  allied. 
Nor  labour  less  the  separate  to  divide ; 
Yet  so  divide  that  to  th'  approving  eye 
They  both  at  small  and  pleasing  distance  Ke. 

Forbid  two  hostile  colours  close  to  meet. 
And  win  with  middle  tints  their  union  sweet. 
Yet  varying  all  thy  tones^  let  some  aspire 
Fiercely  in  front,  some  tenderly  retire. 

Vain  ia  the  hope  by  colouring  to  display 
The  bright  effulgence  of  the  noontide  ray. 
Or  paint  the  full^rb*d  ruler  of  the  skies 
With  pencils  dipt  m  dull  terrestrial  dyes ; 
But  when  mild  evening  sheds  her  golden  light; 
When  mom  appears  airay'd  in  modest  white ; 
When  soft  suf^sion  of  the  vernal  shower 
Dims  the  pale  Sun ;  or,  at  the  thund*ring  boar. 
When,  wrapt  in  crimson  clouds,  he  hides  his  head. 
Then  catob  the  gk>w  and  on  the  canvas  spread. 


Corpora  joncta  simnl,  cireuaifiuosqne  oolores 
Excipiunt,  propriumque  aliis  radioea  reflectunt 

Pluribus  in  solldis  liquidA  sub  luce  propinquis, 
Participes,  mixtosque  simul  deoet  esse  cobres. 
Hanc  normam  Veneti  pictores  rit^  sequuti, 
(Qu»  fuit  anttquis  oorruptio  dicta  oolonim) 
Cikm  plures  opera  in  magno  posu^re  figures, 
N^  conjuncta  simul  variomm  inimica  colorum 
Congeries  formam  implicitam,  &  concisa  minotis 
Membra  daret  pannis,  totam  unamquamque  figuran 
Aflini,  aut  uno  tant^m  vestire  colore. 
Sunt  sohti ;  variando  tonis  tunicamque,  togamque, 
Carbaseofque  sinus,  vel  amicam  in  lumme  k  ombra 
Contiguis  circum  rebus  sociando  oolorem. 

Qua  minus  est  spaoii  aerei,  ant  qui  purior  a^, 
Cuncta  magis  distincta  patent,  speciesque  reservant: 
Quftque  magis  denmis  nebulis,  aut  plurimus  aer 
Amplum  inter  fuerit  sptftmm  purrectus,  in  auras 
Confiindet  rerum  species,  &  perdet  inanes. 

Anteriora  magis  semper  finite,  remotis 
Incertis  dominentur  &  absoedentibus,  idque 
More  relativo,  ut  majora  minoribus  extent 

Cuncta '  minnta  procul   massam  densantor  in 


Ut  folia  arbonbos  sylvsunim,  &  in  seqnore  fluctoa. 

Contigua  inter  se  coeant,  sed  dissita  distent, 
Diirtabuntque  tamen  graco,  &  dtscrimioe  parvo. 

Extrema  extremis  contrariajungere  noli; 
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Bodies  of  poltflh'd  or  tnntparent  tone. 
Of  meUl,  cbrystal,  iT*ry,  wckx),  or  stone ; 
And  all  whose  rough  unequal  arts  are  reared. 
The  shaggy  fleece,  thick  fur,  or  bnstly  beard ; 
The  liquid  too ;  the  sadly  melting  eye. 
The  well-combM  locks  that  wave  with  glossy  dye ; 
Plumage  and  silks ;  a  floating  form  that  take. 
Fair  nature's  mirror  the  extended  lake,  '^ 

With  what  immersM  thro*  its  calm  medium  shines 
By  reflex  light,  or  to  its  surface  joins  : 
These  first  with  thin  and  even  shades  portray, 
Then,  oo  their  flatness,  strike  th'  enlivening  ray. 
Bright  aud  distinct,  and  last,  with  strict  review, 
Restore  to  every  form  its  outline  true. 

By  mellowing  skill  thy  ground  at  distance  cast, 
Free  as  the  air,  and  transient  as  its  blast , 
There  all  thy  liquid  colours  sweetly  blend. 
There  all  the  treasures  of  thy  palette  spend. 
And  ev'ry  form  retiring  to  that  gruund 
Of  hue  congenial  to  itself  compound. 

The  hand  that  colours  well,  must  coloar  bright; 
Hope  Dot  that  praise  to  gain  by  sickly  white ; 
But  amply  heap  in  front  each  splendid  dye, 
Then  thin  and  light  withdraw  them  from  the  eye, 
Muc'd  with  that  simple  unity  of  shade. 
As  all  were  from  oue  single  palette  spread. 
Much  will  the  mirror  teach,  or  evening  gray. 
When  o*er  some  ample  space  her  twilight  ray 
Obscurely  gleams  ;  hence  art  shall  best  perceive 
Oo  distant  parts  what  fainter  hues  to  give,  [mands. 

Whatever  the  form  which  our  first  glance  com- 
Whether  in  front  or  in  profile  he  stands. 
Whether  he  rule  the  group,  or  singly  reign, 
Or  shine  at  distance  on  some  ample  plain. 
On  that  high-finishM  form  let  paint  bestow 
Uer  midnight  shadow,  her  meridian  glow. 

The  portrait  claims  from  imitative  art 
R'Tf^m^l^Tt^  close  in  each  minuter  part. 


Sed  medio  smt  oaque  gradu  lociata  coloris. 

Corporum  erit  tonus  atque  color  variatus  ubique 
Qucrat  amicitiam  retro ;  ferus  emioet  ante. 

Supremum  in  tabulis  lumen  captare  diei, 
Insanos  labor  artificum ;  ci!km  attingere  tantum 
Nod  pigmenU  queaot :  auream  sed  vespere  lucem. 
Sea  modicdm  mane  albentem;   sive  astheris  actam 
Post  hyemem  nimbis  transfuso  sole  caducam : 
Seu  oetMilis  foltam  aocipienti  tonitraque  rubentem. 

L»via  que  lucent,  veluti  crystalla,  metalla, 
ligna,  ossa,  &  Upides;  villosa,  ut  vellera,  pelles, 
BarboB,  aqoeique  oculi,  crines,  boloserica,  plumse ; 
Et  liquida,  ut  stagnaos  aqua,  reflexsque  sub  undis 
CoqporeaD  speciei^  &  aquis  contermma  cuncta, 
Subter  ad  extremum  liquid^  sint  picta,  superque 
Luminibns  percussa  sois,  signisque  repostis. 

Area,  vel  campus  tabulsD  vagus  esto,  levisque 
Abscedat  latos,  liquid^ue  bene  unclus  amicis 
Tola  ex  mole  ooloribus,  un&  sive  patelli; 
Qoaqoe  cadunt  retro  in  campum,  confinia  campa 

Vividos  esto  color,  nimio  uon  poUidus  albo  ; 
Advenisque  locis  ingestus  plurimus,  ardens : 
Sed  levity  paro^ue  datus  vergeutibas  oris. 

Cuncta  latxMe  simol  coeant,  velut  ombri  in  eidem. 

Tota  siet  tabola  ex  mi&depicta  patelUU 

Malta  ex  DatnrA  specolum  pneclara  docebit  ^ 
Qnasqae  |»rocal  sero  spatiis  spectantur  in  ampUs. 

Bioiidia  effigicf,  qw  sola,  ? el  int^gra  plurus 


And  this  to  give,  the  ready  hand  and  eye 
With  playful  skill  the  Kindred  features  ply  ; 
From  part  to  part  alternately  convey 
The  harmonizing  gloom,  the  darting  ray 
With  tones  so  just,  in  such  gradation  thrown. 
Adopting  Nature  owns  the  work  her  own. 

Say,  is  the  piece  thy  hand  prepares  to  trace    ' 
OrdainM  for  nearer  »ight,  or  nnrrow  space  ? 
Paint  it  of  soft  and  amicable  hue  : 
But,  if  predestin'd  to  remoter  view, 
Thy  stong  unequal  \'aried  colours  blend  ; 
And  ample  space  to  ample  figures  lend 
Where  to  broad  lights  the  circumambient  shade 
In  liquid  play  by  labour  just  is  laid ; 
Alike  with  liveliest  touch  the  forms  portray, 
Where  the  dim  window  half  excludes  the  day; 
But,  when  exposed  in  fuller  light  or  air, 
A  brown  and  sober  cast  the  group  may  bear* 

Fly  ev'ry  foe  to  elegance  and  grace, 
F4ich  yawning  hollow,  each  divided  space  ; 
VVhate'er  is  trite,  minute,  abrupt,  or  dry. 
Where  light  meets  shade  in  flat  equality  ; 
Each  theme  fantastic,  filthy,  vile,  or  vain. 
That  gives  the  soul  disgust,  or  senses  pain  ; 
Monsters  of  barbarous  birth,  chimeras  drear. 
That  pall  with  uglmess,  or  awe  with  fear. 
And  ail  that  chaos  of  sharp  broken  parts. 
Where  reigns  confusion,  or  whence  discord  starts. 

Yet  hear  me,  youths !  while  zealous  ye  forsaka 
Detected  fiiults,  this  friendly  caution  take. 
Shun  all  excess ;  and  with  true  wisdom  deem. 
That  vioe  alike  resides  in  each  extreme. 

Know,  if  supreme  perfection  be  your  aim. 
If  classic  praise  your  pencils  hope  to  claim. 
Your  noble  outlines  must  be  chaste,  yet  free. 
Connected  all  with  studied  harmony  ; 
Few  in  their  parts,  yet  those  distinct  and  greats 
Your  colouring  boldly  strong,  yet  softly  sweet. 


Ante  alias  posita  ad  luoem.  stat  proxima  visa* 
Et  latts  spectaoda  locis,  oculisque  remota, 
Luminis  umbranimque  gradu  sit  picta  supreme^ 

Partibus  in  minimis  imitatio  justa  juvabit 
Effigiem,  altemas  referendo  tempore  eodem 
Consimiles  partes,  cum  laminis  atque  coloris 
Compositis,  justisque  tonis ;  tunc  parta  labore 
Si  facili  &  vegeto  micat  ardeiis,  viva  videtur. 

Visa  loco  angusto  teneri  pingantur,  amico 
Juncta  colore,  graduque ;  procul  qux  picta,  feroci 
Sint  ic  insequali  variata  colore,  tonoque. 
Graodia  signa  volunt  spatia  ampla,  ferosque  colores, 
Lumma  lata,  onctas  simul  undique  copulet  umbras 
Extremus  labor.    In  tabu  las  demissa  fenestris 
Si  fuerit  lux  parva,  color  olarissioius  esto ; 
Vividus  at  contra,  obscurusque,  in  lumine  aperta 

QusB  vacuis  divisa  cavis,  vatare  memento ; 
Trita,  mimita,  simul  quas  oon  stipata  dehiscunt, 
Barbara,  cruda  oculis,  rugia  fucata  colorum; 
Luminis  umbranimque  tonis  sequalia  cuncta ; 
Foeda,  crueata,  cruces,  obscosna,  ingrata,  chimeras, 
Sordidaque  ic  misera,  ht  vel  acuta,  vel  aspera  tacta ; 
Quaeque  dabunt  forms,  temer^  oongesu,  ruinam, 
ImpUcttas  aliis  oonfuudent  mixtaque  partes. 

Dumque  fugis  vitiosa,  cave  in  contraria  labi 
Damna  mali ;  vitium  extremis  nam  semper  inhaeret. 

Pulchra  gradu  sumroo,  grapliidos  sUbiliU  vetusta 
Nabilibus  signis,  sunt  grandio,  dibsita,  pura. 
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Know,  he  that  well  begins  has  half  acbiev'd 
His  destined  work.    Yet  late  shall  be  retriev'd 
That  time  mispent,  that  labour  worse  than  lost. 
The  young  disciple,  to  his  dearest  cost. 
Gives  to  a  dull  preceptor's  tame  designs : 
His  tawdry  colours,  his  erroneous  lines 
Will  to  the  soul  tttat  poison  rank  convey. 
Which  life's  best  length  shall  fail  to  purge  away. 

Yet  let  not  your  untutor'd  childhood  strive 
Of  Nature's  living  charms  the  sketch  to  give. 
Till,  skilled  her  separate  features  to  deagn. 
You  know  each  muscle's  site,  and  how  they  join. 
These  while  beneath  some  master's  eye  you  trace, 
Vers'd  in  the  lore  of  symmetry  and  grace. 
Boldly  proceed,  his  precepts  shall  impart 
Each  sweet  deception  of  the  pleasing  art; 
Still  more  tlian  precept  shall  his  practice  teach. 
And  add  what  self-reflection  ne'er  can  reach. 

Oft  when  alone  the  studious  hour  employ 
On  what  may  aid  your  art,  and  what  destroy : 
JDiversity  of  parts  is  sure  to  please. 
If  all  the  various  parts  unite  with  ease ; 
As  surely  charms  that  voluntary  style. 
Which  careless  plays  and  seems  to  mock  at  toil : 
Por  labour'd  lines  with  cold  exactness  tire, 
»Tis  freedom  only  gives  the  force  and  fire 
Ethereal,  she,  with  alchymy  divine, 
Brightens  each  touch,  ennobles  ev'ry  line  j 
Yet  pains  and  practice  only  can  bestow 
This  focile  power  of  hand,  whose  liberal  flow 
With  grateful  fraud  its  own  exertions  veils : 
He  bat  employs  his  art  who  best  conceals. 

This  to  obtain,  let  taste  with  judgment  join'd 
The  future  whole  infix  upon  thy  mind. 
Be  there  each  line  in  truth  ideal  drawn. 
Of  e'er  a  colour  on  the  canvas  dawn ; 
Then  as  the  work  proceeds,  that  work  submit 
To  sight  instinctive,  not  to  doubfing  wit; 


Tersa,  velut  minimi  oonfiua,  labore  Yigata, 
Partibus  ex  magnis  pauctsque  eflicta,  colonim 
Corporibus  distincta  fens,  sed  semper  amicis. 

Qui  bene  csepit,  uti  fiicti  jam  fertur  habere 
Dimidium ;  picturam  ita  nU  sub  limine  primo 
Ingrediens,  puer  ofTendit  damoosius  arti, 
QuAm  varia  errorum  genera,  ignorante  magistro. 
Ex  pravis  libare  typis^mentemque  veneno 
Inficere,  in  toto  quod  non  abstergitur  ssvo. 

Nee  graphidos  rudis  artis  adhuc  ctt6  qaaliacmx|ue 
Corpora  viva  super  studium  meditabitur,  ante 
Illorum  quAm  symmetriam,  intomodia,  formara 
Noverit,  inspectis,  docto  evolvente  magistro, 
Archetypis,  dulcesque  doles  presenserit  artis. 
Plusque  manu  ante  ocuioi  qoam  voce  doeebitur 
usus.  [repugnant 

Quare  artero  qusscunque  juvant  ;  fiige  quflDque 

Corpora  diversas  naturas  juncta  placebant ; 
Sic  ea  quas  facili  contempta  labore  vidieotur : 
iEthereus  quippe  ignb  inest  &  spiritus  illis ; 
Mente  d^i  versf  ta,  manu  celeranda  repenti. 
Arsque  laborque  opens  grata  sic  freode  latebit : 
Maxima  deinde  erit  ars,  nihil  artis  inesse  videri. 

Nee  prius  inducas  tabula  pigmenta  ookmim, 
Expensi  quAm  signa  typi  stabilita  nitescant, 
£r  menti  praesens  operis  sit  pegma  faturi, 

Prevaleat  sensus  rationi,  quae  officit  arti 
Conspicuas ;  inqoe  oculii  tantummodo  cirotmis  erta 


The  eye  each  obvious  entmr  firift  deicrief, 
Hold  then  the  compass  only  in  the  eyes. 

Give  to  the  dictates  of  the  leam'd  respect. 
Nor  proudly  untaught  sentiments  reject, 
Severe  to  self  alone  ;  for  self  is  blind. 
And  deems  each  merit  in  its  offi^nring  join'd  i 
Such  fond  delusion  time  can  best  remove. 
Concealing  for  a  while  the  child  we  love; 
By  absence  then  the  eye  impartial  grown 
Will,  tho*  no  friend  assist,  each  errour  owoj 
But  these  subdued,  let  thy  determined  mind 
Veer,  not  with  ev'ry  critic's  veering  wind. 
Or  e'er  submit  thy  genius  to  the  rules 
Of  prating  fops,  or  self-important  fools; 
Enough  if  from  the  leam'd  applause  be  von : 
Who  doat  on  random  praises,  merit  none. 

By  nature's  sympathetic  power,  we  see. 
As  is  the  parent,  such  the  progeny : 
Ev'n  artists,  bound  by  her  instinctive  law. 
In  all  their  works  their  own  resemblance  /inw  s 
Learn  then  **  to  know  thyself,"  that  precq^  sage 
Shall  best  allay  luxuriant  fiuicy's  rage. 
Shall  point  how  for  indulgent  genius  <teigiia 
To  aid  her  flight,  and  to  what  point  restrains. 
But  as  the  blushing  fruits,  the  breathing  flower% 
Adorning  Flora's  and  Pomona's  bowers, 
When  forcing  fires  comouind  their  buds  to  sweU, 
Refuse  their  dulcet  taste,  their  balmy  smell ; 
So  labour's  vain  extortion  ne'er  achieves 
That  grace  supreme  which  willing  genius  gtveSi 
Thus  tho*  to  pains  and  practice  much  we  owe, 
Tho*  thence  each  line  obtains  its  easy  flow. 
Yet  let  those  pains,  that  practice,  ne'er  be  joiB'd, 
To  blunt  the  native  vigour  of  the  mind. 

When,  shines  the  mom,  when  in  recruited  conne 
The  spirits  flow,  devote  their  active  force 
To  every  nicer  part  of  thy  design. 
But  pass  no  idle  day  without  a  line  :  • 


Utere  dootomm  monitis,  nee  speme  supeifaus 
Discere,  que  de  te  foerit  seotentia  vulgi : 
Est  cseous  nam  quisque  suis  in  rebus,  i  txpen 
Judicii,  prolemque  suam  rairatur  amatque. 
Ast  ubi  consilium  deerit  sapientis  amici. 
Id  tempus  dabit,  atque  mora  intermissa  labori. 
Non  fjseilis  tamen  ad  nutus,  &  mania  vulgi 
Dicta,  levis  mutabis  opus,  geniumque  relmques ; 
Nam  qui  parte  sua  sperat  bene  posse  mereri 
Multivaga  de  plebe,  noceC  sibi,  nee  placet  ullt. 

Cumque  opere  m  proprio  soleat  se  pingere  pictor^ 
(Prolem  adeo  sibi  fierre  parem  natura  suevit) 
Proderit  imprimis  pictori  yf£0t  navfiv, 
Ut  data  quse  genio  colat,  abstineetque  negatis. 
Fructibus  utque  suus  nunqnam  est  sapor,  atqns 

vennstas 
Floribns,  in&ueto  in  fundo,  prsecoce  snb  anni 
Tempore,  quos  coitus  violeutus  &  ignis  adegit: 
Sic  nunquam,  niroio  quse  sunt  extorta  labore, 
Bt  picta  invito  geiiio,  nunquam  ilia  placebunL 

Vera  super  nieditando,  mauds  labor  improbus 
•adsit ; 
Nee  tamen  oMundat  geninm,  mentisque  vigorem. 

•  Optima  nostrorum  pars  matutma  dieraob, 
Diflicili  banc  igitur  potiorem  tari>ende  labori. 

Nulla  dies  abeat,  qutn  linea  dncta  snpersit : 

Perque  vias,  vultns  hominum,  motusque  i 
libeitate  soa  proprios,  positMque  6ganm 
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And  wanderinfT  oft  Um  crowded  streets  aloog,^ 

Tbe  native  gestures  of  the  passiog  throng 

Atteotive  mark,  for  many  a  casual-grace, 

Tb'  expreisiVi;  lines  of  each  inpassion'd  ftioe 

That  bears  it«  joys  or  sorrows  undisguis'd, 

May  by  observant  taste  be  there  surpns'd, 

Tbm,  true  to  art,  and  zealous  to  excel, 

Ponder  on  nature's  powers,  and  weigh  them  well ; 

Explore  thro'  earth  and  Heaven,  thro'  sea  and  skies. 

The  accidental  graces  as  they  rise  $ 

And  while  each  present  form  the  fancy  warms. 

Swift  on  thy  tablets  fix  its  fleeting  charms. 

To  tem|ierancc  all  our  liveliest  powers  we  owe, 
She  bids  the  judgment  wake,  the  fancy  flow; 
For  her  the  artist  shuns  the  fuming  feast, 
Tbe  midnight  roar,  th<;  Bacchanalian  guest^ 
And  seeks  those  softer  opiates  of  the  soul. 
The  social  circle,  the  diluted  bowl ; 
Crown'd  with  the  freedom  of  a  single  life, 
He  flies doaiestic din,  litigious  strife; 
Abhors  tbe  noisy  haunts  of  bustling  trade, 
And  steals  serene  to  solitude  and  shade ; 
There  calmly  seated  in  his  village  bower. 
He  gives  to  noblest  themes  the  studious  hour, 
Mlule  genius,  practice,  contemplation  join 
To  warm  his  soal  with  energy  divine : 
For  paltry  gold  let  pining  misers  sigh. 
His  soal  invokes  a  nobler  deity ; 
Smit  with  the  glorious  avarice  of  fame. 
He  claims  no  leas  than  an  immortal  name : 
Hence  on  his  faxx!y  just  conception  shines, 
True  judgment  guides  his  hand,  true  taste  refines ; 
Hence  ceaseless  toil,  devotion  to  his  art, 
A  docile  temper,  and  a  generous  heart ; 
Docile,  his  sage  preceptor  tq  obey. 
Generous,  his  aid  with  gratitude  to  pay. 
Blest  with  the  bloom  of  youth,  tbe  nerves  of  health, 
And  competence,  a  better  boon  than  wealth. 


Ex  sese  fiiciles,  ut  inobservatus,  habcbis. 
Mox  quodcumque  mari,  terris,  &  in  aere  polchruro 
Cootigerit,  chartis  propera  mandate  paratis. 
Dam  prassens  animo  species  tibl  fervet  hianti. 

Non  epulis  nimis  indulget  pictura,  meroqtie 
Parcit :  amicorum  nisi  cum  sermone  benigno 
Eihaustam  rcparet  mentem  recreata ;  sed  inde 
Dtibos,  Jc  curis,  in  ccelibe  libera  vita, 
Secessus  procul  A  turba,  >trepituquc  remotes, 
Villarum,  rurisque  beata  silentia  qtiaerit : 
Naax|ue  recollecto,  totd  incumbente  Mincrvi, 
logenio,  rerum  species  prssentior  extat ;        [nem. 
Commodiusque-operis  compagem  amplectitur  om- 

Infami  tibi  non  potior  sit  avara  peculi 
Cora,  aurique  famcF,  modici  quam  sorte  beato, 
Nominis  aetemi,  6t  laudis  pruritus  habenda;, 
Condignse  pulcbrorum  operum  mercedis  in  aevum. 
Judiciom,  docile  ingcnium,  cor  nobile,  sensus 
Sublimes,  fimium  corpus,  florensque  juveiitai 
Commoda  res,  labor,  artis  amor,  doctusque  magister ; 
£t  quamcumque  voles  occasio  porrigat  ansaro, 
Ni  genios  quidam  adfuerit,  sydusque  benignum, 
Dotibus  his  tanti<*,  nee  adhuc  ars  tanta  paratur. 
Distat  ab  ingenio  longfe  manus.     Optima  doctis 
Censentur,  qua  prava  minus;  latet omnibus  error; 
Vitaque  tam  longx  brevior  non  sufficit  arti. 
Destnimus  nam  posse  senes,  cikm  scire  periti 
Ittcipimus/doctamque  manum  gravat  aogra  scoectus ; 


Great  blessings  these !  yet  will  nottbeae  empower 
His  tints  to  charm  at  every  labouring  hour: 
All  have  their  brilliant  moments,  when  alone 
They  paint  as  if  ^ame  star  propitious  shone. 
Yet  then,  ev*n  then  the  hand  but  ill  conveys 
Tbe  bolder  grace  that  in  the  fancy  plays : 
Hence,  candid  critics,  this  sad  truth  confest. 
Accept  what  least  is  bad,  and  deem  it  best; 
LAment  the  soul  in  errour's  thraldom  held. 
Compare  life's  span  with  art's  extensive  field. 
Know  that,  ere  perfect  taste  matures  the  mind> 
Or  perfect  practice  to  that  taste  be  join'd, 
Comes  age,  comes  sickness,  comes  contracting  paio. 
And  chills  the  warmth  of  youth  in  every  vein. 

Rise  then,  ye  youths !  while  yet  that  warmth 
inspires. 
While  yet  nor  years  impair,  nor  labour  tires. 
While  health,  while  strength  are  youn,  while  that 

mild  ray. 
Which  shone  auspicious  on  your  natal  day> 
Conducts  you  to  Minerva's  peaceful  quire. 
Sons  of  her  choice,  and  sharers  of  her  tire. 
Rise  at  the  call  of  art :  expand  your  breast. 
Capacious  to  receive  the  mighty  guest. 
While,  free  firom  prejudice,  your  active  eye 
Preserves  its  first  unsullied  purity ; 
While,  new  to  beauty's  charms,  your  eager  soul 
Drinks  copious  draughts  of  the  delicious  whole. 
And  memory  on  her  soft,  yet  lasting  page,      [age» 
Stamps  the  fresh  image  which  shall  charm  thn/ 

When  duly  taught  each  geometric  rule, 
Approach  with  awful  step  the  Grecian  school. 
The  sculptur'd  reliques  of  her  skill  survey. 
Muse  on  by  night,  and  imitate  by  day ; 
No  rest,  no  pause,  till,  all  her  graces  known, 
A  happy  habit  makes  each  grace  your  own. 

As  years  advance,  to  modern  masters  come. 
Gaze  on  their  glories  in  majestic  Rome  ; 


Nee  gelidis  fervet  juvenilis  in  artubus  ardor. 

Quare  agite,  O  juveoes,  placido  quos  sydere  r 
Pacifers  studia  allectant  tranquilla  Minervas : 
Quosque  suo  fovet  igne,  sibique  optavit  alumnos  f 
Eja  agite,  atque  animis  ingentem  ingentibus  artera 
Exercete  alacres,  dum  strenua  corda  juventus 
Viribus  exstimulat  vegetiii,  patiensque  laborum  est; 
Dum  vacua  crrorum,  nulloque  imbuta  sapore 
Pura  nitet  mens,  6c  rerum  sitibunda  novarum, 
Prssentes  haurit  species,  atque  humida  servat ! 

In  gcometrali  prius  arle  parump^r  aduiti 
Signa  antiqua  super  Graiurum  addiscite  forroam  ; 
Nee  mora,  nee  requies,  noctuque  diuque  laburi, 
Ulorum  menti  atque  mod  >,  vus  donee  agendi 
Praxis  ab  assiduo  t'aciles  ai»sucverit  usu. 

Mox,  ubi  judicium  emens  s  adoleverit  annis. 
Singula,  qua;  celebrant  prima;  exemplaria  classis 
Roinani,  Veneti,  Parmen»cs,  atque  Bononi, 
Partibus  in  cunctis  pedetentim,  atque  online  recto, 
Ut  monitum  suprA  est,  %'os  expend  issejuvabit 

Hos  apyd  iuvenit  Raphael  miracu.a  summo 
Ducta  modo,  Venerosque  habuit  quas  nemo  deia- 

ceps. 
Quidquid  erat  forms  scivit  Bonarota  potenter. 

Julius  k  puero  Musarum  eductus  in  antris, 
Aonias  rcseravit  opes,  graphicique  poesi. 
Quae  non  visa  prius,  sed  tantil^m  audita  poatis, 
Aute  oculos  spectanda  dedit  sacraria  Phcebi ; 
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Admire  the  proud  productions  of  their  skill 
Which  Venice,  Parma,  and  Bolpgna  fill ; 
And  rightly  led  by  our  preceptive  lore. 
Their  style,  their  colouring,  part^  part,  explore. 
See  Raphael  there  his  forms  celestial  trace, 
Unrivall'd  sovereign  of  the  realms  of  grace. 
See  Angelo,  with  energy  divine. 
Seize  on  the  summit  of  correct  design. 
Learn  how,  at  Julio's  birth  the  Muses  smil*d. 
And  in  their  myi»tic  caverns  nursM  the  child. 
How,  by  th'  Aonian  powers  their  smile  bestow'dy 
His  pencil  with  poetic  fervour  glow'd ; 
When  faintly  verse  Apollo*s  charms  convey'd. 
He  op'd  the  shrine,  and  all  the  god  displayed : 
His  triumphs  more  than  mortal  pomp  adorns. 
With  more  than  mortal  rage  his  battle  bums. 
His  heroes,  happy  heirs  of  fkv'ring  fame. 
More  from  his  art  than  from  their  actions  claim. 

Bright,  beyond  all  the  rest,  Correggio  flings  . 
His  ample  lights,  and  round  them  gently  brings 
The  mingling  shade.    In  all  his  wc^ks  we  view 
Grandeur  of  style,  and  chastity  of  hue. 

Yet  higher  still  great  Titian  dar'd  to  soar. 
He  reach 'd  the  loftiest  heights  of  colouring's  power  | 
His  friendly  tints  in  happiest  mixture  flow. 
His  shades  and  lights  their  just  gradations  know. 
He  knew  those  dear  delusions  of  the  art. 
That  round,  relieve,  inspirit  ev*ry  part : 
Hence  deem'd  divine,  the  world  hb  merit  own'd. 
With  nches  loaded,  and  with  honours  crowu'd. 

.hrom  all  their  charms  combin*d,  with  happy  toil. 
Bid  Annibal  compose  his  wond'rous  style  : 
O'er  the  ftur  fraud  so  close  a  veil  is  thrown. 
That  every  borrow'd  grace  becomes  his  own. 

If  then  to  praise  like  theirs  your  souls  aspire. 
Catch  from  their  works  a  portion  of  their  fire  ; 
Bevolve  their  labours  all,  for  all  will  teach, 
Their  finish'd  picture,  and  their  slightest  dutch. 
Yet  more  than  these  to  meditation's  eyes 
Great  Nature's  self  redundantly  supplies : 
Her  presence,  best  of  models!  is  the  source 
Whence  genius  draws  augnsented  power  and  force; 
Her  precepts,  best  of  teachers !  give  the  powers. 
Whence  art,  by  practice,  to  perfectioD  scan. 

These  useful  rules  from  time  and  chance  to  save. 
In  Latian  strains  the  studious  Fcesnoy  gave; 


Qmeque  eoronatis  oomplevit  bella  triumphis 
Heroum  fortuna  potens,  casusque  decoroe, 
Kobilius  re  ipsA  antiqua  pinxisse  videtur. 

Clarior  ante  alios  Curregius  extitit,  ampla 
Luce  superfusa,  circum  coeuntibus  umbris, 
Pingendique  modo  grandi,  &  tractaudo  oolore 
Corpora.    Amicitiamque,  gradusque,  dolosque  cblo- 

ram, 
Compagemque  ita  disposuit  Tit^anus,  ut  iode 
Bivus  tit  dictus,  magnis  et  honoribus  anctus, 
Fortuneque  bonis :  quos  sedulus  Hannibal  omoes 
In  propriam  mentem,  atque  modum  mir4  arte 

coegit. 
"  Plurimus  inde  labor  tabulas  imitando  juvabit 
Sgregias,  operumque  typos ;  sed  plura  docebit 
Katura  ante  oculos  prsesens;  nam  firmat  tt  auget 
Vim  genii,  ex  iJlAque  arttai  experientia  complet. 
Multa  supereileo  quss  commentaria  dioeot 

Haeo  ego,  dum  memoior  subitum  volubilis  sevi 
Cuncta  vices,  variisque  olim  peritura  minis. 


On  Tiber's  peaceful  banks  the  poet  lay. 
What  time  the  pride  of  Bourbon  urg'd  hif  way. 
Thro'  hostile  camps,  aAd  crimson  fields  of  slanii 
To  vindicate  his  race  and  vanquish  Spain  ; 
High  on  the  Alps  he  took  his  warrior  stand. 
And  thence,  in  ardent  volley  from  his  band 
His  thunder  darted ;  (so  the  flatterer  sings 
In  strains  best  suited  to  the  ear  of  kings) 
And  like  Alcides,  with  vhidictive  tread, 
Crush'd  the  Hispanian  lion's  gasping  head* 

Ihit  nmrk  the  Proteus-policy  of  state : 
Now,  while  his  courtly  numbers  1  translate. 
The  fbes  are  friends,  in  social  league  they  dare 
On  Britain  to  **  let  slip  the  dogs  of  war." 
Vain  effiHts  all,  which  in  disgrace  shall  end. 
If  Britain,  truly  to  herself  a  friend. 
Thro'  all  her  realms  bids  civil  discoid  cease. 
And  heals  her  empire's  wounds  by  arts  of  peace. 
Rouse,  then,  &ir  Freedom  !  fim  that  holy  flame 
Fh>m  whence  thy  sons  their  dearest  blessings  claim  ; 
Still  bid  them  feel  that  sconi  of  lawless  sway. 
Which  interest  cannot  blind,  nor  power  dismay : 
So  shall  the  throne,  thou  gav'st,  the  Brunswick  line. 
Long  by  that  race  adom'd,  thy  dread  paHadiaoi 
^ine. 


Panca  sophismata  sum  graphica  immortalibiu  ausoi 
Creder6  pieriis,  Romas  meditatns :  ad  Alpes, 
Dum  super  insanas  moles,  inimicaque  castra 
Borbonidum  decus  &  vindex  I^oicus  avoruns, 
Fulminat  ardenti  dextri,  patriseque  resurgens 
Qallicus  Alcides  premit  Hispaiy  ora  toonis. 
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VOTES,  CBIBPLY     BXTaACTBO  FROM  THAT    XLABO« 
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Non  omoes  arbusta  juvant,  humilesqne  myriese. 

VirgiL 


PREFACE. 

Tbis  poem  was  written  last  summer,  immediately 
after  the  publication  of  sir  William  Chambers's  Dis- 
sertation; but  the  bookseller,  to  whom  it  was  offer- 
ed, decUned  publishing  it,*  till  the  town  was  full. — 
His  reason  for  this  is  obvious ;  yet  it  would  hardly 
have  weighed  with  the  author,  had  he  not  thought, 
that  his  hero's  fome  woukl  increase  in  proportioo  to 
his  publisher's  profit.  However  he  foresaw,  that, 
by  this  delay,  one  inooovenience  might  arise,  which 
this  prefisoe  is  written  to  remove.  , 

Readers  of  the  present  generation  are  so  very 
inattentive  to  what  they  read,  that  it  ifc  probable^ 
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cue  hair  of  sir  Williani's  mtj  hare  ibrgotteD  the 
|>riDciplei  wbicb  tbii  book  inculcates.  Let  these, 
then,  be  remimled,  that  it  it  the  author's  profest 
aim  io  extolling  the  taste  of  the  Chinese,  to  con- 
demn that  meai>  and  paltry  manner  which  Kent 
introduced,  which  Soothcote,  Hamilton,  and  Brown 
followed,  and  which,  to  our  national  disgrace,  is 
called  the  English  style  of  gardening.  He  shows 
the  poverty  of  this  taxte,  by  aptly  comparing  it  to 
a  dinner,  which  consisted  of  three  gross  pieces, 
three  times  repeated ;  and  pi^Tes  to  a  demon^ttra- 
tion,  that  Nature  herself  is  incapable  of  pleasing, 
without  the  assistance  of  art,  ami  that  too  of  the 
most  luxuriant  kind,  in  short,  such  art  as  is  dis- 
played in  the  emperor's  garden  of  Yven-Ming-Yven, 
near  Pekin ;  where  fin^  lixanls,  and  fine  women, 
human  giants,  and  giant  baboons,  make  but  a  small 
part  of  the  superb  scenery.  He  teaches  us,  that  a 
perfect  garden  must  contain  within  itself  all  the 
amusements  of  a  great  city  ;  that  urbs  in  nire,  not 
rus  in  urbe,  is  the  Itiing,  which  an  improver  of  true 
taste  ought  to  aim  at.  He  says — but  it  is  impossi- 
ble to  abridge  all  that  be  says : — let  this,  therefore 
tuffice,  to  tempt  the  reader  again  to  peruse  his 
hnraluable  Dissertation,  since,  without  it,  he  will 
never  relish  half  the  beauties  of  the  following 
Epistle;  for  (if  her  majesty's  zebra.- and  the  pow- 
der mills  at  Hounslow  be  excepted)  Uiere  is  scarce 
a  single  image  in  it,  which  b  not  taken  from  that 
work. 

But  though  the  images  be  borrowed,  the  author 
claims  some  small  merit  from  his  application  of 
them.  Sir  William  says  too  modestly,  *'  that  Eu- 
ropean artists  must  not  hope  to  rival  oriental  splen- 
dour." The  poet  shows,  that  European  artists  may 
easily  rival  it ;  and,  that  Richmond  gardens,  with 
only  the  addition  of  a  new  bridge  to  join  them  to 
Brentford,  may  be  new  modelled,  perfectly  k  la 
Chinois.  He  exhorts  his  knight  to  undertake  the 
glorious  task,  and  leaves  no  cause  to  duubt,  but 
that,  under  the  auspicious  patronage  he  now  so 
justly  enjoys,  added  to  the  ready  vote  of  those  who 
furnish  ways  and  means,  the  royal  work  will  speedily 
he  completed. 

Koightsbridge.      January  20th,  1773. 
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Knigst  of  the  polar  star  !  by  fortune  placM, 
To  shine  the  Cynosure  of  British  taste  *; 
Whose  orb  collects  in  one  reful^cent  view 
The  scattered  glories  of  Chinese  virtii ; 
And  spread  their  lustre  in  so  broad  a  blaze. 
That  kings  themselves  are  dazzled  while  they  gaze, 
O  let  tba  Muse  attend  ^y  march  sublime, 
And,  with  thy  prose,  caparison  her  rhyme ; 

^  This  poem  was  first  published  in  May  1773. 

9  Cjrnosure,  an  afiected  phrase.  "Cynosura  is  the 
constellation  of  Ursa  Minor,  or  the  Lesser  Bear, 
the  next  star  to  the  pole.*'  Dr.  Newton,  on  the 
wordio  Milton. 


Teach  her,  like  thee,  to  gild  her  ipleodia  foog. 
With  scenes  of  Yfto-Ming,  and  sayings  of  U. 

Tsong^l 
Like  thee  to  soom  dame  Nature's  shnpla  fence  f 
Leap  each  ha-ha  of  truth  and  common  sense  ; 
And  proudly  rising  in  her  bold  career^ 
Demand  attention  from  the  gracious  ear 
Of  him,  whom  we  and  all  the  world  admit. 
Patron  sopreme  of  science,  taste,  and  wit. 
Does  envy  doubt  ?  Witness  ye  chosen  train. 
Who  breathe  the  sweets  of  his  Satumian  reign  ; 
Witness  ye  Hills,  ye  Johnsons,  Scots,  SheabbeweSy 
Hark  to  my  call,  for  some  of  yon  have  earh 
Let  David  Hume,  from  the  remotest  north. 
In  see-saw  sceptic  scruples  hint  his  worth  ; 
David,  who  there  supinely  deigns  to  lye 
The  fattest  hqg  of  Epicurus*  sty ; 
Tho'  drunk  with  Gallic  wine,  and  Gallic  praise, 
David  shall  bless  Old  England's  halcyon  days; 
I'he  mighty  Home,  bemir'd  in  prose  so  long. 
Again  shall  stalk  upon  the  stilts  of  song : 
While  bold  Mac-Ossian,  wont  in  ghosts  to  deal, 
Bids  candid  Smollett  from  his  coffin  steal  | 
Bids  Maljock  quit  his  sweet  Biysianrest, 
Sunk  in  his  St.  John's  philosophic  breast. 
And,  like  old  Ori>heus,  make  some  strong  eflbrt 
To  come  from  Hell,  and  warble  Truth  at  Court  *• 
There  was  a  time,  **  in  E&her's  peaceful  grove, 
*'  When  Kent  and  Nature  vy'd  for  Pelham'slore  V 


3"  Many  trees,  shrubs  and  flowers,"  layetb 
Li-Tsong,  a  Chinese  author  of  great  antiquity, 
'*  thrive  best  in  low,  moist  situations ;  many  on 
hills  and  mountains;  some  require  a  rich  soil; 
but  others  will  grow  on  clay,  in  sand,  or  even 
upon  rocks,  and  in  the  water :  to  some  a  sunny 
exposition  is  necessary ;  bu^  for  others  the  shade 
is  preferable.  There  are  plants  which  thrive 
best  in  exposed  situations,  but  in  general,  shelter  is 
requisite.  The  skilful  gardener,  to  whom  study 
and  experience  have  taught  these  qualities,  care* 
fully  attends  to  them  io  bis  operations ;  knowing 
that  thereon  depend  the  health  and  growth  of  hi*- 
plants ;  and  consequently  the  b^^uty  of  hb  plan- 
tations." Vide  Diss.  p.  77.  The  reader,  I  pre- 
sume, will  readily  allow,  that  he  never  met  with  so 
much  recondite  truth,  as  this  ancient  Chinese  here 
exhibits. 

**  Vide  (if  it  be  extant)  a  poem  under  this  title, 
for  which  (or  for  the  publicaiion  of  lord  Boling- 
broke*s  philosophical  writings)  the  person  here 
mentioned,  received  a  considerable  pension  in  the 
time  of  lord  Bute's  administration. 

^  This  is  the  great  and  fiindamental  axiom,  on 
which  oriental  taste  is  founded.  It  is  therefore  ex- 
pressed here  with  the  gpreatest  precision,  and  in  the 
identical  phrase  of  the  great  original.  The  figi>* 
rative  terms,  and  even  the  explanatory  simile  aie 
entirely  borrowed  from  sir  William's  Dissertation. 
*'  Nature"  (says  the  Chinese,  or  sir  William  for 
them)  **  afliords  us  but  few  materials  to  work  with. 
Plants,  grounds  and  water,  are  her  only  produc- 
tions; and  though  both  the  forms  and  arrange- 
ments of  these  may  be  varied  to  an  incredible  de- 
gree, yet  they  have  but  few  striking  varieties,  the 
rest  l>eing  of  Uie  nature  of  changes  rung  upon  bells, 
which,  though  in  reality  different,  still  produce  the 
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That  Pope  beheld  them  with  auf  picioui  smile. 
And  own'd  that  beauty  blest  their  mutual  toQ. 
Mistaken  bard  !  could  such  a  pair  design 
Scenes  fit  to  lire  in  thy  immortal  Une  ? 
Hadst  thou  been  bom  in  this  enlightened  day, 
^elt,  as  ve  feel,  tasters  oriental  ray. 
Thy  satire  sure  bad  given  them  both  a  stab, 
CalPd  Kent  a  driveller,  and  the  njrmph  a  drab. 
For  what  is  Nature  ?  Ring  hfit  changes  round. 
Her  three  flat  notes  are  water,  plants,  and  groand ; 
Prolong  the  pnl,  yet,  spite  of  all  your  clatter. 
The  tedious  chime  is  still  ground,  plants  and  water. 
So,  when  some  John  his  dull  inventioo  racks. 
To  rival  Boodle's  dinners,  or  Almack's ; 
Three  uncouth  legs  of  mutton  shock  our  eyes. 
Three  roasted  geese,  three  butter*d  apple-pies. 
Come  then,  prolitic  Art,  and  with  thee  bring 
The  charms  that  rise  finom  thy  ezbaustless  spring ; 
To  Richmond  come,  for  see,  untutor'd  Browne 
Destroys  those  wonders  which  were  once  thy  own. 
Lo,  from  his  melon  ground  the  peasant  slave 
Has  rudely  rushM,  and  levelPd  Merlin's  cave ; 
Knock'd  down  the  waxen  wizzard,  seiz'd  his  wand. 
Transformed  to  lawn  what  late  was  foiry  land ; 
And  marr*d«  with  impious  hand,  each  sweet  design 
Of  Stephen  Duck,  and  good  queen  Caroline. 
Haste,  bid  yon  livelong  terras  re-ascend, 
'RepUce  each  vista,  straighten  every  bend  $ 
Shut  out  the  Thames ;  shall  that  ignoble  thhif 
Approach  the  presence  of  great  Ocean's  king  ? 
No !  let  barbaric  glories  feast  his  eyes  ^, 
AuguBt  pagodas  round  his  palace  rise, 
And  fioish'd  Richmond  open  to  his  view, 
'*  A  work  to  wonder  at,  perhaps  a  Kew." 
Nor  rest  we  here,  but,  at  our  magic  call, 
Honkies  shall  climb  our  trees,  and  lizards  crawl  ''j 


same  uniform  kind  of  ghigling;  the  variation  be- 
ing too  minute  to  be  easily  perceived."  **  Art  must 
therefore  supply  the  scantiness  of  Nature,**  &c.  &c. 
page  14*  And  again,  **  Our  laiger  works  are  only 
a  repetition  of  the  small  ones,  like  the  honest 
bachelor's  feast,  which  consisted  in  nothing  but  a 
multiplication  of  his  own  dinner;  three  legif'  of 
mutton  and  tnmips,  three  roasted  geese,  and  three 
buttered  apple-pies."    Preface,  page  7. 

«  So  Milton. 
Where  the  gorgeous  east  with  richest  hand 
Showers  on  her  khigs  barbaric  pearl  and  gold. 

•»  "  In  their  lofty  woods  serpents  and  lizards,  of 
many  beautiful  sorts,  crawl  upon  the  ground.  In- 
numerable monkies,  cats,  and  parrots  clamber  upon 
the  trees."  Page  40.  '*  In  their  lakes  are  many 
islands,  some  sinaU,  some  large,  amongst  which  are 
often  seen  stalking  along,  the  elephant,  the  rhino- 
ceros, the  dromedary,  ostrich,  and  the  giant  baboon." 
Page  66.  "  They  keep  in  their  enchanted  scenes, 
a  surprising  variety  of  monstrous  birds,  reptiles  and 
animals,  which  are  tamed  by  art,  and  guarded 
by  enormous  dogs  of  Tibet,  and  African  giants, 
in  the  habits  of  magicians."  Page  42.  "  Some- 
times in  this  romantic  excursion,  the  passenger 
finds  himself  in  extensive  recesses,  surrounded  with 
arbours  of  jessamine,  vine,  and  roses ;  where  beau- 
teous Tartarean  damsels,  in  loose  transparent  robes 
that  flutter  hi  the  air,  present  him  with  rich  wines, 
kc.  and  invite  him  to  taste  the  sweets  of  retirement. 


Huge  dogs  of  Tibet  bark  in  yonder  grate. 

Here  parrots  prate,  there  cats  make  cruel  kuva; 

In  some  fair  island  will  we  turn  to  grass 

(With  the  queen's  leave)  her  elephant  and  asa.   ^ 

Giants  from  Africa  shall  guard  th^*  glades,  [maida  ; 

Where  hiss  our  snakes,  where  sport  onr  Tartar 

Or,  wanting  these,  from  Charlotte  Uayea  we  bring 

Damsels,  alike  adroit  to  sport  and  sting. 

Now  to  our  lawns  of  dalliance  and  delight. 

Join  we  the  groves  of  horrour  and  affirigbt ; 

This  to  achieve  no  foreign  aids  we  try. 

Thy  gibbets,  BagshotI  shall  onr  wants  supply  *; 

Hounslow,  whose  heath  sublimer  terroor  fills. 

Shall  with  her  gibbets  lend  her  powder  mills. 

Here  too,  O  king  of  vengeance,  in  thy  6uie  9, 

Tremendous  Wilkes  shall  rattle  his  gold  chain  ^f 

And  round  that  fiEuie  on  many  a  Tyburn  tree. 

Hang  fragmento  dire  of  Newgate-history ; 

On  this  shall  Holland's  dying  speech  be  read. 

Here  Bute's  confession,  and  his  wooden  head  ; 

While  all  the  minor  plunderers  of  tbe  age 

(Too  numerous  far  for  this  contracted  page) 

The  Rigbys,  Calcrafls,  Dysons,  Bradshaws  thei«. 

In  straw  stuft  effigy,  shall  kick  tbe  air. 

But  say,  ye  powers,  who  come  when  fancy  calls. 

Where  shall  our  mimic  London  rear  her  walls  ^^  ? 

on  Persian  carpets,  and  beds  of  Camosakin  down." 
Page  40. 

*  *'  Their  scenes  of  terrour  are  composed  of  gloomy 
woods,  &c.  gibbets,  crosses,  wheels',  and  the  whole 
apparatus  of  torture  are  seen  from  the  roads.  Here 
too  they  conceal  in  cavities,  on  the  summits  of  the 
highest  mountains,  foundries,  lime-kilns,  and  glass- 
works, which  send  forth  large  volumes  of  flame,  and 
continued  columns  of  thick  smoke,  that  give  to 
these  mountains  the  appearance  of  volcanos."  Page 
37.  '*  Here  the  passenger  from  time  to  time  is  sor* 
prised  with  repeated  shocks  of  electrical  impulse; 
the  earth  trembles  under  him  by  tbe  power  of  con- 
fined air,"  &c.  Page  39.  Now  to  produce  both  these 
eflSects,  viz.  the  appearance  of  volcanos  and  earth- 
quakes, we  have  here  substituted  the  occasional  ex« 
plosion  of  a  powder  mill,  which  (if  there  be  not  too 
much  simplicity  in  the  contrivance)  it  is  appre- 
hended will  at  once  answer  all  the  purposes  of  lime- 
kilns and  electrical  machines,  and  imitate  thunder 
and  the  explosion  of  cannon  into  the  bargain.  Vide 
page  40. 

9  **  In  the  most  dismal  recesses  of  the  woods,  are 
temples  dedicated  to  the  king  of  vengeance,  near 
which  are  placed  pillars  of  stone,  with  pathetic  dea- 
criptions  of  tragical  events;  and  numy  acts  of  cru- 
elty perpetrated  there  by  outlaws  and  robbers." 
Page  37. 

10  Thb  was  written  while  Mr.  Wilkes  was  sheriff 
of  London,  and  when  it  was  to  be  fieared  he  would 
rattle  bis  chain  a  ^ear  longer  as  lord  mayor. 

"  "  There  is  likewise  in  the  same  garden,  viz- 
Yven-Ming-Yven,  near  Pekiti,  a  fortified  town,  with 
its  ports  streets,  public  squares,  temples,  markets, 
shops,  and  tribunals  of  justice ;  in  short,  with  every 
thing  that  is  at  Pekin,  only  on  a  smaller  scale. 

"  In  this  town  the  emperors  of  Cliina,  who  are 
too  much  the  slaves  of  their  greatness  to  appear  in 
public,  and  their  women,  who  are  excluded  from  it 
by  custom,  are  frequently  diverted  with  the  hurry 
and  bustle  of  the  capital,  which  is  there,  represented. 
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That  easteni  feature,  ait  nrast  next  produce, 

Tho»  not  for  present  yet  for  future  u«e. 

Our  soof  some  tlave  of  greatness  may  behold. 

Cast  in  the  genuine  Asiatic  mould  : 

Who  of  ibree  realms  shall  condescend  to  know 

Ko  more  than  he  can  spy  from  Windsor's  brow  ; 

For  htm  that  blessing  of  a  better  time, 

The  Muse  shall  deal  awhile  in  brick  and  lime ; 

Surpass  the  bold  AAEAOI  in  design. 

And  o'er  the  Thames  fling  one  stupendous  line 

Of  oaarble  arches,  in  a  bridge,  that  cuts  »« 

From  Richmond  Ferry  slant  to  Brentford  Butts. 

Brentford  with  Ix>ndon*s  charms  will  we  adorn  ; 

Brentford,  the  bishopric  of  parson  Home. 

There  at  one  glance,  the  royal  eye  shall  meet 

Each  Taricd  beauty  of  St  James's  street ; 

Stout  Talbot  there  shall  ply  with  hackney  chair  »3 

And  patriot  Betty  fix  her  fruit-shop  there  ". 

Like  distant  thunder,  now  the  coach  of  state 

Rolls  o'er  the  bridge,  that  groans  beneath  its  weight 

The  court  hath  crost  the  stream ;  the  sports  begin  ; 

Now  Noel  preaches  of  rebellion's  sin : 

And  as  the  powers  of  his  strong  pathos  rise, 

Lo,  brazen  tears  fall  from  sir  Fletcher's  eyes  '*. 

While  skulking  round  the  pews,  that  babe  of  grace, 

Who  ne'er  before  at  sermon  show'd  his  face. 

See    Jemmy    Twitcher    shambles;     stop!     stop 

thief  ^«! 
He's  ttol'n  the  earl  of  Denbigh's  handkerchief. 
Let  Barrington  arrest  him  in  mock  fury  * ', 
And  Mansfield  hang  the  knave  without  a  jury  «. 
But  hark,  the  voice  of  battle  shouts  from  far  »5, 
The  Jews  and  maccaronis  are  at  war : 
The  Jews  prevail,  and,  thund'ring  from  the  stocks, 
They  seize,  they  bind,   they  circumcise  Charles 

Fox». 
Fair  Schwellenbergen  smiles  the  sport  to  see. 
And  all  the  maids  of  honour  cry  Te  •   He  21  r 
Be  these  the  rural  pastimes  that  attend 
Grdtt  Brunswick's  leisure :  these  shall  best  unbend 

several  times  in  the  year,  by  the  eunuchs  of  the 
palace."    Page  32. 

>«  Sir  William's  enormous  account  of  Chinese 
bridges,  too  long  to  be  here  inserted.     Vide  page  33. 

*3  «  Some  of  these  eunuchs  personate  porters." 
Page  32. 

1*  "  Fruits  and  all  sorts  of  refreshments  are  cried 
about  the  streets  in  this  mock  city."  The  name  of 
a  woman  who  kept  a  firuit-shop  in  St.  James's 
street 

1*  «*  Drew  iron  tears  down  Pluto's  cheek." 
Milton. 

16 "  Neither  are  thieves,  pick-pockets,  and 
sharpers  forgot  in  these  festivals  ;  that  noble  pro- 
fession is  usually  allotted  to  a  good  number  of  the 
most  dextrous  eunuchs."     Vide,  ibid. 

17  «« The  watch  seizes  on  the  culprit"     Vide, 

ilMd. 

"  "  He  is  conveyed  before  the  judge,  end  some- 
times severely  bastinadoed  ."     Ibid. 

w  "  Quarrels  happen — battles  ensue."     Ibid. 

«o  «*  Every  liberty  is  permitted,  there  is  no  dis- 
tinction of  persons."     Ibid. 

«  "  This  is  done  to  divert  his  imperial  majesty, 
and  the  ladies  of  his  train."     Vide,  ibid. 


His  royal  mind,  whene'er  firom  state  withdrawn^ 
He  tn»ds  the  velvet  of  his  Richmond  lawn; 
These  shall  prolong  his  Asiatic  dream, 
Tho'  Europe's  balance  trembles  on  its  beam. 
And  thou,  sir  William  !  while  thy  plastic  hand 
Creates  each  wooder,  which  thy  bard  has  plann'd^ 
While,  as  thy  art  commands,  obsequious  rise 
Whate'er  can  please,  or  frighten,  or  surprise, 
O  !  let  that  bard  his  knight's  protection  claim,    ^ 
And  share,  like  faitbfiil  Sancho,  Quixote*s  fome. 


AN 

HEROIC  POSTSCRIPT 

TO 

THE  PUBLIC, 

OCCASIONBO  tT  THEIR  FAVOURABLE  RECEPTION  OP  A 
LATE  HEROIC  EPISTLE  TO  SIR  WILLIAM  CHAMBERS, 
KNIGHT,  &C. 

Sicelides  Muss,  paullo  majora  canamus. 

VirgiL 
[Puhliihed  in  1774.] 

I  THAT  of  late,  sir  William's  bard,  and  squire  1, 
March'd  with  his  helm  and  buckler  on  my  lyre, 
(What  time  the  knight  prick'd  forth  in  ill-sUrr'd 

haste. 
Comptroller  general  of  the  works  of  taste  *,) 
Now  to  the  public  tune  my  grateful  lays, 
Warm'd  with  the  sun-shine  of  the  public  praise; 
Warm'd  too  with  mem'ry  of  that  golden  time. 
When  Almon  gave  me  reason  for  my  rhyme  5 
— —  glittering  orbs,  and  what  endear'd  them  more. 
Each  glittering  orb  the  sacred  features  bore 
Of  George  the  good,  the  gracious  and  the  great, 
Unfil'd,  unsweated,  all  of  sterling  weight  ,• 
Or,  were  they  not,  they  pass'd  with  current  ease, 
Good  seemings  then  were  good  realities  :  ' 
No  senate  had  convey'd,  by  smuggling  art, 
Pow'r  to  the  mob  to  play  Cadogan's  part  3; 
Now,  thro'  the  land,  that  impious  pow'r  prevails. 
All  weigh  their  sov'reigu  in  their  private  scales, 
And  find  him  wanting  *  :  all  save  me  alone. 
For  sad  to  say !  my  glittering  orbs  are  gone. 
But  ill  beseems  a  poet  to  repent. 
Lightly  they  came,  and  full  as  lightly  went. 
Peace  to  their  manes  !  may  they  never  feel 
Some  keen  Scotch  banker's  unrelenting  steel ; 
While  I  again  the  Muse*s  sickle  bring 
To  cut  down  dunces,  wheresoe'er  they  spring. 
Bind  in  poetic  sheaves  the  plenteous  crop. 
And  stack  my  full-ear'd  load  in  Almon's  shop. 
For  now,  my  Muse,  thy  fame  is  fixt  as  fate. 
Tremble,  ye  fools  I  scorn,  ye  knaves  I  hate  j 

'  llle  ego  qui  quondam,  &C.     Virgil,  or  some* 
body  for  him. 

2  Put  synonimously  for    his  majesty's  works. 
See  sir  William'%Jtitle  page. 

3  Master  of  the  mint. 

<  "  Thou  art  weighed  in  the  balances,  and  aii 
found  wanting."    Daniel,  cha^.  8,  v.  27. 
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*  know  the  vigpnr  of  thy  eagle  wings, 
I  know  thy  ftnins  can  pierce  the  ears  of  kings. 
Did  China*s  monarch  here  in  Britain  doze. 
And  was,  like  western  kings,  a  king  of  prose  ^, 
Thy  song  could  cure  his  Asiatic  spleen, 
And  make  him  wish  to  see  and  ta  be  seen. 
That  solemn  vein  of  irony  so  fine  ^, 
Which,  e*en  reviewers  own,  adorns  thy  line, 
Would  make  him  soon  against  his  greatness  sm, 
Desert  his  sofo,  mount  his  palanquin. 
And  post  where'er  the  gpddess  led  the  way. 
Perchance  to  proud  Spithead^s  imperial  bay ; 
There  should  he  see,  as  other  folks  have  seen  '', 
That  ships  have  anchors,  and  that  seas  are  green, 
Shonld  own  the  tackling  trim,  the  streamers  fine. 
With  Sandwich  prattle,  and  with  Bradshaw  dine. 
And  then  sail  back,  amid  the  cannon^s  roar. 
As  safe,  as  sage,  as  when  be  left  the  shore. 

Such  is  thy  powV,  O  goddess  of  the  song. 
Come  then,  and  guide  my  careless  pen  along; 
Yet  keep  it  in  the  bounds  of  sense  and  verse, 
Kor,  like  Mac>Homer,  make  me  gabble  Erse  •. 
No,  let  the  flow  of  these  spontaneous  rhymes 
So  truly  touch  the  temper  of  the  thnes. 
That  he  who  runs  may  read  ;  while  well  he  knows 
I  write  in  metre,  what  he  thinks  in  prose; 
So  shall  my  song,  undisciplined  by  art. 
Find  a  sure  patron  in  each  English  lieart 
If  thb  it's  fote,  let  all  the  frippery  thingi, 
Be-plac'd,  be-pension'd,  and  be-starr*d  1^  kmgs. 
Frown  on  the  page,  and  with  fastidious  eye, 
like  old  young  FHunius,  call  it  blasphemy  *• 
Let  these  prefer  a  levee's  harmless  talk. 
Be  ask'd  bow  often,  and  how  far  they  walk, 
Prood  of  a  single  word,  nor  hope  for  more, 
Tbo'  Jenkinson  is  blest  with  many  a  score : 

&  Kien-Long,  the  present  emperor  of  Chhia,  is  a 
poet  M.  de  Voltaire  did  him  the  honour  to  treat 
him  as  a  brother  above  two  years  ago;  and  my  late 
patron,  sir  William  Chambers,  has  gives  a  fine  and 
most  intdligible  prose  version  of  an  ode  of  his  ma- 
jesty upon  teai^  in  his  postscript  to  his  Dissertation. 
I  am,  however,  vain  enough  to  think,  that  the 
emperor's  composition  would  have  appeared  still 
better  in  my  heroic  verse ;  but  sir  William  fore- 
stalled it;  OQ  which  account  1  have  entirely  broke 
with  him. 

^  "  A  fine  vein  of  solemn  irony  rant  through 
this  piece."  See  Monthly  Review,  under  the  article 
of  the  Heroic  ^istle  to  ^  William  Chambers. 

''  A  certain  naval  event  happened  just  about  two 
calendar  months  after  the  publication  of  the  Heroic 
Epistle.  Twas  impossible,  considering  the  neces- 
sary preparations,  it  could  have  been  sooner.  Facta 
are  stubborn  things. 

•  See,  if  the  reader  thinks  it  worth  while,  a  late 
translation  of  the  Iliad. 

*The  noble  personage  here  alluded  to,  being 
asked  to  read  the  Heroic  Epistle,  said  '<  No,  it  was 
as  bad  as  blasphemy." 

Before  I  sent  the  BfS.  to  the  press,*!  discover- 
that  an  accidental  blot  had  made  all  but  the  first 
syllable  of  this  name  iUegible.  1  was  doubtful, 
therefore  whether  to  print  it  Fannius  or  Fannia. 
After  much  deliberation,  I  thooglit  it  best  to  ose  the 
BiMCUline  termination.  If  I  have  done  wrong,  I 
ask  paidooy  not  only  of  tht  mthor,  but  the  lady. 


MASON'S  POEMS. 


For  other  ears  my  honest  numbers  sonnd. 
With  other  praise  those  numbers  shall  be  crowned. 
Praise  that  shall  spread,  no  pow'r  can  make  it  les8» 
^^liile  Britain  boasts  the  bulwark  of  her  press. 
Yes,  sons  of  freedom  1  yes,  to  whom  (  pay. 
Warm  from  the  heart,  this  tributary  lay  ; 
That  lay  shall  live,  tbo'  court  and  Qrub-street  sigh. 
Your  young  Maroellus  was  not  born  to  die. 
The  Muse  shall  nurse  him  up  to  man's  estate. 
And  break  the  black  asperity  of  fate—  ^o 
Admit  him  then  your  candidate  for  fome, 
Pleas'd  if  in  your  review  he  read  tus  name, 
Tho'  not  with  Mason  and  with  Goldsmith  put. 
Yet  cheek  by  jowl  with  Garrick,  Col  man,  Foote  ; 
But  if  with  higher  bards  that  name  you  range. 
His  modesty  must  think  yotir  judgment  strange-^ 
So  when  o'er  Crane-court's  philosophic  gods. 
The  Jove-like  majesty  of  Pringle  nods. 
If  e'er  be  chance  to  wake  on  Newton's  chair. 
He  '*  wonders  how  the  devil  he  came  there." 
Whatever  his  fame  or  fate,  on  this  depend ; 
He  is  and  means  to  be  his  country's  friend. 
Tis  but  to  try  his  strength  that  now  he  sports 
With  Chinese  gardens;  and  with  Chinese  courts  i 
But  if  that  country  claim  a  graver  litraio. 
If  real  danger  threat  fair  freedom's  reign. 
If  hireling  peers,  in  prostitution  bold, 
Sell  her  as  cheaply  as  themselves  they  sold  ; 
Or  they,  who,  honour'd  by  the  people's  choioeiy 
Against  that  people  lift  their  rebel  voice. 
And,  basely  crouching  for  their  paltry  pay. 
Vote  the  best  birthright  of  her  sons  away. 
Permit  a  nation's  in>bom  wealth  to  fly 
In  mean,  irokingly  prodigality; 
Nor.  ere  they  give,  ask  how  the  sums  were  wpeOt, 
So  quickly  squander'd,  tho'  so  lately  lent — 
If  this  they  dare;  the  thunder  of  his  song. 
Rolling  in  deep  ton'd  energy  along,  [name. 

Shall  strike,  with  truth's  dread  bolt,  each  miscreant's 
Who,  dead  to  duty,  senseless  e'en  to  shame,     * 
Betray'd  his  country.     Yes,  ye  faithless  crew. 
His  Muse's  vengeance  shall  your  crimes  pursue. 
Stretch  you  on  satire's  rack,'and  bid  you  lie 
Fit  garbage  for  the  hell-hound,  Infiuny. 

*o         '    Si  qua  fkta  aspera  rumpas, 
Tu  MaroeUui  eris.  Vii^L 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

EvBi  sjoce  my  6rst  publicmtioo,  the  curiosity,  not 
to  say  anxiety,  of  the  world  concerning  my  name, 
has  been  so  great,  that  it  has  frequently  given  me 
pain  to  conceal  what  the  world  will  now  see  it  was 
not  possibly  in  my  power  to  discover. 

In  thort,  I  bad  no  name,  till  the  royal  favour 
lately  restored  my  very  ancient  and  honourable  clan 
to  ita  pristine  title  and  honours.  I  was  therefore 
in  the  same  deplorable  case  with  a  certain  nameless 
lady  >,  whom  i  have  long  had  the  honour  to  call 
my  neighbour,  and  who  I  sincerely  hope,  will  soon, 
by  the  same  fiivour,  be  restored  to  that  title,  which, 
upon  my  honour,  I  believe,  she  has  erroneously, 
and  not  intentionally,  forfeited. 

I  have  only  to  add,  that  now,  when  the  public  is 
in  possession  of  my  real  name,  it  will  not,  I  hope, 
suffer  any  national  prejudice  to  prevent  it  from 
receiving  this  my  first  lyrical  attempt  with  its 
former  candour.  But  I  must  needs  say,  that  if 
this  Ode  does  not  sell  as  well  as  Mr.  Cumberland's, 
I  shall  be  apt  to  impute  it,  not  to  any  inferiority  of 
l]nrical  ordooance,  but  merely  to  its  having  being 
written  by  a  Scotchman. 

Knighlsbridge,  May  6,  1716. 

'  The  dutchess  of  Kingstoa. 


ODE. 

ItLOSTaious  Pinchbeck !  condescend. 
Thou  well-belov'd,  and  best  king's-friend. 

These  lyric  lines  to  view ; 
O !  may  they  prompt  thee,  e'er  too  late^ 
To  snuff  the  candle  of  the  state. 

That  bums  a  little  blue. 

It  once  had  got  a  stately  wick. 
When  in  its  patent  candlestick 

The  Revolution  put  it ; 
As  white  as  wax  we  saw  it  shine 
Thro'  two  whole  lengths  of  Brunswick's  line, 

Till  Bute  first  dar'd  to  smut  iU 
Since  then — but  wherefore  tell  the  tale  ? 
Enough,  that  now  it  bumeth  pale. 

And  sorely  wastes  its  tallow  : 
Nay,  if  thy  poet  rightly  weens, 
(Though  little  skill'd  in  ways  and  means) 

its  save-all  is  but  shallow. 

Come  then,  ingenious  artist,  come. 
And  put  thy  finger,  and  thy  thumb. 

Into  each  poUsh'd  handle : 
On  thee  alone  our  hopes  depend, 
Thy  king's,  and  eke  Uiy  country's  friend. 

To  trim  Old  England's  candle. 
But  first  we  pray,  for  its  relief, 
Pluck  fipom  its  wick  each  tory  thief. 

It  else  must  quickly  rue  it ; 
While  N —  and  M —  sputter  there, 
Thou'lt  ne'er  prevent  with  all  thy  care. 

The  melting  of  the  suet. 

There's  Twitchcr  too,  that  old  he-witch, 
Sticks  in  its  bole  as  black  as  pitch, 


And  makes  a  filthy  pother  ^ ; 
When  curst  with  such  a  sorry  fiend. 
And  lighted  too  at  either  end, 

'Twill  soon  be  in  a  smother. 

I  fear  me  much,  in  such  a  plight. 

Those  tapers  blest  would  lose  their  light,  g 

Canadian  femes  that  deck ; 
Which  pious  — * —  ordains  to  blaze. 
And  gild  with  their  establish'd  rays. 

Our  lady  of  Quebec 
His  arms,  thon  hallowed  image  !  ble«. 
And  surely  thou  canst  do  no  less. 

He  is  thy  foith's  defender  ; 
Thou  owest  thy  place  to  him  alone. 
As  other  Jacobites  have  done, 

And  not  to  the  Pretender. 

Haste  then,  and  quash  the  hot  turmoil. 
That  flames  in  Boston's  angry  soil. 

And  frights  the  mother-nation : 
Know,  lady  I  if  its  rage  you  stop, 
E^nchbeck  shall  send  you,  from  Ins  shop, 

A  most  superb  oblation. 
His  patent  snuffers,  in  a  dish 
Of  bumish'd  gold ;  if  more  you  wish. 

His  Cyclops  shall  bestir 
Their  brawny  stomps,  and  for  thy  sake^ 
Of  Pinchbeck's  own  mhct-metal  make 

A  huge  extinguisher. 
To  form  the  mass,  Germaine,  thy  zeal 
Shall  furnish  that  well-temper'd  steel. 

Thou  didst  at  Minden  brandish ; 
Nor  yet  shall  Gloucester's  reverend  dean. 
Counting  its  worth,  refuse,  I  ween. 

His  ponderous  leaden  standish. 
Poor  doctor  Johnson,  I'm  afraid. 
Can  give  but  metaphoric  aid ; 

His  style's  case-harden'd  graces : 
M*  Pherson,  without  shame,  or  fear. 
Sir  John  Dalrymple,  and  Shebbeare 

Shall  melt  their  brazen  faces. 
And  sure,  this  mixt  metallic  stuff. 
Will  yield  materials  large  enoogh 

To  mould  the  mighty  cone ; 
But  how  transport  it,  when  tis  cast 
Across  the  deep  Atlantic  vast. 

Twill  weigh  some  thousand  stone  ? 
'*  Leave  that  to  me*'  our  lady  cries, 
"  Howe'er  gigantic  be  its  size, 

I  have  a  scheme  in  petto ; 
I'll  fly  with  it  from  shore  to  shore. 
Safe  as  my  sooty  sister  bore. 

Her  cottage  to  Loretta 
"  Swift  to  the  congress  with  my  fireight 
I'll  speed,  and  on  their  heads  its  weight 

Souse  with  such  skill  and  care  ; 
That  Put'nam,  Washington  beneath. 
And  gasping  Lee  shall  wish  to  breathe 

A  pint  of  Priestley's  air  ^» 

1  Our  ingenious  inventor's  snuffers  are  peculiarly 
calculated  to  remedy  this  evil,  to  which  indeed  aU 
candles  are  more  or  less  subject. 

See  the  Patentee's  Advertisement 

>  This  great  philo^pher  has  lately  discovered  a 
method  of  fabricating  a  new  species  of  air,  of  so 
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"  The  deed  is  done,  thy  fbes  are  dead, 
.No  longer  Knftland,  shalt  thou  dread 

Such  Preshyterian  huffers; 
Thy  can<1le*s  radiance  ne'er  shall  fade, 
With  now  and  then  a  little  aid, 

From  Pinchbeck*!  patent  snuffers." 

infinitely  superior  salubrity  and  duration  to  that 
vulfrar  atmo8ph»*rical  ah-,  which,  for  want  of  better, 
we  have  been  obliged  to  breathe  for  npwards  of  five 
thousand  yea»,  that  it  is  to  be  supposed  that  no 
macaroni,  savoirvh-re,  or  in  plain  English,  nobody 
that  knows  what's  what,  will  in  future  condescend 
tojespire  any  air,  that  is  not  sealed  with  the  doc- 
tor's own  arms,  and  signed  with  his  own  hand-writ- 
ing. It  is  to  be  feared,  however,  that  his  pnemna- 
tic  viais  will  be  liaWe  to  be  coontertfeited,  as  our 
philosopher  bas  not  interest  enoogh  at  comt  to 
procure  a  patent  Indeed  were  soch  a  patent 
granted,  it  might  snpersede  ^r.  Phichbeck's ;  be- 
cause that  in  this  air  a  eandte  is  found  to  burfi  with 
so  bright  and  dodtiiined  a  flame,  that  St  could  never 
want  snuffing. 

Vol.  iL  of  Dr.  Priestley's  Experiments  On  Air. 


AN     ' 
EPISTLE 

TO 

DR.  SHEBBEAREi 

TO  WaiCtt  IS  ABDKD 

AN  ODE 

TO 

SIR  FLETCHER  NORTON, 
In  imitation  of  Horaoe,  Ode  VUI.  Book  IV. 

BY 
MALCOLM  M'GaG««0a,  OP  RHIOHlttRZDOS,    ESQ. 

Author  of  the  Heroic  Epistle  to  Sir  Wm.  Cham- 
bexs,  &c 


MASON'S  POEMS. 


IPublithed  in  1777.] 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

TuouoH  I  look  upon  this  poem,  in  point  of  eleva- 
tion of  diction  andaoblimijLy  of  aoDtioMnt,  to  be  as 
highly  heroical,  as  ,my  Epistle  to  Sir  William 
Chambers,  yet  I  have  not  tiKmg^t  prober  to  add 
that  epithet  to  it  on  the  title-page.  I  am  wUUoig 
to  wish  that  first  production  of  my  muse  may  pre« 
serve  the  distinction  which  it  now  possesses,  of  be- 
ing called  the  Heroic  Epistle,  par  eitoellence.  Be- 
sides this  consideration,  the  different  ranks  of  the 
^o  persons,  to  whom  these  two  works  arc  address- 
ed, require  a  difierence  to  be  made  in  this  matter  • 
and  it  would  be  unpardonable  in  me  not  to  discri' 
minate  between  a  comptroller  of  his  majestjr's  works, 
and  the  hackney  scribblerof  a  newspaper;  between 
a  placeman  and  a  pensioner,  a  knight  of  the  polar 
star,  and  a  brokeft  apothecary. 


EPISTLE 

TO 

BR.  SHEBBEARE. 

O  poa  a  thousand  toaguas  I  and  every  tongue 
Like  Johnson's^  annM  with  words  of  fix  feet  long  *, 
In  mnltitudinout  vooiferabon 
To  panegyrieiae  thia^erioos  nation, 
Whose  liberty  results  from  her  taxation. 
O,  for  that  panva,  pensionary  spirit. 
That  by  its  prattitntion  praves  its  merit  f 
That  rests  on  right  dSvme,  all  regal  claims. 
And  gives  to  Oeorge,  vhaAO'er  it  gave  to  James  t 
Then  siMaM  my  tory  ammbers,  eld  Sbebbeare, 
Tickle  the  tatteiM  fragnient  of  thy  ear  ^ ! 
Then  all  that  ouoe  was  'virtuous,  wise,  or  brave. 
That  ^uall'd  a  tywaift,  that  abhor'd  a  slave. 
Then  Sydney's,  ibi8Bal%  patriot  fame  should  fisll, 
Besmear'd  with  mine,  like  %lack  Dalrymple's  gall ; 
Then,  like  thy  prase;  skouhl  my  Mmioos  verse 
Tear  eaek  immortal  plume  from  Nassau's  hearK, " 
Tliat  modem  monarchs,  in  that  pimnage  gay. 
Might  stare  and  straft,  4he  peaooeks  Gi%  dky. 
But  I,  like  Anstey>  feel  my»^  unfit 
To  run,  with  boUow  speed,  two  beats  of  wit. 
He,  at  first  starting,  won  both  fame  and  money. 
The  bets  ran  high  on  Bladod's  Ciceroni  ^ ; 
Since  distanc'd  quite,  tike  a  gall'd  jade  he  winces. 
And  lashes  unknown  priests,  and  praises  well-known 
So  I,  when  first  I  tun'd  th'  heroic  lay,     [princes  *. 
Gain'd  PownalPs  praiie,  as  well  as  Almon's  pay. 
In  ipe  the  nation  plac'd  its  tuneful  hope, 
Its  second  ChuiohiH,  or  at  least  its  Vope : 

1  Sesquipedalia  verba.    Hot. 

s  Churchill,  In  aRudrag^  to  this  capital  anecdote 
in  our  doctor*6  life,  says,  in  bis  poem  called  the 
Author, 

The  whole  intent 
Of  that  parade,  was  fame,  not  punishment 
Intimating  that  his  ears  received  no  detriment  in 
the  pillory.  My  line  intimates,  that  they  did.  How* 
ever,  if  my  intimation  be  felse,  it  is  easily  refuted  : 
the  doctor  has  only  to  expose  bis  ears  again  to  the 
public,  and  the  real  fact  will  be  flagrant 

3  Anglic^,  Bath  Guide. 

^  Without  a  note  posterity  irill  never  understand 
this  line.  Two  or  three  years  ago  this  geatlcmao 
fbund  hims^tf  libdled'ia  a  newi^paperi  utd  on  sus- 
pecting a  certain  clei-gynum  to  be  the  author,  he 
wrote  a  first  canto  ef  a  poem,  called  the  Priest 
Dissected,  in  which  he  prepared  all  cbirurgical 
matters  previous  to  the  operation.  In  the  mean 
time  the  parson  proved  an  alibi,  and  saved  his  ba- 
con. To  this  first  and  unique cantothe author  pre- 
fixed a  something  in  which  be  exculpated  himself 
from  being  the  siuthor  of  the  Heroic  Epistle,  which 
it  seems  luul  been  laid  to  his  chai^ge  during  the  time 
the  clan  of  Macgr^gors  conthiued  without  a  name, 
and  which,  as  the  worid  well  knows,  was  the  only 
reason  which  prevented  me  from  claiming  the  merit 
of  that  prodiietion«  It  is  to  this  something,  that 
the  latter  part  of  the  line  alludes.  For  iu  It  he 
had  told  the  public,  that  his  msjesty  bad  ten  chil« 
dren,  which  it  knew  very  well  before.  Hence  the 
epithet,  well-known.  ^  - 
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Pioodty  I  pricked  aloog,  nr  William*!  sqoire, 

Bade  kings  recite  my  strains  and  queens  admire ; 

Chaste  maids  of  hoooar  praisM  my  stout  cmdeavoar, 

SrTbooias  ^twore  "The  fellow  vatdamnM  clever.** 

But  popolarity,  alas  !  has  wings, 

And  flits  as  soon  from  poet<i  as  from  kings. 

My  pompoos  Postscript  found  itself  disdain'd 

M  mnch  as  Milton's  Paradise  Regain'd 

And  whf*n  I  dar*d  the  Patent  Snnflers  handle, 

To  trim,  with  PiAchey's  aid,  Old  Engtand*s  candle. 

The  lyric  Muse,  so  lame  was  her  condition, 

Onild  hardly  hop  beyond  a  fifth  edition. 

Yes,  tie  a  general  troth,  and  strange  as  trne, 

(Ksorick  shall  prove  it  in  his  next  Review) 

That  no  one  bard,  io  these  degenerate,  dap, 

CiB  write  two  works  deserving  e^nal  praise. 

Whether  the  matter  of  which  minds  are  made 

Be  grown  of  late  mephitic  and  decay'd. 

Or  wants  phlogiston,  1  forbear  to  say, 

The  problem's  more  in  doctor  Priestley's  way. 

He  knows  of  spirit  the  material  whole, 

For  Priestley  has  the  cure  of  Shelbome's  soul  ^. 

Enough  of  souls,  unless  we  waste  a  line, 
Shebbeare  1  to  pay  a  compliment  to  thine : 
Whidi  IbfgM;  of  old,  of  strong  Hibernian  brass. 
Shines  through  the  Paris  plaister  of  thy  face. 
And  brooses  it,  secure  from  xhame,  or  sense. 
To  the  flat  glare  of  finished  impudence. 
Wretch !  that  from  slander's  filth  art  ever  gleanhig, 
^pite  without  spite,  malice  without  meaning : 
like  same  abusive,  base,  abandon 'd  thing. 
When  pilloried,  or  peosion'd  by  a  king. 
Old  as  thou  art,  methinks,  twere  sage  advice, 
That  North  should  call  t^  off  from  hunting  Price  t 
Skne  younger  Uood-haqnd  of  his  bawling  pacjc 
Might  sorer  gall  his  pf<esbyterian  back. 
Thy  toothless  jaws  should' free  thee  from  the  fi^t; 
Thou  canst  but  mumble;  when  thou  mean'st  to  bite. 
Say,  then,  to  give  a  requiem  to  thy  toHs, 
WlMt  if  my  Muse  array'd  her  in  thy  spoils, 
And  took  the  field  for  thee,  thro* pure  good  nature? 
Gonits  prais'd  by  thee,  are  curst  beyond  her  satire. 
Yet,  when  she  pleases/  she  can  deal  in  praise : 
T?ifm|ili  gratia,  hear  her  fluent  lays 
Eitol  the  present,  the  propitious  hour, 
When  Europe,  trembling  at  Britannia's  power, 
Bids  all  her  princes,  with  pacific  care. 
Keep  neutral  distance,  while  she  wings  the  war 
Cross  the  Atlantic  vast ;  in  dread  array, 
Herself  to  vanquish  in  America. 
Where  soon,  we  trust,  the  brother  chiefs  shall  see 
Tte  rwgiwsB  pledge  them  in  a  cup  of  tea. 
Toast  peaee  and  plenty  to  their  mother  nation. 
Give  thrae  buoas  to  Qeorge  and  to  tavAioo, 
And  beg,  to  make  their  loyal  hearts  the  lighter, 
HtM  said  th^m  o'er  dean  Tucker,  with  a  mitre. 

Mlie  Petrooius  of  the  present  age  needs  not  the 
I  of  a  simaroe  to  make  the  world  certain 
I  it  meant  by  this  appellative.     He  was  better 
I  by  the  Uame  of  rx)ng  Sir  Thomas.  (Robinson) 
*  It  is  not  here  insinuated,  that  the  soul  m  ques- 
MS  wants  curing.     The  word  cure  is  here  put  for 
•re,  in  the  sense  in  which  ecclesiastical  lawyers 
■B,  cnra  animarum. 
'  See  a  series  of  wretched  letters,  written  by 
ObLliliahe,  in  the  Public  Advertiser,  and  other 
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f n  fancy's  eye,  I  ken  them  from  afrr 
Circled  with  father  wreaths,  nnstain'd  by  tar : 
In  place  of  laurels,  these  shall  bind  their  brow. 
Fame,  honour,  virtue,  all  are  feathers  now. 
Ev'n  beauty's  self,  unfcather*d,  if  we  spy. 
Is  hideous  to  our  macaroni  eye. 

Poolish  the  bard,  who,  in  such  flimsy  times. 
Would  load  with  satire  or  with  sense  his  rhymes : 
No,  let  my  numbers  flutter  light  in  air, 
As  careless  as  the  silken  gossamer. 
Or  should  I,  playful,  lift  the  Muse's  scourge. 
Thy  cocks  should  lend  their  tails,  my  cocking 

George  », 
To  make  the  rod.    So  fear  not  thou  the  song; 
To  whip  a  post,  I  ne'er  will  waste  a  thong. 
Were  I  ioclin'd  to  punish  courtly  tools, 
I'd  lash  the  knaves  before  I  fiapt  the  fools. 
Gigantic  vice  should  on  my  ordeal  bum. 
Long  ere  it  came  to  thy  poor  pigmy  turn. 

But  sure  tis  best,  whate'er  rash  \lliigs  may  saf. 
To  sleep  within  a  whole  skin,  while  one  may ; 
For  Whigs  are  mighty  prone  to  run  stark  mad. 
If  credence  in  archbishops  may  be  had. 
Therefore  I'll  keep  within  discretion's  rule. 
And  turn  true  Tory  of  the  Mansfield  school. 
So  shall  I  'scape  that  creature's  tyger  paw. 
Which  some  call  Liberty,  and  some  call  Law  9- 
Whose  whale-like  month  is  of  that  savage  shape. 
Whene'er  his  long-rob'd  showman  bids  him  gape. 
With  tusks  so  strong,  with  grinders  so  tremendous, 
And  ^ch  a  length  of  gullet.  Heaven  defend  us! 
That  should  you  peep  into  the  red-raw  track, 
rTwouId  make  your  cold  flesh  creep  upon  your 

back. 
A  maw  like  that,  what  mortal  may  withstand  ? 
Twobld  swallow  all  the  poets  in  the  land. 

Comer,  then,  Shebbeare !  and  hear  thy  bard  deliver 
Unpaid-for  praises  to  thy  pension-giver,     [muse  ^^  I 
Hear  me,  like  Tucker,  swter,    "  So  help  me, 
I  write  not  for  preferment's  golden  views." 
But  hold — 'tis  on  thy  province  to  intrude  i 
I  would  be  loyal,  but  would  not.be  rude^ 
To  thee,  my  veteran,  I  his  fame  consign  ; 
Take  tbour  St  Jaihies's,  be  St.  Stephen's  mme. 
Hail,  genial  hot-bed  I  whose  prolific  soil 
So  well  repays  all  North's  perennial  toil. 
Whence  he  can  raise,  if  want  or  whim  inclhiet, 
A  crop  of  votes,  as  plentiful  as  pines, 
Wet-nurse  of  tavern- waiters  aaid  nabobs. 
That  empties  first,  and  after  fills  their  fobs  t 
(As  Priogle,  to  procure  a  sane  secretion* 
Purges  the  prioiss  viae  of  repletion.) 
What  scale  of  metaphor  shall  fiiocy  raise. 
To  climb  the  heights  of  thy  stupendous  praise  } 
Thrice  faa^  the  Sun  connmencM  his  annual  ride. 
Since,  full  of  years  and  praise,  thy  mother  died. 
'Twas  then  I  saw  thee  with  exulting  eyes, 
A  second  phenix,  from  her  ashes  rise ; 
MarkM  all  the  graces  of  thy  loyal  creit, 
Sweet  with  the  perfume  of  its  parent  nest 

3  A  great  cock-figbtsr  and  little  senator,  who,  in 
the  last  parliament,  called  the  Heroic  Postscript  a 
libel. 

9  With  courtiers  and  churchmen  the  terms  are 
synonintous.     See  a  late  Serraun. 

*t>  The  revererfd  dean  took  a  solemn  oath  in  one 
of  his  late  pamphlets,  tliat  he  would  not  be  a  bishop. 

E  e 
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Rare  chick  5  iKw  worthy  of  ill  court  caresses. 
How  ftift,  how  echo-like,  it  chirp'd  addresses. 
Proceed,  1  cry^d,  thy  fall-fledg'd  pluoaies  unfold. 
Each  tnie-blue  feather  shall  be  tipt  with  gold^ 
OrdainM'thy  race  of  futnre  fiirae  to  run. 
To  do,  whatf^fv  On" "J other  Uh  uf)ilaTie. 
In  all  h'  r  ^mooOi,  otisoi]uio;is  pntbi  proceed, 
F<5r,  taio^v,  ]mor  Upposittou  *3ut»  a  head. 
With  bom  and  hound  her  truant  schiAilboys  roam, 
And  for  a  fux^^ba^c  quit  St,  Stephen's  dome^ 
Forgetful  of  their  pmiidsire  Nimiod's  pUfl,.  ^ 
**  A  mighty  hlmt*T,  but  bts  prey  was  man  »>." 
The  real,  at  crouded  Altnack'^  nightly  belt. 
To  sttct^ib  their  o^m  If^^yoiid  the  natlyrj*^  iJebt. 
Vote  then  Sfrcure ;  the  neeOful  mjUii)n^  raise, 
That  fill  the  privy-purBc  with  op^iLus  and  ways. 
And  do  it  quifkly  too,  to  aho*  your  brc(?drQg, 
The  w€aie(  ScoU  ^-  *irc  hungry j  und  want  feeding* 
Nor  need  ye  wail  for  that  luore  pleuleous  seasop* 
When  rnad  Amtirit'ii  is  brought  to  n?;iiJOti, 
Obse^iiou^  IrelanJ^  at  her  sister's  claim, 
(Sister  or  frlepdamt?,  call  her  cither  name) 
Shall  puTjr  proru^iety  hur  Pactulian  tide. 
Nor  leave  her  uative  patriots  u«auppl>*d* 
Earl  Nugent  *iii>g  ^\  vhife  yet  but  giipple^  Clare, 
That, wretched  Iretaud  hud  no  '^o\d  to  !^iKire, 
How  coiildat  thou,  simpltJ  Clare  I  that  vale  abuse. 
Which  ptotnpts  and  pays  Ihy  liusey-i*otjlsey  Musa  } 

t  A  IShe  of  Mr.  Pope's.  If  onr  younger  senators 
would  take  the  bint,  and  now  and  then  hunt  a 
Minister  iObtiMd  6f  afba,tlkey  might  perh&psfiiid 
some  fun  in  it. 

12  \t  Is  not  I,  but  Shakespeare,  that  gives  my 
countrymen  this  epithet.  See  Hen.  V.  act  1. 
i^ene  2. 

For  6Qoe  the  eagle  England  behig  in  prey. 
To  her  unguarded  nest  the  weazel  Scot 
Conies  sneaking,  and  so  sucks  her  princely 
eggs,&c 

^  Tlie  intellect  not  only  of  pesCetity,  but  of  the 
present  reader,  niust  here  again  be  enlightened  by 
a  note :  for  tltid  song  was  suUg  above  two  years  ago, 
and^is  eonsequently  forgottep.  Yet  if  the  reader 
will  please  to  recollect  bow  easily  I  brought  to  life 
sir  William  Chembers'a  prose  dinertatien  which  had 
been  de^d  half  that  time,  he  will,  I  hope,  give  tne 
credit  for  b^iog  aide  to  recover  this  .dead  poem  from 
oblivion  also.  It  wns  seat  to  her  majesty  on  her 
birthday,  with  a  present  of  Irikh  grogram ;  and  thb 
newf^per  of  the  day  said  (but  I  know  not  how 
truly)  that  the  queen  Was  graciously  pleased  to 
thank  the  noble  author  for  both  his  pieces  of  ^tuff. 
The  poet*s  eaor4ium  seemed  to  have  been  taken 
from  that  very  ode  in  Horacre  which  I  have  also 
attempted  to  imitate  in  this  pamphlet  It  began  by 
assuring  her  majesty,  that  Ireland  was  too  poor  to 
present  her  with  a  piece  of  gold  plate : 
Could  poor  lereoe  giQa  afiford. 
Worthy  the  consort-  of  her  lord. 
Of  purest  gold  a  sculptured  frame 
Just  emblem  of  b6r  zeal  should  flame. 
This  supposed  poverty  of  his  native  country  struck 
tae  at  the  time  as  a  mere  gratis-dictom.  I  have, 
therefbre,  endeavoured  m  k^te  it,  for  the  honour 
«fIielaiML 


Mistaken  peer  I  Her  treasures  ne*er  can  cease. 

Did  she  not  k)ng  pay  Viry  for  our  peace  ? 

Say,  did  she  not,  till  rang  the  royal  knell. 

Irradiate  vestal  majesty  tit  Zell  ? 

Sure  then  she  might  afford,  to  my  poor  thinking. 

One  golden  tumbler,  for  queen  Cbarlotte*s  drinking^ 

I  care  not,  if  her  hinds,  on  fens  and  rocks  '♦, 

Ne'er  roast  one  shoulder  of  their  fotted  flocks. 

Shall  Irish  hinds  to  mutton  make  pretensions  ? 

Be  theirs  potatoes,  and  be  ours  their  pensions. 

If  they  tefuse,  great  North,  by  me  advis'd, 

Enact,  that  each  potatoe  be  excis'd. 

Ah  !  hadst  thou.  North,  adopted  this  sage  pln% 

And  scom'd  to  tax  each  British  serving-man. 

Thy  fribid  Macgregguri  when  he  came  to  towoi, 

(As  ppets  should  ^W)  in  his  ebai^^  and  one*^ 

Had  seen  ht^  toot -boy  Sawocy,  once  hk  pride. 

On  stunt  Scotch  pooty  troUli^  by  his  side^ 

With  frock  oV  fustian,  awl  with  cape  uf  red, 

Nor  gtudg'd  the  sumns  taxd  upon  his  head* 

But  tush,  I  heed  nut — for  my  coaott y's  good 

ril'pay  itr-^-it  will  pnrcUaao  Yankee  bJood — 

And  well  I  wtsen,  for  thi^  heroli:  lay, 

Almon  will  givi;  me  wherewithal  to  pay. 

Tax  then,  yy  greedy  mi  meters,  your  fill : 

No  matter,  if  with  i^aortitice  or  t^Ui' 

Be  ours  to  pay,  a-iil  ih:i*-\  an  t- asy  tajitp 

In  these  blest  times  to  have  is  but  to  ask^ 

Ve  know,  whatever  is  from  the  public  prest,. 

Will  sei^enfold  sink  into  your  private  chesU 

For  he,  the  nursing  father,  that  receives, 

Full  freely  tho'  he  takes,  as  freely  gives. 

So  when  great  Cox,  at  bis  mechanic  call, 

6ids  orient  pearh  from  golden  dragons  fall. 

Each  little  dragonet,  wi£lbrazen  grin, 

Oapes  for  the  precious  prize,  and  gtdps  it  in. 

Yet  when  we  peep  behind  the  magic  scene, 

Ooe  master-wheel  directs  the  whole  machine  s 

The  self-same  pearls,  in  nic^  gradation,  all 

Around  one  common  centre,  nse  and  fall  ^^: 

Thus  may  our  state-museum  long  suipriae  ; 

And  what  is  sunk  by  votes  in  bribes  arise ; 

Tdl  mock'd  and  jaded  with  the  puppet  play. 

Old  England's  genius  turns  with  scorn  away. 

Ascends  bis  sacred  bark,  the  sails  uofurl'd. 

And  steers  his  state  to  the  wide  western  world  9 

High  on  the  helm  majestic  Freedom  stands. 

In  act  of  cold  contempt  she  waves  her  hands. 

"  Take,  slaves,"  she  cries,  *<  the  realms  that  I  disowiv 

RenoMoe  your  birth-right,  and  destroy  my  throna.*' 


H  Alluding  to  these  tines  in  Iha  same  poeot  t 

Where  starving  hind&  from  fens  and  rocks» 
View  pastures  rich  with  herds  and  flocks. 
And  only  view— forbid  to^aste^  &c. 

^nd  in  a  note  on  the  passage,  he  tells  us  that  these 
hinds  never  eat  animal  food  5  but  says  no*  one  word 
about  potatoes,  that  most  nutritious  of  all  alioieqts, 
which  is  surely  very  disingemious. 

>«  I  was  let  into  this  secret  by  my  late  patron^ 
sir  William  Chambers ;  who,  as  Mr.  Cqk's  automatm 
were  very  much  in  the  Chinese  taste,  was  very  cu- 
rious to  discover  tlieir  mechaoiBm.  I  m'ust  do  the 
knight  the  justice  to  own  that  some  of  my  be* 
tilings  are  borrowed  from  him. 
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ODE 

TO 

SIR  FLETCHER  NORT(»J,      . 

IK   IMITATION   OF   UORACI,    ODE   Till.    BOOK   If, 


Muss  ?  were  we  rich  in  land,  or  stocks. 
We'd  send  sir  Fletcher  (a)  a  gold  box; 
Who  lately,  Xxf  the  world's  surprise, 
Advis'd  his  sovereign  to  be  wi^e. 
The  zeal  of  cits  bhouid  ne'er  surpass  us, 
We'd  make  him  s|)eaker  of  Parnassus. 
Or  could  I  boast  the  mimic  eye 
Of  (■■^   :  _  .  ,_  ^  .  _    I  .;iinbary, 

Whnsemrtcau  caU^li^  ia  comii'  gii\^, 
"  The  mail uiirs  living  aii  ih«y  rise,'* 
Ami  Hi  id  it  the  same  exuy  tiling 
To  hit  {()  n  Jotluit  1 111-  a  kiti^  ; 
I'd  hutifiti^  weave,  in  fancy's  loom, 
Fwr  lady  NoTlori's  drt^s]ijg  mom. 

But  (d)  sLtU  like  tbt'^  i  rlou't  punsu0. 
Nor  {f )  does  sir  Fktt:h<r  bettd  viitiL 
Fjiough  fur  nie  in  these  bafd  times, 
WhcT)  cv*ry  Uimg  Ji  tasfM  but  rhym^. 
To  (/)  t3^  a  few  of  tfac3&c  tugfther ; 
Tlko'  I  am  quite  uacL-rtnin,  wht^thi^r 
Mj  verse  wlJI  much  rejoice?  tlic  knight, 
A*  (f }  ^rcat  B  store  as  I  set  by*L 
For  verse,  (I'd  have  sir  Fktcher  know  It) 
When  written  by  ti  geDuiut;  poet, 
Has  more  uf  meauing  and  intent, 
Tfaan  {h)  modern  acts  gf  parliament. 

^it  {r)  dt  and  right,  vUvn  heroes^  die. 
The  nation  shuuld  a  Umb  supply ; 
Vet,  (>)  tiijt  Uj^  vGtc^£  of  hoih  I  he  houses, 
WlthoAit  th'  asskiaoci^  of  the  Muses, 

DoNARRM  pateras  (a),  grataque  commodus, 
Censorine,  mets  aera  sodalrbus : 
Dooarem  tripodas,  pracmia  fortium 
GraM)rum :  neque  tu  pessima  manerum, 
Ferres,  divite  me  scilicet  artiam, 
Qoas  out  (b)  Parrhasiui  protnli^  aut  Scopas ; 
flic  saxo,  Uquldis  iUe  cok)ribus 
Solers  (c)  nunc  hominem  ponere,  nunc  deum. 
Sed  ((f)  non  haec  milii  vis ;  nee  (e)  tibi  talium 
Res  est,  aut  animus  deliciarum  egens. 
Gaudes  carminibos :  (/)carmina  possumas  ' 
Donare,  {g)  Ss,  pretium  dicere  muneris. 
Non  (A)  incisa  notis  marmora  publicis. 
Per  (t)  qtx9  spiritus  flc  vita  redit  boos 
Post  mortem  ducibus :  (k)  non  celeres  fugae, 
Rgect«que  retrorsum  Annibalis  minas, 
Non  inoeixiia  Carthaginis  impia?, 

>  A  phrase  used  by  the  bon  ton  for  a  fat  parson. 
See  a  set  of  excellent  caricatures  published  by 
Bretherton,  in  New  Bond-Street 

^  The  imitator  found  himself  obliged  to  deviate 
ID  tins  place  a  little  further  from  his  original,  than 
parfaapa  the  strict  critic  will  tolerate.  But  as  he 
waa  not  quite  so  certain  of  sir  Fletcher's  fondness 
fnr  poetry,  as  Horace  seems  to  have  been  about  the 
laste  of  Censorinu^i,  he  thought  it  best  to  express 
himself  with  a  modest  diffideoce  on  that  subject. 


Can  give  that  permanence  of  fome 

That  heroes  from  their  country  claim. 

And  tell  me  pray,  to  our  gool  king. 

What  fame  our  present  broils  can  bring, 

Ev'n  should  the  Howes  (which  some  folks  doubt) 

Put  Washington  to  total  rout. 

Unless  his  treasurer,  in  an  ode  ^  , 

Exalt  the  victor  to  a  god. 

A  man,  1  know,  may  get  a  pension 

Withr.ut  the  Muse's  intervention; 

Yet  what  are  pensions  to  the  praise 

Wrapt  up  in  (/)  Caledonian  lays  ? 

Say,  Johnson  !  where  had  been(m)  Fingal, 

But  for  Macphcrson'ft  irroat  assistance  ? 
The  chieftain  had  been  nougiit  at  all, 

A  non-existing  non-existence. 
Mac,  like  (n )  a  poet  -^tout  and  good,  [flood. 

First  (o)  plun?M,  then  pluck'd  him  from  obliviou'ift 
And  bad  him  bluster  at  his  ease. 
Among  the  fruitful  Hebrides. 
A  (/))  common  .poet  can  revive 
The  man  who  once  has  been  alive : 
But  Mac  revives,  by  magir  power. 
The  man  who  never  liv'd  before. 

Such  hocus-pocus  tricks,  I  own. 
Belong  to  Gallic  bards  alone. 
My  (q)  Muse  ifoukl  think  her  power  enough. 
Could  she  make  some  folks  fever  proof; 
Dub  them  immortal  from  their  birth, 
And  give  them  all  their  Heaven  on  Earth, 
Then  (r)  xiocior  Kaye,  that  broad  divine. 
With  lords  and  c|ukes  should  ever  dioe  ; 
Post,  prate,  and  preach,  fi>r  years  on  yean. 
And  puff  himself  in  gazetteers. 
Sandwich,  lor  aye,  should  shine  («)  the  star. 
Propitious  to  oar  naval  war  ; 


Ejus,  qui  domitd  nomen  ab  Afrtci 
Lucratus  rediit,  claries  indicant 
Laudes,  quiim  Calabra^  (/)  Pierides:  neqne 
Si  chartas  si  leant  quod  beo^  feceris 
Mcrcedem  tuleris. 

Quid  forct  lliae 
Mavortisquc  (m)  puer,  si  tnciturnitas 
Obstaret  naeritis  invida  Romuli  ? 
Kreptum  (n)  stygius  Huctibus  i£acum 
Virtus,  &  favor,  &  (o)  lingua  potentiuqi 
Vatum,  divitibos  consccrat  iosulis. 
Dig^um  laude  virum  Musa  (p)  vetat  mori : 
Caelo  (q)  Musa  bent.     Sic  (r)  Jovis  interest 
Oplatis  epulis  impiger  Hercules ; 
Clarum  (1)  Tyndaridc  sidus  ab  infimis 

3  The  late  promotion  of  a  poet  to  the  treasurer- 
ship  of  the  hous^old,  must  necessarily  give  to  ail 
true  votaries  of  the  muses  (as  it  dof  s  to  m'^)  great 
delectation.     *Tis  whispered,  by  some  people  in  the 
secret,  that  the  very  paoific  cast  of  t!u'  lau real's 
birth-day  ode,  occasioned  the  noble  bard's  exalta- 
tion ,  &s  it  was  thought  expedient  to  have   another 
poetical  placeman  in  readiness  to  celebrate  the  final 
I  overthrow  of  the  American  rebels.     Nay,  it  is  as- 
'  sured,  that  a  reversionary  grmt  of  the  ofiice   of 
«  laureat  has  in  this  instance  been  sup  raddeil  to  the 
;  treasurcrship,  yet  with  tite  detdlcatiou  of  tho  an- 
I  nual  butt  of  saek,  whi<:h  the  lord  steward  calculates 
I  will  be  a  considerable  saviug  to  the  nation. 
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Caulk  all  oar  vessels'  (0  leaky  sides, 
And  iu  the  dock*  woik  double  tides. 
While  Stormont  «  grac'd  (m)  with  ribband  green. 

Keeps  France  from  miadngr  in  the  riot. 
Till  Britain's  lion  vents  his  spleen, 

AimI  tears  his  rebel  whelps  in  quiet. 

Quassas  (/)  eriphint  aequoribus  rates  ; 
Ofnatus  viridi  tempore  pawpino 
Liber  {u)  vota  b<»nos  ducit  ad  excitus. 


I^ASON'S  POEMS. 


TUX 

DEjy  JND  THE  S3UIRE: 
POLITICAL  ECLOGUE. 

HUMBLY   DBDICATEn  TO 

SOAME  JENYN8,  ESS. 

By  the  Author  of  the  Heroic  Epistle  to  Sir  Wilfiam 
Chambers,  &c. 

[Publi9ked  in  1782} 

A  CARD. 
The  Author  presents  his  best  respects  to  the 
reader,  and  begs  that  he  wontd  do  him  the  favour 
to  read  the  two  first  heads  of  Mr.  Jenyns's  seventh 
disquisition,  before  be  cuts  open  thb  pamphlet; 
that  he  may  perceive  the  full  force  of  the  aUuaions 
liere  made  to  that  wonderful  performance. 


Sir, 


DEDICATION. 

TO 

SOAME  JENYNS,  ESQ. 


Wh«w  I  lately  read  your  disquisition  on  Govern- 
ment and  Civil  Liberty,  it  gave  me  much  concern 
to  find,  that  you  had  not  written  it  in  verse.  Such 
Images  and  such  sentimants,  such  wit  and  such 
afgnmenlB,  were  stnrely  too  geod  to  be  wasted  on 
pfose.  And  you  who  have  written  verse  so  long, 
and  with  so  much  fiicility,  are  highly  inexci«able 
for  not  having  employed  that  talent  on  so  impor- 
tant an  occanon  aa  the  ppcsent,  when  you  had 
taken  upon  you  to  confute  *'  so  many  abqunl 
principle  concerning  government  and  liberty, 
irhich  have  of  l^te  been  disseminated  with  unusual 
industry,"  principles,  let  me  add,  which  were  still 
more  indostrioosly  disseminated  at  the  Revolution 
by  Locke;  at  the  accession  by  Hoadly;  and  a 
hundred  years  before  either, by  Hooker;  **  princi- 
ples, which,"  you  say,  **  are  as  felse,  as  mischievous 
as  inconsistent  with  common  sense,  as  with  all 
bnman  socirty,  and  which  require  nothing  more 
than  to  be  fairly  stated,  to  be  refuted.** 

The  pious  poet,  Herbert,   I  think,  tells  tis,  that 
A  verse  may  catoh  hhn,  who  a  sermon  files. 
Wiij  then  should  you  discard  verse,  when  you  in- 

«  At  Oiat  time  the  British  amlmssador  at  Paris. 


tended  to  catch  sodi  careless  readers,  as  wooU  be 
apt  to  fly  a  sermon  ?  Why,  by  dividing  year  £a- 
course  into  five  methodical  beads,  should  yon 
make  it  appea^  as  formal  as  the  gravest  potpit-lec- 
ture  ever  delivered  by  old  bishop  Beveridge,  or 
youi^i;  bishop  Bagot?  I  protest,  Mr.  Jenyns,  I 
cannot  ac^XMint  for  this  strange  proceeding. 

However,  ttlal  such  sort  of  readers  may  read  yon, 
1  have  attempted  to  do  that  for  your  benefit  and 
theirs,  which  you  would  not  do  for  them,  or  for 
yourself:  and,  unequal  as  I  am  to  the  task,  have 
drest  up  yoar  two  first,  and,  as  I  think,  principal 
topics,  in  as  easy  and  fiishionable  metre  as  I  was 
capable  of  writing.  I  know  you  would  have  done 
this  much  better.  But,  as  my  work  is  hot  a 
fragment,  I  am  not  without  my  hopes,  that  what  I 
Imve  done  may  be  a  spur  to  your  indolence,  and 
that  you  may  i)e  tempted  not  only  to  correct,  but 
complete  it. 

But  when  I  say  that  I  have  versified  you,  I  take  a 
pride  in  boasting,  that  I  am  not  yonr  mere  versi- 
fier. I  take  a  pleasure  too  in  ownmg,  that  you 
yourself  led  me  to  attempt  a  nobler  species  of  com- 
position. 1  had  read,  some  years  ago,  your  very 
delectable  Eclogue  c^  the  'Squire  and  the  Parson, 
written  on  occasion  of  that  glorious  peace,  the 
honour  of  making  which,  n  to  be  hiacribed  one 
day  (may  it  be  a  late  one  f )  on  the  manaoleom  of 
the  earl  of  Bute;  This,  sir,  led  me  to  think  of  giviog 
my  present  performance  a  dramatic  cast,  ao  for  is 
an  eclogue  can  possess  that  title.  On  this  idet, 
havmg  resolved  to  make  you  my  Tityrus,  I  bad 
not  for  to  seek  for  a  Melibaeus.  A  brother  writer; 
who  has  of  late  endeavoured  to  disseminate  prin- 
ciples, similar  to  some  of  yours,  with  unusoal, 
though  abortive  industry,  immediately  occmred  to 
my  imagination ;  and  as  immediately  I  resoh-ed 
to  read  his  more  elaborate  treatise,  in  order  to 
enable  me  to  execute  my  plan  with  greater  exacti- 
tude, and  better  preservation  of  sentiment  and  dii- 
racter.  \ 

Although  I  must  own,  that  this  ezercitatioB  of 
my  patience  cost  me  many  a  yawn,  yet  I  foond,  ta 
my  great  satisfaction,  that  this  writer  allowed  fir 
true,  what  you  hold  to  be  fal^,  those  two  first  prio* 
ciples  of  Mr.  Locke,  that  men  are  equal,  and  that 
men  are  free  *.  I  concluded,  therefore,  that  be 
was  a  very  proper  person  to  dispute  thoae  points 
with  you.  Accordiugly,  without  further  ceremo- 
nial, I  set  you  both  down,  not  indeed  sub  tegmioe 
fagi,  i)ut,  fur  the  $ake  of  the  costume,  in  a  saog 
town  f^olTve-hou^'f  and  thci«  entered  yon  foiriy 
into  debate. 

If  un  your  part,  sir,  I  have  ever  done  more  than 
elucidated  any  of  thuse  assertions  which  yon  ca8 
ark.unieiits,  I  humbly  ask  your  pardon :  and  oa  the 
dean's,  if  1  have  made  him  a  little  too  lively  aai 
spiritual,  Las  humbly  ask  his.  I  know  «;»A*kJt 
docs  so  much  harm  to  an  ecclesiastic,  in  the  road 
of  preferment,  as  tiie  bare  suspicion  of  t>eiog  witty. 
But,  as  the  divine  in  question'  has  long  been  a 
dean,  and  has  sworn  that  he  will  never  be  a  bishop, 
1  hope  no  great  harm  is  done. 

That  you  may  long  remain  on  the  illuftrioualiit 
of  pensioners,  even  after  the  useful  board,  frooi 
which  you  derive  that  right,  shall  be  no  m^; 
that  having  changed  from  Tory  to  Whig  in  tha 

1  See  Tucker  on  Govemaent,  cb.  Ut. 
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/  of  til*  duke  of  Newcasde,  from  Whig  to 
Tory  Qwler  tboae,  or  rather  that  oC  lonU  Bute  aud 
MMthy  yoa  may  noir  again  change  frnm  Tory  to 
Whig  Qoder  the  new  administration ; — and  (since 
«t  have  it  on  very  eloquent  erideoce,  that  it  it 
BOW  the  fiuhioQ  for  pemns  of  the  greatest  conse- 
(jneace  to  he  no  longer  in  tbaokles)  that  you  may 
noB  ceaie  to  he  eacnmhered  with  your  present 
ibviih  prindplet,  is  tlM  tmcere  and  fenrent  wish  of, 
sir, 
yoor  most  dbseqniooa  servant, 

MALCOLM   MAC-CBIGOOa. 

Kaigfatihridfe,  May  1st,  1*782. 

TBI    DEAV  AMD   SQUIIS. 

If  eQ&e.hoiise  of  good  accoont, 

Kot  ks  from  Boo4-<treet,  calPd  the  Moimt, 

Sosoe  Jeoyiw  met  the  dean  of  Gloucester  >  j 

iod,  ss  they  sate  in  loaiiging  poetture, 

Kaeh  on  bis  beneh.  and  face  to  face» 

The  (foan  began  in  tone  of  bass : 

While  Jenyas,  in  bis  treble  key, 

Beplied'  with  much  alacrity. 

Hepest,  my  Muse,  th'  alternate  strains. 

That  flowed  fnm  thae  Arcadian  swains. 

Who  both  were  eqaally  alert^ 

Or  to  deny,  or  to  asieit  *. 

DCAJJ. 

'Squire  Jeoyns,  since  with  like  intent 
We  both  bare  writ  on  gOTcrament, 
And  both  stand  stubborn  as  a  rock 
AgWBrtttic  principles  of  I^ckc, 
l^  w,  Rke  brother  meetjug  brother, 
CoBipare  nnr  notes  with  one  another. 
Tfatrnc,  IVe  not  had  time  to  look, 
Tho*  mocb  I  #i8h'd  it,  in  your  book. 

'SQVISB* 

I>octor,  my  book  is  qoickly  read. 

DIAII. 

Nolhtr  crotchets  in  n^y  hend  », 
BsC  yoB,  I  guess,  have  studied  oubb. 

^tniB. 
^t»  ay  AmoKB,  not  ev*n  a  line. 

DBAN. 

T*«ft  tomething  strange— yet  fortooate  ; 
^  QOv  OB  par  we  shall  debate. 

TmcL    Who  to  play  at  whist  regards. 
When  he^  that  deals,  has  seen  the  cards  } 

DBAM. 

WcA^Bt    First  then,  tis  6t,  I  deem, 
^  teU  me  bosr  you  treat  your  theme. 

*tatiiRB. 
i«QMiUHil  thoae  five  positioBS, 
Wlieh  Whigs  pnetend  are  the  conditioas 
WW  rale  and  liberty  j 
'^^  ■>«i  are  equal  born — and  fire&— 

^Xk.  Tucker. 

*  Arcades  ambo, 

fitcautam  pans^  et  respoadere  parati. 

1^  Vir«it 

'laa  deaa  had  been  empk>yed  in  writing  his 
^  Bono  ?  to  Moos*  Neckar,  which  is  said  by  per- 
•■»  wba  have  read  it,  to  cootaia  many  curious 
OQtcheti,    CaiBono? 


That  kings  derive  their  lawful  sway 
All  from  the  people*S  yea  and  nay^— 
That  compact  is  the  only  ground. 
On  which  a  prince  his  rights  can  found- 
Lastly,  1  scout  that  idle  notion. 
That  government  is  put  in  motion. 
And  stopt  again,  like  clock  or  chime. 
Just  as  we  want  them  to  keep  time. 

PBAN. 

'Sblood  f  do  yon  controvert  them  all } 

'squire. 
Indeed  I  do,  sir,  great  an<i  bmdl. 

DBAK. 

You^re  a  bold  man,  my  master  Jenya«, 
And  have  good  right  to  count  your  wmningCv 
If  you  succeed.— -But  f ,  who  dare 
As  much  as  most,  to  go  so  far 
Had  not  trie  courage,  I  assure  ye, 
Tho*  1  suborned  a  Tory  jury  K 

'SQUIRE. 

That  men  were  equal  bom  at  first, 
1  held  of  all  Whig  lies  the  worst. 
But  yet,  if  only  this  they  mean. 
That  you  and  1,  good  Mr.  I>;an, 
Were  equally  produced,  'tis  true; 
For  1  was  bom  as  much  as  you. 
But  now,  comparing  size  and  s^vngfh. 
Our  body's  bulk,  our  nose's  length. 
The  periwigs,  that  grace  our  pate. 
My  little  wit,  your  learning  great. 
We  £nd,  we  are  unequal  quite. 

DEAN. 

My  honest  friend,  yon*re  too  polite. 

Your  wit,  lord  Hardwicke  deigns  to  own. 

Surpasses  c^rery  wit*s  in  town  ; 

And  none  e'er  doubted  Hardwicke*s  tastei. 

Who  e'er  were  bid  to  Hardwicke's  fieast. 

But  yet,  1  fear,  at  this  arch  qnibble 

The  Luckians  will  do  more  than  nibble*  - 

They  say,  and  with  them  I  agree. 

That  as  to  men's  equality. 

It  rests  on  native  rights  they  have. 

Not  to  become  another's  slave. 

Or  tamely  bear  a  tyrant's  yoke  *  : 

This  truth  you  parry  with  ajokc 

*  Before  the  dean  published  his  elaborate  trea* 
tise,  he  printed  it  first  only  for  the  perusal  of 
certain  firieods,  wlio  were  either  Tories  from  prin- 
ciple or  discretion.  It  may- therefore  reasonably  be 
supposed,  that  (in  Miltoi^s  phrase)  it  nvmbered 
many  choice  intelUcts  among  our  great  church* 
men.  The  mitred  author  of  the  Letter  to  the  Co- 
coa-Tree, (written  at  th^  oommencement  of  lord 
Bute's  admhiistratidn)  was  amongst  these  person- 
ages ;  and  it  is  not  to  be  donbted,  but  it  would  re- 
ceive many  improvements  firom  his  adroit  and  mas- 
terly-hand. 

^  The  passage  in  Mr.  Locke's  treatise,  which  the 
dean  heve  alludes  to,  seems  to  be  this ;  **  Though 
1  said  that  all  men  are  by  nature  equal,  I  cannot 
be  supposed  to  anderstaud  all  sorts  of  eqtiality : 
age  or.virtne  may  give  men  a  just  precedency : 
excellency  of  iKsrts  and  merit  may  place  others 
above  the  common  level :  hit-tb  may  subject  some, 
and  alliance  or  benefits  othen,  to  pay  an  observ. 
ance  to  those,  to  whom  nature,  gratitude,  or  other 
reqiects  may  have  made  it  due^od  yet  all  thi« 
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Jokes,  Mr.  Dean,  I'd  have  yoq  know. 

Have  parried  many  a  stouter  blow. 

A  joke  like  this,  as  I  conceiTe, 

Is  reason's  representative, 

Who,  vested  with  his  rigfati,  is  sent 

To  disputation^s  parliament. 

DEA«f. 

Yet  Bcoms,  like  some  they  patriots  call, 
To  vote  as  he  instructs,  at  all. 

'SQUIBE. 

Sometimes  he  may — but  to  proceed-^- 
AU  men  at  birth,  it  is  agreed. 
Have  equal  learning,  wit  and  power, 
Tho*,  at  Lucina's  squalKng  hour, 
The  uew-bom  babes,  in  nurse's  lap. 
Have  only  power  to  suck  her  pap. 
Good  heavens !  to  talk  of  wit  and  leamiog 
In  infants  void  of  all  discerning. 
Is  just  as  if  these  Whigs  disputed. 
As  most  fools  do,  tu  be  confuted. 
Whether  their  teeth»  in  breadth  and  length. 
Had  equal  size  and  equal  strength ;  ' 
When,  bless  each  little  ^k>bbering  mouth. 
It  had  not  cut  a  single  tooth. 

DfiAN. 

Your  instance;  I  confess,  is  pretty: 
I  wish  it  were  as  apt  as  witty. 
'squire. 
But  let  us  give  them  all  they  ask. 
Their  equal  birth,  a  harder  ta^ 
I  think  remains  behind,  to  prove 
That  men  thro'  life  must  equal  move  ; 
Kone  e'er  assume  a  jot  of  power 
More  than 'he  had  at  natal  hour. 
Strange  doCtrine  this  !  ye  Whigs,  shall  non6 
Be  long  and  lank  as  Jenkinson, 
None  grow  to  full  six  feet  or  more. 
Because  some  measure  only  four  ? 
Or,  because  Hunter  cannot  treat  us 
With  different  size  of  same-aged  foetus  ? 
Thus,  Mr..  Dean,  the  point  I've  prov'd  : 
And,  if  your  reverence  is  so  mov'd. 
You'll  find,  with  like  facility 
I  prove  they  all  are  not  bom  free : 

OBAN. 

My  sprightly  'squire,  if  this  be  proving. 
Then  billing  is  the  whole  of  loving. 
Dame  Logic  knows,  whene'er  I  meet  her. 
With  more  sub.^tantial  sport  1  treat  her. 
These  Whigs  will  answer  your  demand 
With  saying,  all  they  understand 
By  power  is,  **  That  alone  is  just. 
Which  to  a  few  the  rest  intrust ; 


consists  with  the  equality,  which  all  men  wt  hi,  in 
respect  of  jurisdiction  or  dominion  one  over  ano- 
ther: which  was  the  equality  I  there  (eh.  9d.) 
spoke  of,  as  proper  to  the  business  in  hand,  berag 
that  equal  right,  that  every  man  hath,  to  his  natoral 
freedom,  without  being  subjected  to  the  wMl  or 
authority  of  any  other  roan."  Ch.  6,  sec.  54.  To 
this  the  dean  accedes  In  his  first  chapter.  **  First 
then,  I  agree  with  Mr.  Locke  and  his  disciples, 
that  there  is  a  Sense,  in  which  it  ih^y  be  said,  tiult 
no  man  is  bom  the  poHtieai  ffobjeet  of  another."  ^ 


MA80K«  POEMS. 


And  to  assume'  witbont  mWdt, 

Is  force,  not  legal  government  V 

As  to  your  simile  of  sbe. 

They'll  say  your  bratnt  are  m  yoor  eyob 

But  now  go  on. 

'SQUCSB. 

Tb^r  next  aasertioa 
Yon'H  find  afifords  me  more  diveivioo. 
F»r  how  sbookl  men  be  e'er  bora  f ree^ 
When  to  be  bora  is  slavery, 
An  imposition'  m  itmlf. 
'  Do  pments  ask  tiie  Uttla  elf. 
Ere  they  beget  him,  his  good  leate  ] 

Or  to  beget  or  to  conceive  ; 
Or  does  he  approbation  give 
By  self,  or  repi«sentative  } 

Yet,  when  begot.  In  my  opinioD, 
He's  then  the  heir  to  self-dominioik  | 
Has  right  both  to  be  bora  and  bred. 
To  suck  the  breast— 

'SQUIRB. 

And  p —  his  bed* 

OBAN. 

He  has.    Nay  more,  I'd  have  you  kno#^ 

Protection,  while  in  embrio. 

Is  his,  e'er  you  can  jusily  cbite- 

His  quasi-compact  with  the  state  ''. 

Once,  sir,  I  knew  a  pious  lady, 

WTio,  just  as  shi  was  getting  ready 

For  church,  one  Easter-Sunday  mora. 

With  labour-pains' was  sorely  torn. 

The  church,  good  soul !  she  lov'd  so  dearly,    ^ 

That  with  her  sj^nse  she  chose  to  parley  ; 

Nor  would  she  let  the  midwife  lay  her. 

Till  she  had  beeA  at  morning  prayer  ^ 

When,  lo  I  in  midst  of  all  this  fray. 

Before  mama  had  time  to  pray,  , 

Her  heir,  a  free-bora  Britith  boy. 

Bolted  to  light  and  liberly. 

'SQOIRK. 

Your  story,  Mn  Dean,  is  pleasant. 
And  wrapt  withaJ,  in  terms  most  decent 
Yet  vainly  sure  such  proof  yon  brings 
One  swallow  does  not  make  a  '^ng. 
I  say,  in  spile  of  yonr  strange  tale. 
For  full  nine  months  he  lies  in  jaiL 
And  what  a  jail  1  so  little  roomy. 
So  dank,  so  sultry  and  so  gloomy, 

« So  Locke.  **  Government,  Into  irhaiadtrer 
hands  it  is  put,  being  mirutied  with  this  conditioD, 
and  for  this  end,  that  men  might  have  and  aecore 
their  properties :  the  prince  or  senate,  however  it 
may  have  power  to  make  l«ws  for  the  regulating  of 
property  between  the  subjects  one  amongst  aootfaer^ 
yet  can  never  hate  a  power  to  take  to  themselves 
the  whole  or  any  part  of  the  subjects  property  wHli* 
out  their  own  consent,  for  this  would  be  m  ^Eect  to 
leave  them  no  property  at  all."    Cb.  xi.  sec.  139. 

'^  "  Children  are  entitled  to  protection,  whilst  W 
embrio,  though  they  neither  did  nor  could  enter  into 
any  compact  with  the  rtate  §br  that '  purpoae." 
Tucker  on  Citil  Government,  p.  2.  I  have  taken 
the  Uhettf  to  add  the  term  quasi  hi  m^  version  of 
this  passage,  to  make  it  more  analogous  to  tbm 
learned  writer's  Ipeneral  sentiments,  who  allows  of 
no  compact,  bat  what  he  is  plduled  td  ttrm  qoaai^ 
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Howard,  who  eT»ry  prison  knows, 
>Je'er  ▼entur'd  there  to  thrust  his  i 
Yet  there  he  lies,  unlucky  wight ! 
Depriv'd  of  sunshine  and  of  sight, 
Floating  in  hrrne,  like  a  young  porpus, 
Till,  by  obstetric  haheas  corpus. 
The  brat  is  pluck'd  to  liberty. 
But,  tell  me,  is  such  freedom  fiee  } 
In  swaddling  clothes  be  now  is  bound» 
Uke  Styx  \  that  gird  hin^  nine  times  round  f 
They  squeeze  his  navel,  press  his  head. 
Feed  hira  with  water  and  with  bread. 
Thus  nine  months  more  he  lies  in  cbaiiiSy 
And,  when  his  freedom  be  regains. 
He  puts  it  to  sp  bad  a  use, 
Tis  found  he  must  not  yet  go  loose. 
Tyrannic.  Burse  then  claims  her  right 
To  plague  him  both  by  day  and  night, 
nnien  grave  as  pope,  and  gruff  as  Turk, 
Pedantic  schoolmaster,  like  York, 
Thrashes  th6  wretch  with  gramniiir^  flail^' 
To  mend  his  head  corrects  his  tail. 
And  Ihia  viih  ipost  despotic  fury, 
I)eed|es8  of  mercy,  law,  and  jury. 

DEAN. 

Sir,  you've  a  happy  vein  for  satire. 
And  touch  it  with  a  main  du  maitre. 
Yet,  why,  sir,  treat  mild  Markham  thus  ? 
His  grace,  you  know,  is  one  of  us. 

'SQUIRK. 

I  ask  his  pardon.     At  the  time 
He  chanc'd  to  hitch  into  my  rhyme—  * 
But  to  our  point— thus  far  Tve  stated. 
The  boy  is  bom  and  educated ; 
And  now  he  walks  the  world  at  large  ; 
Yet  has  he  got  a  free  discharge  ? 
No  {  volens  nolens,  as  at  school. 
He  still  must  yield  to  civil  rule ; 
A  subject  bom,  he's  subject  still. 
Not  governed  by  his  mere  self-will ; 
But,  if  he  breaks  the  laws  in  force. 
Or  kills  his  man,  or  steals  a  horse, 
Howe'er  he  may  dispute  their  right. 
And  Coke  with  Burgersdioius  fight, 

^  •  Tho'  Fate  had  &st  bound  her. 
With  Styx  nine  times  round  her. 

Pope's  Ode  on  St  Cecilia's  Day. 
'  Had  not  this  unlucky  bolt  been  shot  by  the 
'squire,  it  is  probable  the  dean  would  not  have  been 
thrown  off  his  scent,  but  would  have  answered  all, 
that  had  been  asserted,  in  some  such  manner  as 
Mr.  Locke  does:  "  Children,  I  confess,  are  not 
bora  in  this  full  state  of  equality,  though  they  are 
bora  to  it.  Their  parents  have  a  sort  of  rule  and 
jurisdiction  over  them,  when  they  come  into  the 
world,  and  for  some  time  after;  but  it  is  but  a  tem- 
porary one.  The  bonds  of  this  subjection  are  like 
the  swaddling  clothes  they  are  wrapt  up  in,  and 
supported  by,  in  the  weakness  of  their  infancy ; 
age  and  reason,  as  they  grow  up,  loosen  them,  till 
at  length  they  drop  quite  off,  and  leave  a  man  at 
his  own/ree  disposal."  Ch.  6.  sec.  55,  This  pas- 
sage, ani  the  other  two  already  quoted,  seem  to  be 
a  sufficient  answer  to  Mr.  Jenyns  on  his  two  first 
beads.  All  his  objections  turn  on  the  term  bom : 
whereas  Locke's  propositions  are,  *'  Men  are  by 
nature  equal,  and  by  nature  free;"  that  is,  bare 
equal  rights  in  their  persons  and  liberty. 


Must  make  at  Tybum  his  confession. 

DKAN. 

I  fear,  sir,  here  3rou  beg  the  question. 
A  subject  bom  in  any  state 
May,  if  he  please,  depatriate. 
And  go,  for  reasons  weak  or  weighty. 
To  Zealand-New,  or  Qtaheitq. 

'SQOItB. 

Yet  there  what  freedom  will  he  have. 

When  made  queen  Oberea'«  slave  ? 

Her  majesty  may  lay  a  tax, 

I  fear  would  weaken  stronger  backs. 

Than  ev'n  was  your's,  my  doughty  deaQ, 

When  nerv'd  with  youth,  and  stout  eighteea. 

Perhapi  ^li€  mighL     Then  1  tit's  mppo^ 

To  some  luipeiipltid  isln  h«  goes, 

And  takes  a  m  t^tress  tn  hjs  sleeve. 

To  live  lis  Adam  did  with  Kve; 

Or  siy,  that  lie  harl  Uiirk  to  fiiul 

A  hnmlmJ  more  of  the  <ame  naiod, 

To  Qiitrritn  with  Ihdr  maW^  by  duJi^riEi, 

And  there  to  live  like  c^Aer-^OMsios, 

We  will  not  call  them  sirs,  and  madams. 

But  a  cool  hundred  Eves  and  Adams ; 

I  think  they  would,  or  soon,  or  late. 

By  quasi-compact  found  a  state  lo. 

What  think,  you  'squire,  of  that  Scotch  peer  ", 

Who  wenching  held  so  very  dear, 

(I  don't  aver  his  taste  was  right 

In  liking  black  girls  more  than  white. 

Not  that  I  rashly  would  decide ; 

They  know  the  best,  who  both  have  tried) 

That,  to  indulge  and  take  his  fill, 

He  fenc'd  an  Apalachian  hill. 


x'  Here  the  Dean  turns  aside  to  his  own  ingenious 
hypothesis,  which  he  makes  the  tme  basis  of  civil 
government,  and  which,  the  more  to  disseminate  it, 
I  shall  here  briefly  explain.  He  supposes,  that  a 
hundred  Adams  and  Eves  should  all  be  produced 
full  grown,  and  in  conjugal  pairs ;  and  then  con- 
cludes, that  they  would  naturally  herd  together, 
and  form  a  civil  society,  from  their  instinctive  love 
of  living  together  as  gregarious  animals.  But,  as 
some  might  object  that  another  instinctive  appetite 
would  s{^edily  disturb  the  peace  of  this  society,  and 
that  Horace's  *  teterrima  belli  causa'  might  make 
it  a  state  of  war,  he  sagely  provides  against  this  by 
noting  "  that  the  appetite  between  the  sexes  can 
have  no  place  in  the  question,  because  it  is  not  of 
that  sort,  which  renders  mankind  gregarious."  Yet, 
as  he  also  owns,  "  that  the  most  solitary  animals 
at  certain  seasons  converse  in  pairs,"  it  is  necessary 
for  the  support  of  his  hypothesis,  that  all  his  Adams 
and  Eves  should  be  as  chaste  as  turtles;  and, 
therefore,  I  have  called  them  a  cool  hundred,  an 
epithet  which,  the  reader  sees,  is  here  far  from 
being  an  expletive,  but  highly  emphatical ;  for,  if 
the  dean's  hundred  Adams  and  Eves  were  not  more 
cool  than  an  hundred  pairs  of  people  of  fashion, 
whom  I  could  mention,  it  is  to  be  feared,  that  many 
of  the  males  in  his  civil  society,  would  not  only  be 
gregarious  animals,  but  absolutely  homed  cattle. 
See  Tucker  on  Goveranient,  p.  1 36. 

"  The  late  lord  Fairfax,  usually  distinguished  by 
the  name  of  lord  Fairfax  of  Virginia. 
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And,  boMing  there  supreme  oommand, 

**  Scattered  bis  image  o'er  the  land/*  is 

Till  soon  be  got  so  large  a  race 

Of  little  tawny  babes  of  grace, 

And  these  so  soon  begot  a  second, 

And  those  a  third,  that  quick  be  reekon'd 

Subjects  enough  of  his  own  blood. 

To  reign  their  sorereign  great  and  good* 

If  such  a  man  was  not  born  free, 

I  know  not  what  is  liberty, 

'squire. 
Dear  dean,  yon  interrupt  my  tbeme. 
1  want  to  preach,  but  you  to  dream 
Of  negro  girls  and  patriarch  kings- 
Pray  clip  your  fiuicy*s  wa3rward  wings. 
My  two  points  proved,  I  draw  from  hence 
This  truly  Christian  inference, 
That  all,  whom  we  the  foctious  call, 
Who  'gainst  court  influence  hourly  bawl. 
Who  Itom  their  seats  would  dash  contractors, 
And  be  theiiiflel?es  the  nation's  factors, 

M0rydeiit 


Are  aU  of  the  oldfonnd-head  leaven. 
And  therefore  ne'er  will  get  to  Heav'n. 


Right.    This  would  give  my  mind  much  ease^ 

If  drawn  from  sounder  premises. 

Locke  and  his  crew,  1  know  ngbt  well. 

Hare  sent  full  many  a  fool  to  Hell, 

But  not  from  what  you've  prov^  but  I^— 

***** 

Hold  Musel  nor  give  the  squiro's  reply* 
You've  run  two  heats;  to  start  a  third 
Would  now,  I  think,  be  quite  absurd ; 
Tis  much  beyond  an  edogoe's  length; 
Come  breathe  a  while,  and  gather  strei^;th. 
You  shall  not  tax,  should  it  be  wiUa^, 
The  town  beyond  a  single^illing : 
Stop  then  in  time  your  tinkUng  rill ; 
The  reader's  ears  have  drank  thnr  fill  ^ 

i3aauditejamriv<ot,piieri;  fkt  pnta  bftamat 
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LIFE  OF  SIR  WILLIAM  JONES. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


L  HE  life  of  sir  Wifliatn  Jones,  one  of  the  most  illustrioiis  characters  of  the  eighteenth 
centnry,  forms  a  bntory  of  unexampled  talents,  industry,  and  taste,  employed  to  the  most 
valuable  purposes.  In  what  he  executed  and  in  what  he  projected,  there  is  a  grasp  of 
mind  and  a  Tigour  of  intellect  to  which  no  short  narrative  can  do  justice.  Yet  the 
purpose  of  the  present  sketch  will  be  folly  answered  if  it  shall  send  the  reader  with 
eagerness  to  the  more  am|)le  and  satisfactory  volume  lately  published  by  lord  Teigu- 
moiitb. 

The  family  of  this  eminent  scholar  is  ancient,  and  may  be  traced  through  a  long  ca- 
talogue of  names,  none  of  which  have  obtained  a  phct  in  bTogmphy^  except  that  of 
his  father,  who  was  highly  and  deservedly  celebrated  as  n  philn^opber  and  nmthenia* 
tician  during  and  after  the  lime  of  sir  Isaac  Newton.  He  was  a  nalive  of  An^lcsc^tg 
from  which  he  removed  to  the  humble  occupation  of  trsichini^  mHthe malics  nn  beard 
a  man  of  war.  After  pursuing  this  coarse  of  life  for  some  \cyra,  Tie  became  a  tcacht^r 
of  the  same  science  in  Loudon,  and  the  author  of  some  work^  in  grt-at  esteem.  His 
excellent  character  and  talents  recommended  him  to  the  arquaitifatice  and  patronage 
of  lord  Hardwicke,  sir  Isaac  Newton,  lord  Maccleslkld  and  other>,  which  he  t'lijoyed 
until  hb  death  in  17^9-  By  his  wife,  Mary  Nix,  the  dau^iiter  of  a  cafimet-tnaKcr  in 
London,  be  had  three  children,  George,  who  died  in  tnfaitry  ;  Mary,  who  bccyine  th« 
wife  of  Mr.  Rainsford  a  merchant,  and  lost  her  hfe  io  ISO?,  in  cQnse([uence  of  her 
dothes  taking  fire,  and  Wilham,  the  subject  of  the  present  memoir,  who  was  biM-n  on 
the  eve  of  the  festival  of  St.  Michael  174^. 

As  his  father  died  when  he  had  scarcely  reached  his  third  year,  the  care  of  his  edu- 
cation  devolved  on  his  mother,  whose  talents  and  virtues  eminently  qualified  her  for 
the  task.  Her  husband,  with  aftectionate  precision,  characterised  her  as  one  who 
**  was  virtuous  without  blemish,  generous  without  extravagance,  fnii;al  but  not  nig- 
gard, cheerful  but  not  giddy,  close  but  not  sullen,  higeuious  but  not  conceited,  of 
spirit  but  not  passionate,  of  her  company  cautious,  in  her  friendship  trusty,  to  her  |)a- 
rents  dutiftil,  and  to  her  husband  ever  faithful,  loving  and  obedient."  She  must  have 
been  yet  a  more  exlraonlinary  woman  than  all  this  imports,  for  we  are  told  that  under 
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her  husband's  tuition  she  became  a  considerable  proficient  in  algebra^  and  with  a  vievr 
to  act  as  preceptor  to  her  sister^s  son,  who  was  destined  for  the  sea,  she  made  her* 
self  perfect  in  trigonometry,  and  the  theory  of  navigation,  sciences  of  which  it  is  pro- 
bable  she  knew  nothing  before  marridge,  and  which  she  now  pursued  amidst  the 
anxious,  and,  usually,  monopolizing  cares  of  a  family. 

In  educating  her  son  she  appears  to  have  preferred  a  method  at  once  affectionate 
and  judicious.  Discovering  in  him  a  natural  curiosity  and  thirst  for  knowledge,  be- 
yond what  children  generally  display,  she  made  the  gratification  of  those  passions  to 
depend  on  his  own  industry,  and  constantly  pointed  to  a  book  a^  the  source  of  informa- 
tion. So  successful  was  this  method,  that  in  his  fourth  year  he  was  able  distinctly  and 
rapidly  to  read  any  English  book,  while  hb  memory  was  agreeably  exercised  in  getting 
by  heart  such  popular  pieces  of  poetry  as  were  likely  to  engage  the  fancy  of  a  child. 
His  taste  for  reading  gradually  became  a  habit,  and  having  in  his  fifth  year,  while 
looking  over  a  bible,  hUen  upon  the  sublime  description  of  the  Angel  in  the  tenth 
chapter  of  the  Apocalypse^  the  impression  which  his  imagination  received  from  it  was 
never  efiaced. 

In  his  sixth  year  an  attempt  was  made  to  teach  him  Latin,  but  the  acquisition  of  m 
new  language  had  as  yet  no  charms.  At  Michaelmas  1 753,  when  he  had  compleated 
his  seventh  year,  he  was  placed  at  Harrow  school,  under  the  tuition  of  Dr.  Thadieray. 
Here  during  the  first  two  years  he  applied  with  diligence  to  hb  prescribed  tasks,  but 
without  huiicatiiig  that  superiority  of  talents  which  in  eminent  characters  biographers 
are  desirous  to  trace  to  the  eariiest  years.  It  was  enough,  however,  that  he  learned 
what  was  taught,  and  it  was  fortunate  that  his  mind  was  gradually  informed  without 
being  perplexed*  During  the  vacations  his  mother  resumed  her  '*  delightful  tsisk,* 
and  initiated  him  in  the  art  of  drawing,  in  which  she  excelled.  Her  private  instructions 
became  more  nedeasary,  and  indeed  indispensable,  when  in  his  ninth  year  his  thigh-bone 
was  accidentally  fractured.  During  his  confinement,  which  lasted  twelve  months,  hb 
mother  diverted  hb  taste  for  reading  to  the  best  English  poets,  whom  he  already  en- 
deavoured to  imitate,  but  whether  any  of  these  very  early  efforts  are  in  exbtence  his 
biographer  has  not  informed  us. 

On  hb  return  to  school,  he  ivas  placed  in  the  same  class  which  he  jhould  have  at* 
tained  if  the  progress  of  hb  studies  had  not  been  interrupted.  Whether  thb  was  from 
favour  or  caprice  m  the  master,  it  might  have  been  attended  with  fatal  consequences  to 
young  Jones,  had  hb  temper  been  of  that  irascible  and  wayward  kind  which  some- 
times  accompanies  genius.  He  found  himself  in  a  situation  in  which  he  was  neces- 
sarily a  year  behind  hb  school-fellows,  and  yet  hb  master  affected  to  presume  on  hb. 
equal  proficiency,  and  goaded  him  by  punishment  and  degradation  to  perform  tasks 
for  which  he  had  received  no  preparatory  instructions.  In  a  fewmondis,  however,  he 
appUed  himself  so  closely  during  hb  lebure  hours  to  recover  what  he  had  lost,  that  he^ 
soon  reached  the  bead  of  hb  class,  and  uniformly  gained  every  prize  ofl^d  for  the 
best  exercise.  In  hb  twelfth  year  he  moved  into  the  upper  school,  when  h^'entered. 
upon  the  study  of  the  Greek,  and,  as  was  hb  practice  when  in  the  bwer,  exercised 
himself  in  various  translations  and  compositions  which,  not  being  required  by  hb  in- 
structors, elevated  him  in  the  eyes  of  hb  school-fellows,  while  fab  kindness  prevented 
the  usual  effects  of  jealousy*     They  fdt  nothing  unpleasant  in  the  superiority  oft 
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schoolfellow  whose  tulents  were  employed  in  their  service^  either  to  promote  their 
learning  or  their  amusements.  On  one  occasion  when  they  proposed  to  act  the  plaj 
of  the  Tempest,  hut  had  no  copy  at  hand,  he  wrote  it  for  them  so  correctly  from  me- 
mory, that  they  acted  it  with  as  much  reputation  a#  they  probably  could  have  derived 
from  the  best  edition.  His  own  part  was  Prospero.  On  another  occasion  he  com- 
posed a  dramatic  piece  on  the  story  of  Meleager,  which  was  acted  by  his  school-fel* 
lows,  as  a  tragedy.  Such  efforts  of  memory  and  invention  at  so  early  an  age  are  truly 
wonderful.  His  tragedy,  indeed,  will  not  bear  criticism,  but  the  lines  which  his  bio* 
grepher  has  given  as  a  specimen,  will  not  suffer  much  by  a  comparison  with  the  gene* 
ral  strain  of  verses  in  the  infant  era  of  English  tragedy. 

His  predilection  for  whatever  concerned  poetry  appeared  in  the  pains  he  now  took  to 
study  the  varieties  of  the  Roman  metre.  His  proficiency  was  indeed  so  superior  to 
that  of  most  of  his  associates  in  every  pursuit,  that  they  were  glad  to  consult  him  as  a 
preceptor,  and  to  borrow  from  him  as  a  friend  those  helps  which  they  were  otherwise 
ynable  to  procure.  During  the  holidays  he  learnt  French  and  arithmetic,  and  as  he 
was  admitted  to  the  company  of  the  ingenious  philosopher  Mr.  Baker,  and  his  learned 
friends,  his  mother  recommended  to  him  the  S|>ectacle  de  la  Nature,  as  a  book 
that  might  enable  him  to  understand  their  conversation.  He  obeyed  her  injunction^ 
as  he  uniformly  did  upon  every  occasion,  and  was  probably  not  uninterested  in  many 
parts  of  that  once  instructive  work,  but  he  had  not  yet  begun  to  make  excursions  into 
the  field  of  natural  history,  and  he  acknowledged  that  he  was  more  entertained  with 
the  Arabian  Tales  and  Shakspeare. 

Although  he  did  not  yet  cease  to  be  the  boy,  he  frequently  gave  indications  of  the 
roan,  and  perhaps  in  nothing  more  than  the  useful  turn  of  his  amusements,  which  gene- 
rally had  some  reference  to  his  studies,  and  proved  that  learning  was  uppermost  in  his 
mind.  Of  this  disposition  the  following  anecdote,  related  by  lord  Teignmouth,  b 
pleasingly  characteristic. — "  He  invented  a  political  play,  in  which  Dr.  William  ben- 
net,  bishop  of  Cloyne,  and  the  celebrated  Dr.  Parr,  weie  his  principal  associates.  They 
divided  the  fields  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Harrow,  according  to  a  map  of  Greece, 
into  states  and  kiiigdoms  -,  each  fixed  upon  one  as  his  dominion,  and  assumed  an  an- 
cient name.  Some  of  their  schoolfellows  consented  to  be  styled  barbarians,  who  were 
to  invade  their  territories  and  attack  their  hillocs,  which  were  denominated  fortresses. 
The  chiefs  vigorously  defended  their  respective  domains  against  the  incursions  of  the 
enemy ;  tmd  in  these  imitative  wars,  tlie  young  statesmen  held  councils,  made  vehe- 
ment harangues,  and  composed  memorials,  all  doubtless  very  boyish,  but  calculated 
to  fill  their  minds  with  ideas  of  legislation  and  civil  govermneat.  In  these  unusual 
amusements,  Jones  was  ever  the  leader ;  atHi  Ue  might  justly  have  appropriated  to 
himself  the  words  of  Catullus: 

'  Ego  gymnasii  flos,  ego  dccus  o!ei. 

Dr.  Bennett  informs  us  that  "  great  abilities,  great  particularity  of  thinking,  fontf- 
jess  for  writing  verses  and  plays  of  various  kinds,  and  a  degree  of  integrity  and  manly 
courage,  distinguished  him  even  at  this  period."  And  Dr.  Thackeray,  the  master  of 
the  school,  however,  niggardly  in  general  of  his  praises  before  the  objects  of  his  esteem, 
:onfessed  in  private  that  "  he  was  a  boy  of  so  active  a  mind,  that  if  he  were  left  naked 
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«iid  firieiidlfifls  on  Saibbu^  VMa,  im  wDidd  neveKtbeleiB  find  the  umii  to  iame  and 
ficbes.'^ 

When  Dr.  Sunuier  succeeded  Dr.  Tlitckeray  in  17SU  he  more  publicUy  distiii- 
^uiabed  Mr.  Jones,  as  one  whose  inofioiency  was  marked  by  uncommon  diligeooe 
and  success.  To  a  cntioBl  knowledge  of  Gredc  and  Latin,  he  began  now  to  add  soiv^ 
acquaiBtanoe  with  the  Hebrew*  and  even  learned  the  Arabic  characters*  while  during 
the  vacations  he  improved  his  former  knowledge  of  the  French  and  Italian  languages. 
Em  ardent  thirst  for  knowledge,  however*  at  this  timet  induced  him  to  study  with  sq 
little  intermission  fioro  sla^  or  exercise*  that  he  was  beginning  to  contract  a  weakneos 
of  sight.  On  this  occasion  his  friends  interposed  their  advice^  and  <for  some  tioM  hue 
iBoasented  torelax  from  fiAigucs  so  unsuitable  to  his  tender  age.  It  isjNrobable*  bow- 
ever*  that  he  had  already  gone  too  fiur»  for  weakness  <tf  sight  was  one  of  the  first  coiu- 
plaints  which  impeded  his  studies  when  .in  India. 

A  lelter  to  his  nsler*  written  at  the  age  of  fourteen*  which  histbicgffapber  has  in- 
serted at  this  period  of  his  histoi^*  contains  reflections  on  the  folly  of  .sorrowing  for 
the  death  of  frieods*  wbkfa  perhaps  might  be  placed  in  a  more  just  ligbt,;bat  from^oiie 
of  his  age  certainly  indicate  ^very  extraordinary  powers  of  thinking::  anditbe  translMon 
from  these  to  the  common  trifles  of  correspondence*  shows  an  inclination  to  |4ay  the 
youthful  philosopher*  which  gives  considerable  interest  to  this  singular  epistle.  Tim 
xeflectioDs*  it  is  true*  ane  trite,  but  th^  could  pot  have  been  trite  to  one  just  entering 
upon  life*  nor  could  jo. lively  a  youth  have  long  revolved  tl^e  unc^lainties  of  fiune  and 


When  he  had  attained  the  age  of  s^eitteen,  bis  friends  .dftemliied  to  remove  him 
to  one  of  the  universities*  but  bis  mother  had  been  advised  lo.pli^  him  in  the  oflke 
of  some  speckd  i^eader.  He  had  in  the  course  of  his  desultory  reading*  perused  a 
few  law  books*  and  frequently  amused  his  mother's  visitora  by  disoussii^  topics  ^ 
le^  subtlety.  Bot  the .  bw  had  not  taken  a  complete  hold  on  bis  inclination  at  this 
time*  and  hit  preceptor*  Dr.  Sunmer*  easily  prevailed  in  recommending  an.acadeoQacal 
course.  He  was.aocofdiogly*  in  the  spring  1764*  entered  of  University  College*  Ox- 
ford*  in  which  city  his  mother  now  took  up  her  residence.  This  latter  ^vcumstaoce 
vras.  peculiarly  gratoiul  to  Mr..  Jones*  who  was  «s  nwdi  distiDgoished  above  the  .mass 
<tf  mankind.for  filial  afieetion  as  £or  his  literuy  aoconqplisbments. 

The  pttssiea  he  had  imbibed  for  general  karniagrand  the  desultory  manner  in  .which 
iiis  unremitting  applicatiea  1^  him  at  liberty  to  .indulge  it*  were  at  first  in  jdanger  of 
being  interrupted  by  the  necessity  of  attending  to  a  routine  of  instaiqtbns  horn  wbidi 
Jie  imagined  he couhL derive veiy  little advntage*  Batm  time  he  became  accustomed 
to  the  mode  of  study  then  prevalent*  and- without  neglecting  any  thing  which  it  was 
necessary  to  know*  pursued  at  hb  leisure  hours  that  course  of  dasaicaL  and.  polite  lite- 
rature which  had  already  proved  that  he  was  not  to  be  satiated  by  the  common  allow- 
ances of  education.  Oriental  literature  presented  itself  to  his  mind  with  unusual 
charms*  as  if  the  plan  of  hb  future  life  and  the  avenues  tp  hb  future  fame  bad  been 
regularly  laid  down  before  him  ;^and  he  had  not  applied  himself  long  to  the  Arabic 
and  Persic*  before  he  conceived  that  greater  advantages  were  to  be  reaped  from  those 
languages  than  from  the  more  popular  treasures  of  Greece  and  Rome.  Such  was  at 
the  time  hb  enthusiasm  in  tbb  undertaking,  that,  having  accidentally  discovered  oua 
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Mirza,  a  native  of  Aleppo,  in  London,  he  prevailed  on  bim  to  accompany  him  to 
Oxford,  not  without  hopes  that  he  might  induce  some  of  bis  companions  to  avail  th^m* 
selves  of  thb  Syrian's  laboun,  and  assbt  him  in  defraymg  the  expense  of  his  main- 
tenance ;  but  m  thb  he  was  disappomted,  and  for  some  months  the  whole  of  the 
burthen  fell  upon  himself. 

During  bis  residence  at  Oxford,  his  time  was  regularly  divided  into  portions,  each 
of  which  was  filled  pp  with  the  study  of  the  ancients  or  modems,  and  there  bare  been 
few  examples  of  such  extensive  accumulation  of  knowledge  by  one  so  young:  yet 
Umidst  this  severe  course  of  application,  he  regularly  apportioned  some  time  for  the 
practice  of  those  manly  exercises  which  promote  health. 

As  his  residence  at  the  university  necessarily  became  expensive,  be  anxiously  wished 
for  a  fellowship,  that  be  might  be  enabled  to  relieve  bis  mother  from  a  burthen  which 
she  could  ill  support.  He  had  obtamed  a  scholarsfaip  a  fhv  months  after  his  matricu- 
lation, but  a  fellowship  appeared  more  remote,  and  be  was  beginning  to  despair  of 
achieving  this  object  when  he  received  an  oflfer  to  be  private  tutor  to  lord  AHborpe, 
now  earl  Spencer.  He  had  been  recommended  to  the  Spencer  iamOy  by  Vr.' Shipley, 
who  had  seen  and  approved  some  of  his  performances  at  Harrow,  and  particularly 
a  Greek  oration  in  praise  of  Lyon  who  founded  the  school  at  that  place  m  the  reign 
of  Elizabeth. 

This  proposal  was  cheerfully  accepted  by  Mr.  Jones,  and,  hi  the  summer  of  1765,  he 
went  for  the  first  time  to  Wimbledon  Park  to  take  upon  him  the  education  of  hi^ 
pupil,  who  was  just  seven  years  old,  and  with  whose  manners  be  was  delighted.  It 
ivould  be  needless  to  point  out  the  advantages  of  such  a  situation  as  this  to  a  young 
man  6f  Jones's  accomplbhments  and  expectations.  It  presented  every  thing  he  could 
trisb,  liberal  patronage  to  prbmote  his  views,  elegant  society  to  form  bis  manners,  and 
opportunities  for  study  which  were  bferior  only  to  what  he  enjoyed  at  Oxford.  In  the 
course  of  the  folfowing  summer,  he  obtained  a  fellowship,  which,  although  not  exceeding 
one  hundred  pounds,  appeared  to  him  a  sufficient  provision  and  a  solid  independency. 
His  time  was  now  divided  l>etween  Oxford,  London,  Wimbledon,  and  Ahfaorpe,  and, 
fn  17S7,  he  visited  the  continent  with  the  Spencer  family,  and  during' this  trip,  which 
'iVas  but  short,  acquired  some  knowledge  of  the  Oennan  language.  Before  setting 
out,  and  in  the  twenty-first  year  of  his  age,  he  began  his  Commentaries  on  Asiatic 
Poetiy,  in  imitation  of  Dr.  Lowth's  Prelections  at  Oxford;  on  the  sacred  poetry  of  the 
Hebrews,  and  soon  after  his  return,  in  the  winter  of  17^7,  be  neariy  completed  his 
Commentaries,  transcribed  an  Asiatic  manuscript  on  Egypt  and  the  NHe,  and  copied 
the  keys  of  the  Chinese  language,  which  be  wished  to  add  to  his  other  acquisitions. 

Into' these  pursuits  Mr.  Jones  appears  to  have  been  insensibly  led,  without  the  hopes 
of  higher  gratification  than  the  pleasure  they  afforded,  but  a  circumstance  now  occurred 
ivhicb  may  l>e  consideted  as  the  first  step  of  his  progress  to  what  finally  constituted 
fais  fame  as  a  scholar  and  public  character.  The  circumstance  is  thus  related  by  lord 
Teignmoutb  nearly  in  Mr.  Jones's  words. 

''  The  king  of  Denmark,  then  upon  a  visit  lo  this  country  (176S)  had  brought  with 
Urn  an  eastern  manuscript,  containing  the  life  of  Nadir  Shah,  which  he  was  desiroua 
of  havuig  translated  in  £ngland.     The  secretary  of  state  with  whom  the  Danish 
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minister  bad  conversed  upon  the  subject*  sent  the  Tohime  to  Mr.  Jonesi  requesting 
bim  to  give  a  literal  translation  of  it  in  the  French  language ;  but  he  wholly  declined 
the  task,  alleging  for  bis  excuse,  the  dryness  of  the  subject,  the  difficulty  of  the  style, 
and  chiefly  bis  want  both  of  leisure  and  ability,  to  enter  upon  an  undertaking  sp  fruit- 
less and  laborious.  He  mentioned,  however,  a  gentleman,  with  whom  he  was  not  then 
acquainted,  but  who  had  distinguished  himself  by  the  translation  of  a  Persian  hbtory, 
and  some  popular  tales  from  the  Persic,  as  capable  of  gratifying  the  wishes  of  his 
Danish  ma^sty.  Msyor  Dow,  tlie  writer  alluded  to,,  excused  himself  on  account  of 
his  numerous  engagements,  and  the  application  to  Mr.  Jones  was  renewed.  It  was 
hinted,  that  his  compliance  could  ,be  of  no  small  advantage  to  him,  at  his  entrance 
into  life ;  that  it  would  procure  bun  some  mark  of  distinction,  which  would  be  pleasing 
to  him ;  and  above  all,  that  it  would  be  a  reflection  upon  thb  country,  if  ^he  king  should 
be  obliged  to  carry  the  manuscript  to  France.  Incited  by  these  motives,  and 
principally  the  last,  unwilling  to  be  thought  churlish  or  morose,  and  ^ager  for 
reputation,  he  undertook  the  work,  and  sent  a  specimen  of  it  to  his  Danish 
magesty,  who  returned  his  approbation  of  the  style  and  method,  but  desired  that 
the  wlK>le  translation  might  be  perfectly  literal^  and  the  oriental  images  accurately 
preserved.  The  task  would  have  been  fyr  easier  to  him,  if  he  had  been 'directed  to 
finish  it  in  Latin ;  for  the  acquisition  of^  French  style  was  infinitely  more  tedious,  and 
jt  was  necessary  to  have  ev^ry  chapter  corrected  by  a  native  of  France^  before  it  could 
be  offered  to  the  discerning  eye  of  the  public,  since  in  every  language  there  are  certain 
peculiarities  of  idiom,  and  nice  shades  of  meaning,  which  a  foreigner  can  never  attain 
to  perfection.  The  work^  however  arduous  and  unpleasant,  was  completed  in  a  year, 
not  witliout  repeated  hints  from  the  secretary's  office,  that  it  was  expected  with  great 
impatience  by  the  court  of  Denmark.  The  translation  was  not,  however,  published 
until  1770.  Forty  copies  upon  large  paper  were  sent  to  Copenhagen:  one  of  them, 
bound  with  uncommon  elegance,  for  the  kmg  himself;  and  the  others  as  presents  to 
his  courtiers.** 

What  reward  he  received  for  jUiis  undertaking  is  but  obscurely  related.  His 
Danbh  majesty,  we  are  told,  sent  him  a  diploma,  constituting  him  a  member  of  the 
Royal  Society  of  Copenhagen,  and  recommended  him,  in  the  strongest  terms,  to 
the  favour  and  benevolence  of  hb  own  sovereign*.  In  all  this  there  seems  but  an 
inadequate  recompense  for  a  work  which  at  that  time  perhaps  no  person  could  have 
executed  but  himself  ^ 

His  noble  pupil  bemg  removed  to  Harrow,  Mr.  Jones  had  an  opportunity  of  re- 
newing his  intimacy  with  Dr.  Sumner,  who  had  always  estimated  bis  talents  and  learn- 

1  Mr.  Jones,  in  a  letter  to  one  of  his  correspondents,  says,  "  When  he  (the  kin;  of  Denmark)  was 
considering  wbkt  recompense  be  should  t)estow  upon  me,  a  noble  fHend  of  mhM  infomed  his  majesty, 
thaC  I  neither  wished  for  nor  valued  money,  hot  wms  anxious  only  for  some  honorary  mark  of  his  a|k 
probation."  Whether  Mr.  Jones  had  instructed  his  noble  friend  to  use  this  lanpiage  does  not  appear, 
but  it  is  certain  that  he  felt  a  defn'ee  of  disappointment  In  1773,  when  he  published  an  abridged 
Life  of  Nadir  Shah,  in  his  preface  he  takes  an  opportunity  to  lament  that  the  profession  of  literature 
leads  to  no  benefit  or  true  glory  whatsoever,  and  adds  **  Unless  a  man  can  assert  his  own  independence 
in  active  life,  U  will  avail  him  little,  to  be  fovoured  by  tlie  leaned,  esteemed  by  the  eintnent,  or  re* 
coiumendedevea things."    C. 
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lag  at  tbetr  fall  value.  While  here,  he  transcribed  a  Persian  grammar,  which  he  had 
three  years  before  composed  -for  the  use  of  a  school-fellow  destined  for  India,  and 
also  began  a  dictionary  of  the  Persian  language,  in  which  the  principal  words  were 
Hhistrated  from  the  most  celebrated  authors  of  the  East ;  but  he  appears  to  have 
been  aware  of  the  expense  attending  this  work,  and  was  unwilHng  to  continue  it,  un« 
less  the  East  India  company  would  purchase  it.  In  the  year  1 770,  he  issued  propo- 
sab  for  a  new  edition  of  Meninski^  Dictionary.  This  appears  to  be  what  his  biogra- 
pher alludes  to.  It  was  to  have  been  published  in  1773*  but  the  scheme  was  dropt 
for  Mrant  of  encouragement 

Amidst  these  occupations,  so  far  beyond  the  comm6n  reach  of  literary  industry,  he 
became  a  serious  inquirer  into  the  evidences  of  Christianity,  about  which  he  appears 
at  this  time  to  have  entertained  some  doubts.  In  this,  as  in  all  his  studies,  his  appli* 
caticm  was  intense,  and  his  inquiries  conducted  upon  the  fiurest  afid  most  liberal  prin- 
ciples. The  result  was  a  firm  belief  in  the  authenticity  and  inspiration  of  the  Holy 
Scriptures,  and  a  life  dignified  by  parity  of  conduct  and  the  exercise  of  every  Christian 
virtue. 

Id  1770,  he  passed  the  winter  on  the  continent  with  the  Spencer  family,  during 
which,  he  informs  one  of  his  correspondents,  his  occupations  were  "  music,  with  all 
its  sweetness  and  feeling:  diififcult  and  abstruse  problems  in  mathematics:  and  the 
beautiful  and  sublime  in  poetry  and  painting.**  He  wrote  also  m  English  a  tract  on 
education  in  the  analytical  manner ;  a  tragedy  founded  on  the  story  of  Mustapha  who 
was  put  to  death  by  his  father  Soliman ;  and  made  various  translations  from  the  ori- 
ental poets.  He  appears  on  this  tour  to  have  beeu  less  intent  on  those  objects  of  cu- 
riosity which  usually  interest  travellers,  than  on  adding  to  his  knowledge  of  languages, 
and  habituating  himself  to  composition  in  all  its  modes,  from  the  gay  and  familiar 
letter  of  friendship,  to  the  serious  and  philosophical  disquisition.  Of  the  tract  oa 
education  just  mentioned,  a  fragment  only  remains,  which  his  biographer  has  pub- 
lished. It  appears  to  include  the  plan  which  he  pursued  in  his  own  case.  The  tragedy 
has  been  totally  lost,  except  part  of  a  preface,  in  which  he  professes  to  have  takea 
Shakspeare  for  his  model,  not  by  adopting  his  sentiments,  or  borrowing  his  expres- 
sioDS,  but  by  aiming  at  his  manner,  and  by  striving  to  write  as  he  supposes  he  would 
have  written  himself,  if  he  had  Fived  in  the  eighteenth  century.  The  loss  of  such  a 
curiosity  cannot  be  too  much  regretted,  unless  our  regret  should  be  lessened  by  re- 
flecting on  the  hazard  of  any  attempt  to  bring  Shakspeare  on  the  modem  stage.  It 
b  surely  not  less  difficult  than  that  of  Mason,  who  unsuccessfully  strove  to  write  as  the 
Greek  tragedians  "  would  have  written,  had  they  lived  in  the  eighteenth  century." 

On  bis  return  from  this  tour,  he  appears  to  have  contemplated  his  situation  as  not 
ahogether  corre^uding  with  the  feelmgs  of  an  mdependent  mind,  and  with  the 
iriews  he  entertained  of  aiming  at  the  dignity  and  usefulness  of  a  public  character^ 
The  advice  given  by  some  of  his  friends,  when  he  left  Harrow  school,  probably  now 
recurred  to  his  memory,  and  was  strengthened  by  additional  and  more  urgent  motives, 
for  be  finally  determined  on  the  law  as  a  profession :  and,  having  resigned  his  charge 
io  lord  Spencer's  family,  was  admitted  mto  the  Temple  on  the  nineteenth  of  Septem- 
ber, 1770,  in  the  twenty-fourth  year  of  his  age. 
*  Those  who  consider  the  study  of  the  law  as  incompatible  with  a  mind  devoted  to 
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the  acquisition  of  polite  literature,  and  with  a  taste  delighting  in  frequent  excHrsionr 
to  the  regions  of  fancy ,  will  be  ready  to  conclude  that  Mr.  Jones  would  soon  discover 
an  invincible  repugnance  to  his  new  pursuit.  But  the  reverse  was  in  a  great  measure 
the  fact.  He  found  nothing  in  the  study  of  the  law  so  dry  or  laborious  as  not  to  be 
overcome  by  the  same  industry  which  had  enabled  him  to  overcome,  almost  in  child- 
hood, the  difficulties  which  frequently  deter  men  of  mature  years :  and  he  was  stimu- 
lated by  what  appears  to  have  predominated  through  life,  an  honest  ambition  to  rise 
to  eminence  in  a  profession  which,  although  sometimes  successfully  followed  by  men 
of  dull  capacity,  does  not  exclude  the  most  brilliant  acquirements.  Still,  however, 
while  labouring  to  qualify  himself  for  the  bar,  he  regarded  his  progress  in  literature  as 
too  important  or  too  delightful  to  be  altogether  interrupted,  and  from  the  correspond- 
ence published  by  lord  Teignmouth»  it  appears  that  he  snatched  many  an  hour  from 
his^  legal  inquiries,  to  meditate  plans  connected  with  his  oriental  studies.  What  he  ex^. 
cuted,  indeed,,  did  not  always  correspond  with  what  he  projected,  but  we  find  that 
within  the  first  two  years  of  his  residence  in  the  Temple,  he  sketched  the  plan  of  an 
epic  poem,  and  of  a  Turkish  history,  and  publbhed  a  French  letter  to  Anquetil  du 
Perron,  who,  in  his  Travels  m  India  had  treated  the  university  of  Oxford,  and  some 
of  its  learned  members  and  friends  of  Mr.  Jones,  with  disrespect^  In  this  letter  he. 
corrected  the  petulance  of  the  French  writer  with  more  asperity  than  perhaps  his  ma- 
turer  judgment  would  have  approved,  but  yet  without  injustice,  for  Perron  stood  con* 
victed  not  only  of  loose  invective,  but  of  absolute  falsehood. — Besides  these  Mr.. 
Jones  published,  in  1 77'^*  &  sniall  volume  of  poems,  consisting  chiefly  of  translations 
from  the  Asiatic  languages,  with  two  prose  dissertations  on  Eastern  poetry  and  on  the, 
arts  commonly  called  imitative.  As  those  elegant  and  original  Essays  are  intimately 
connected  with  his  Translations,  no  apology  will  be  necessary  for  adding  them  to  the 
present  edition.  Most  of  these  poems  had  been  written  long  before  this  period,  but 
were  kept  back  until  they  had  received  all  the  improvements  of  frequent  revisal,  and 
the  criticisms  of  his  friends. 

From  his  first  entrance  into  the  university,  until  Michaelmas  1 768,  when  he  took 
bb  bachelor's  degree,  he  had  kept  terms  regularly,  but  from  this  period  to  1773  only 
occasionally.  During  the  Encsnia,  in  Easter-term  1773,  he  took  his  master's  degree, 
and  composed  an  oration  which  he  intended  to  have  spoken  in  the  theatre ;  but  which 
was  not  published  till  about  ten  years  after.  In  the  beginning  of  the  year  1774,  he 
published  his  Commentaries  on  Asiatic  Poetry,  which  have  been  already  noticed,  as 
having  been  begun  in  \766^  and  finished  in  1769,  when  he  was  only  in  his  twenty- 
third  year.  The  same  motives  which  induced  him  to  keep  back  his  poems  prevailed 
in  the  present  instance,  a  diffidence  in  his  own  abilities,  and  a  wish  to  profit  by  more 
mature  examination,  as  well  as  by  the  opinions  of  his  friends.  By  the  preface  to  this 
work,  it  would  appear  that  he  was  not  perfectly  satisfied  with  the  profession  in  which 
he  had  engaged,  and  that  had  circumstances  permitted  he  would  have  been  better 
pleased  to  have  devoted  his  days  to  an  uninterrupted  course  of  study.  But  such  was 
his  fate  that  he  must  now  renounce  polite  literature ;  and  having  been  admitted  to 
the  bar  in  1774,  he  adhered  to  this  determination  inflexibly  for  some  years  \  during 

3  About  this  time,  he  issaed  pn^posatg  for  publishing  bis  fathers  mathematical  works,  in  which,  liow- 
•rer,  either  for  want  of  time  or  encouragement,  he  proceeded  no  fkrther.    C. 
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which  his  books  and  manuscriptSy  except  such  as  rebted  to  law  an^  oratory,  remained 
locked  up  at  Oxford.  He  seems  to  have  been  seriously  convinced  that  the  new 
science  he  was  about  to  enter  upon  was  too  comprehensive  to  admit  of  union  with 
olber  studies,  and  he  accordingly  pursued  it  with  his  usual  avidity,  endeavouring  to 
embrace  the  whole  of  jurisprudeuce  in  its  fullest  extent,  and  to  make  himself  not  only 
the  technical  but  the  philosophical  lawyer.  For  some  time  he  had  but  little  practice^ 
bat  it  gradually  came  in,  and  with  it  a  very  considerable  share  of  reputation.  Towards 
the  end  of  the  year  1 776,  he  was  appointed  a  commissioner  of  bankrupts,  a  favour 
which  b^  seems  inclined  to  estimate  l>eyond  the  value  usually  put  upon  it  by  profes- 
SKMial  men.  . 

Notwithstanding  h*is  determination  to  suspend  the  study  of  ancient  literature,  there 
was  a  gratification  in  it  which  he  found  impossible  to  resign,  while  his  practice  cpn- 
tioaed  so  scanty  as  to  aflford  him  any  disposable  time.  In  the  year  last  mentioned, 
we  find  him  reading  the  Grecian  orators  again  and  again,  and  translating  the  most 
useful  orations  of  Isaeus.  Some  part  of  his  time  likewise  he  devoted  to  philosophical 
experiments  and  discoveries,  attended  the  meetings  of  the  Royal  Society,  of  which  he 
had  been  elected  a  fellow  in  1772,  and  kept  up  an  extensive  epbtolary  intercourse 
with  many  of  the  literati  of  Europe.  In  these  letters,  subjects  of  law  seldom  occur, 
unless  as  an  apology  for  his  barrenness  on  topics  more  congenial.  From  the  com- 
neocement  of  the  unhappy  contest  between  Great  Britain  and  America,  he  was  decid- 
edly against  the  measures  adopted  by  the  mother  country. 

Id  1778,  he  published  his  translation  of  the  Orations  of  Isaeus,  in  causes  concerning 
the  saccession  to  property  at  Athens ;  with  a  prefatory  discourse,  notes  historical  and 
critical,  and  a  commentary.  This  work  he  dedicated  to  earl  Batburat,  who  among 
aU  his  illustrious  friends,  was  as  yet  his  only  benefactor,  by  conferring  on  him  the  place 
of  commi^ioDer  of  bankrupts.  The  elegant  style,  profound  research,  and  acute  criti- 
diin  displayed  in  thb  translation  attracted  the  applause  of  every  judge  of  classical 
leaning. 

His  next  publication  was  a  Latin  Ode  to  Liberty,  under  the  title  ofJulii  Melesi* 
gmi  ad  Uberiaiem^  a  name  formed  by  the  transposition  of  the  letters  Gulielmua  Jane^ 
iki.  In  this  ode,  the  author  of  which  was  soon  known,  he  made  a  more  ample  ac- 
knowledgment of  his  poHtical  principles,  and  this,  it  b  feared,  had  an  unfavourable  in- 
ioeooe  on  the  hopes  which  he  was  encouraged  to  entertain  of  promotion  by  the  then 
administratioQ.  In  1780,  there  was  a  vacant  seat  on  the  bench  of  Fort  William  in 
Bengal,  to  which  the  kindness  of  lord  North  led  him  to  aspire,  but  for  some  time,  he 
had  very  little  prospect  of  success  *.  During  the  time  that  this  matter  was  in  suspence, 
OB  the  resignation  of  sir  Roger  Newdigate,  he  was  advised  to  come  forward  as  a  can- 
cBdate  for  the  representation  of  the  university  of  Oxford  in  parliament  But  finding 
that  there  was  no  chance  of  success,  he  decUned  the  contest  before  the  day  of  elec- 
fku.  His  avowed  princi|»les  on  the  great  question  of  the  American  war  were  so  decid« 
My  hostile,  not  only  to  the  wieasures  pursued  by  adminbtration,  but  to  the  sentL 
Dents  entertained  by  the  majority  of  the  members  of  the  university,  that  although  he 
might  be  disappointed,  be  could  notxbe  surprised  at  his  failure,  and  accordingly  ap- 
pears to  have  resigned  himself  to  his  former  pursuits  with  tranquil  satisfaction. 

♦  Thit  vacancy,  if  I  mistake  not,  occnrred  in  1778  by  the  death  of  M.  Lc  Maitre,  In  the  new*pa- 
pen  Mr.  Jooet  was  at  tbii  time  called  "  Uie  extraordinary  lioguiitt."    ^  /^  f 
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During  this  year  .(1780)  he  published  An  Enquiry  into  the  legA  Hodle  of  sup- 
pt-essing  Riots,  with  a  Constitutional  Plan  of  Future  Defence,  a  pamphlet  suggested 
by  the  dreadful  riots  m  London,  of  trbich  he  had  been  a  witness.  His  object  is  to 
prove  that  the  coramon  and  statute  laws  of  the  realm  then  in  force,  give  the  civfl  state 
ih  every  country  a  jpower,  which,  if  it  were  perfectly  understood,  and  continually  pre-^ 
pared,  would  effectually  quell  any  riot  or  insurrection,  without  assistance  from  the 
military,  and  even  witiiont  the  modem  riot-act.  In  a  speech  which  he  intended  to 
have  delivered  at  a  meeting  of  the  freeholders  of  Middlesex  in  September  foUbwingp 
he  more  explicitly  avowed  his  sentiments  on  pnbKe  afiairS|  and  in  language  rather 
stronger  than  usual  with  him,  although  suited  to  the  state  of  popular  opinioD  in  that 
cfbunty. 

During  a  short  visit  to  Paris,  he  appears  to  have  formed  a  design  of  writing  a  his^ 
tory  of  the  war.  On  his  return,  however,  be  recurred  to  his  more  favourite  stodies, 
and  his  biographer  had  printed  a  curious  memorandum,  dated  1780,  in  which  Mn 
Jones  resolves  to  learn  no  more  rudiments  of  any  kind,  but  to  perfect  himself  in  the 
languages  he  had  already  acquired,  viz.  Greek,  Latm,  Italian,  French,  Spanish,  Por- 
tuguese,  Hebrew,  Arabic,  Persian,  Turkish,  German,  and  English,  as  the  means  of 
acquiring  a  more  accurate  knowledge  of  history,  arts  and  seiencies.  With  such  wo&^ 
derfiH  acquisitions,  he  was  now  only  in  his  thirty-third  year. 

In  the  winter  of  1780-1,  he  fo^nd  leisure  to  complete  his  translation  of  sevett 
ancient  poems  of  the  highest  reputation  m  Arabia,  which,  however,  were  not  pub' 
lished  till  1783:  and  he  celebrated,  about  the  same  time,  the  nuptials  of  lord  Al- 
Ihorpe  with  Miss  Bingham,  in  an  elegant  ode  entitled  The  Muse  Recalled.  In  fab 
professional  line  he  published  an  Essay  on  the  Law  of  BaUments,  a  subject  handled 
Under  the  distinct  heads  of  analysis,  history  and  synthesis:  in  which  mode  he  pro* 
posed  at  some  future  period  to  discuss  every  branch  of  En^ish  law,  civil  ^nff  crimmai^ 
private  and  public.  His  object  in  all  his  legal  discussions  was  to  advance  law  to  the 
honours  of  a  science.  It  may  be  donbted  which  at  this  time  predominated  in  bit 
mind,  his  professional  plans,  or  his  more  favourite  study  of  the  Eastern  poets.  He 
now,  however,  undertook  a  work  in  which  he  might  ^tify  l>oth  duty  and  inclinatioD, 
by  translating  an  Arabian  poem  on  the  Mahommedaa  law  of  succession  to  the  pro« 
perty  of  intestates.  The  poem  had  indeed  but  few  charms  to  reward  his  labour  by 
delighting  his  fancy,  but  in  the  prospect  of  obtaining  a  judge^s  seat  in  India,  he  lor- 
iaw  advantages  from  every  opportunity  of  dbf^aying  his  knowledge  of  the  Moham* 
Inedan  laws. 

In  1782,  he  took  a  very  active  part  among  the  societies  formed  to  procure  a  moFi 
equal  representation  in  the  eommonsi'  house  of  pcurliament.  The  speech  which  he  ddi« 
vered  at  the  London  tavern  on  this  subject  was  long  admired  for  its  elegance,  perq>icoity 
and  independent  spirit.  He  was  also  elected  a  member  of  the  society  for  Constitntiooal 
Information,  and  bestowed  considerable  attention  to  the  objects  it  professed.  The 
Dialogue  between  a  Farmer  and  a  Country  Gentleman  ou  the  Principles  of  Govern* 
ment,  which  he  wrote  sonle  time  before,  was  drculated  by  this  society  with  much  in* 
dustry.  When  the  dean  of  St.  Asaph  (afterwards  his  brothe^in-law)  was  indicted  for 
publishing  an  edition  of  it  id  Wales,  Mr.  Jones  sent  a  letter  to  lord  Kenyon,  then 
chief  justice  of  Chester,  avowing  himself  to  be  the  author,  and  maintaining  that  every 
position  in  it  was  strictly  conformable  to  the  laws  and  c^Hulitution  of  England. 
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On  the  succession  df  the  Sfaelbtirne  administration,  whose  views  of  polilical  affair* 
were  in  some  respects  more  consonant  to  Mr.  Jones's  principles  than  those  of  their 
predecessors,  by  the  particular  interest  of  lord  Ashburton,  he  achieved  the  object  to 
which  for  some  time  past  he  had  anxiously  aspired.  In  March  1 7«3,  he  was  appointed 
a  judge  of  the  supreme  court  of  judicature  at  Fort  William,  On  which  occasion  the 
honour  of  knighthood  was  conferred  on  him.  In  April  following  he  married  a  young 
lady  to  whom  he  had  been  long  attached,  Anna  Maria  Shipley,  eldest  daughter  of  the 
bishop  of  St.  Asaph.  He  had  now  secured,  as  his  friend  lord  Ashburton  congratu- 
lated him,  "  two  of  the  first  objects  of  human  pursuit,  those  of  ambition  and  love." 

His  stay  in  England  after  these  events  was  very  short,  as  he  embarked  for  India  in 
the  month  of  April.  During  the  voyage  his  mind  was  sensibly  impressed  with  the  im- 
portance of  the  public  station  he  was  now  about  to  fill,  and  l)egan  to  anticipate  the 
objects  of  inquiry  which  would  engage  his  attention,  and^he  ini  prove  me  uls  he  might 
introduce  in  India  from  the  experience  of  a  life,  much  of  which  had  passed  in  acquir* 
ing  a  knowledge  of  its  learning  and  laws.  Among  other  designs,  very  honourable  to 
the  extent  of  his  benevolent  intentions,  which  he  formed  at  his  onset,  we  find  the 
publication  of  the  Gospel  of  St.  Luke  in  the  Arabic,  the  Psalms  in  Persian  verse,  and 
various  law  tracts  in  Persian  and  Arabic.  He  intended  also  to  compose  elements  of 
the  laws  of  England,  a  history  of  the  American  war,  already  noticed,  and  miscellane- 
ous poems,  speeches  and  letters,  on  subjects  of  taste,  oratory  or  general  |K>lity.  But  the 
pressui^  of  his  official  duties,  during  the  short  remainder  of  his  life,  prevented  his 
completing  most  of  those  designs. 

He  arrived  at  Calcutta  in  Septeml)er,  and  was  eageriy  welcomed  by  all  who  were  in- 
terested in  the  acquisition  of  a  magistrate  of  probity  and  independence,  of  a  scholar 
who  was  confessedly  at  the  head  of  oriental  literature,  an<l  one  in  the  prime  and  vi- 
gour of  life,  who  bade  fair  to  t>e  long  the  ornament  of  the  British  dominions  in  India* 
His  own  satisfaction  was  not  less  lively  and  complete.  He  had  lef^  behind  him  the 
inconstancy  and  the  turbulence  of  party,  and  felt  no  longer  the  anxieties  of  dependence 
and  delay.  New  scenes  were  inviting  his  enthusiastic  research,  scenes  which  he  had 
delighted  to  contemplate  at  a  distance,  and  which  promised  to  enlarge  his  knowledge 
as  a  scholar,  and  his  usefulness  as  a  pubUc  character.  He  was  now  brought  into 
those  regions  whose  origin,  manners,  language  and  religion  had  been  the  subject  of 
his  profound  inquiries,  and  while  his  curiosity  was  heightened,  be  drew  nearer  to  the 
means  of  gratification. 

He  had  not  been  long  in  his  new  situation  liefore  he  began,  with  his  usual  judgment, 
to  divide  bis  time  into  such  regular  portions,  that  no  objects  connected  with  duty  or 
science  should  interfere.  One  of  his  first  endeavours  was  to  institute  a  society  ia 
Calcutta,  the  members  of  which  might  assist  him  in  tliose  scientific  pursuits  which  he 
foresaw  would  be  too  numerous  and  extended  for  his  individual  labour:  and  he  had 
no  sooner  suggested  the  scheme  than  it  was  adopted  with  avidity.  The  new  associa- 
tion assembled  for  the  first  time  in  January  178i.  The  government  of  Bengal  readily 
gnoAed  its  patronage,  and  Mr.  Hastings,  then  governor  general,  who  had  ever  l)een 
a  zealous  encourager  of  Persian  and  Sanscrit  literature,  was  offered  the  honorary  title 
of  president,  but  as  his  numerous  engagements  prevented  his  acquiescence,  sir  William 
Jones  was  immediately  and  unanimously  placed  in  the  chair*    The  importance  of  this 
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society  has  been  long  acknowledged,  and  their  Transactions  are  a  suflkient  tegttmony 
of  their  learning,  acuteness  and  perseverance,  qualities  the  more  remarkable  that  tbej 
have  been  found  in  men  most  of  whom  embarked  for  India,  with  views  of  a  very  dif- 
ferent kind,  and  which  might  have  occupied  their  whole  attention  without  their  in- 
curring the  imputation  of  neglect  or  remissness. — ^To  detail  the  whole  of  sir  Williiiai 
Jones's  proceedings  and  labours  as  president  of  this  society  would  be  to  abridge  their 
Transactions,  of  which  he  lived  to  see  three  yolumes  published,  but  the  foUowmg  pat* 
sage  from  lord  Teignmouth's  narrative  appears  necessary  to  complete  the  sketch  now 
attempted. 

Soon  after  his  arrival,  *'  he  determined  to  commence  the  study  of  the  Sanscrit  His 
reflection  had  before  suggested,  that  a  knowledge  of  this  ancient  tongue  would  be  of 
the  greatest  utility,  in  enabling  him  to  discharge  with  confidence  and  satisfaction  to 
himself,  the  duties  of  a  judge,  and  he  soon  discovered,  what  subsequent  experience 
fully  confirmed,  that  no  reliance  could  be  placed  on  the  opmions  or  interpretations  of 
the  professors  of  the  Hindu  law,  unless  he  Were  qualified  to  exambe  their  authorities 
and  quotations,  and  detect  tlieir  errours  and  misrepresentations.  On  the  other  hand, 
he  knew  that  all  attempts  to  explore  the  religion  or  hterature  of  India,  through  any 
other  medium  than  a  knowledge  of  the  Sanscrit,  must  be  imperfect  and  unsatisfactory : 
it  was  evident,  that  the  most  erroneous  and  discordant  opinions  on  these  subjects,  had 
been  circulated  by  the  ignorance  of  those  who  had  collected  their  information  from 
oral  communications  only,  and  that  the  pictures  exhibited  in  Europe,  of  the  religion 
and  literature  of  India,  could  only  be  compared  to  the  maps  constructed  by  the 
natives,  in  which  every  position  b  distorted,  aQ.d  all  proportion  violated.  As  a  lawyer, 
he  knew  the  value  and  importance  of  orighial  documents  and  records,  and  as  a  scholar 
and  roan  of  science,  he  disdained  the  idea  of  amusing  the  learned  world  with  secon- 
dary information  on  subjects  which  had  greatly  interested  their  curiosity,  when  he,ha4 
the  means  of  access  to  the  original  sources.  He  was  also  aware,  that  much  was  ex* 
pected  by  the  literati  of  Europe,  from  hb  superior  abilities  and  learaing,  and  he 
felt  the  strongest  inclination  to  gratify  their  expectations  in  the  fullest  possible  extent.** 

The  plan  to  be  promoted  by  his  knowledge  of  the  Sanscrit  was  at  this,  time  very 
distant  as  to  probability  of  execution,  but  he  had .  carefully  weighed  it  in  hb  mind, 
and  was  gradually  preparing  the  way  for  its  accomplishment.  It  was,  indeed,  worthy 
of  hb  great  and  liberal  mind,  to  provide  for  the  dne  admmistration  of  justice  among 
the  Indians,  by  compiling  a  digest  of  Hindu  and  Mohammedan  laws,  similar  to  that 
which  Justinian  gave  to  his  Greek  and  Roman  subjects.  When  he  had  made  such 
progress  in  the  language  as  might  enable  him  to  take  a  principal  part  in  thb  important 
design,  he  imparted  his  views  to  lord  Comwallis,  then  (1788)  governor  general,  ma 
long  letter,  which  will  ever  remain  a  monument  of  his  extensive  understanding,  bene- 
volence and  public  spirit.  That  hb  plan  met  vfiih  acceptance  from  lord  Comwallis 
will  not  appear  surprising  to  those  who  knew  thai  .excellent  noblemap,  who,  whfle 
contemplating  the  honour  which  such  an  undertaking  would  confer  on  hb  own  ad- 
mhibtration,  conceived  the  highest  hopes  from  sir  William  Jones's  offer  to  co-operate 
or  rather  to  superintend  the  execution  of  it.  "  At  the  period,"  says  hb  biographer, 
*'  when  thb  work  was  undertaken  by  sir  William  Joites,  he  had  UQt  resided  in  India 
more  than  four  years  and  a  half,  during  which  time  he  had  not  only  acquired  a 
thorough  knowledge  of  the  Sanscrit  language,  but  bad  extended  hb  readmg  in  it  ao 
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&r»  »  to  be  qualified  lo  form  a  judgment  upon  the  merit  and  authority  of  the 
authors  to  be  used  in  the  compilation  of  his  work ;  and  although  his  labour  was 
only  applied  to  the  disposition  of  materials  already  formed,  he  was  enabled  by  his 
previous  studies  to  give  them  an  arrangement  superior  to  any  existing,  and  which  the 
learned  natives  themselves  approved  Bnd  admired.  In  the  dispensations  of  Provi- 
dence, it  may  be  remarked,  as  an  occurrence  of  no  ordinary  nature,  that  the  professors 
of  the  Braminical  faith  should  so  far  renounce  their  reserve  and  distrust,  as  to  submit 
lo  the  direction  of  a  native  of  Europe,  for  compHing  a  digest  of  their  own  laws.'' 

In  1789»  the  first  volume  of  the  Asiatic  Kesearches  was  pubUshed,  and  the  same 
year  sir  Wflliam  Jones  finished  his  translation  of  Saeontala,  or  the  Fatal  Ring,  an. 
ancieBt  Indian  drama,  and  one  of  the  greatest  curiosities  that  the  literature  of  Asia 
had  yet  brought  to  light.  In  1794,  he  published  as  an  institute,  prefatory  to  his 
hrger^ork,  a  translation  of  the  ordinances  of  Menu,  who  is  esteemed  by  the  Hindus 
the  first  of  created  beings,  and  not  only  the  oldest,  but  the  holiest  of  legislators.  The 
judgment  and  candour  of  the  translator,  however,  led  him  to  appreciate  this  work  no^ 
liigber  than  it  deserved,  asv  not  bemg  calculated  for  general  reading,  but  exhibiting 
the  manners  of  a  remarkable  people  in  a  remote  age,  as  including  a  system  of  despo- 
tism and  priest-craft,  limited  by  law,  yet  artfully  conspiring  to  give  mutual  support, 
•ad  as  filled  with  conceits  in  metaphysics  and  natural  philosophy  which  might  be 
liable  to  misconstruction. — Amidst  these  employments,  he  still  carried  on  his  extensive 
correspondence  with  his  learned  friends  in  Europe,  unfolding  with  candour  his  various 
porsoits  and  sentiments,  and  expressing  such  anxiety  about  every  branch  of  science 
as  proved  that  even  what  he  called  relaxation  was  but  the  diversion  of  his  researches 
from  one  channel  into  another.  In  addition  to  the  various  studies  already  noticed, 
boUny  appears  to  have  occupied  a  considerable  share  of  his  attention,  and  in  this,  as 
io  every  new  acqubition,  he  disdaiQed  to  stop  at  a  moderate  progress,  or  be  content 
^^  a  superficial  knowledge. 

The  uidisposition  of  lady  Jones,  in  ]793>  rendered  it  absolutely  necessary  that  she 
dioakl  return  to  Enghmd,  and  her  afiectiouate  husband  proposed  to  follow  Ifer  in 
1795,  but  stQl  wished  to  complete  the  system  of  Indian  laws  before  he  lef^  the  situa- 
tioo  m  which  he  could  promote  this  great  work  with  most  advantage.  But  he  had 
Bot  proceeded  long  in  this  undertaking  before  symptoms  appeared  of  that  disorder 
wtuch  deprived  the  world  of  one  of  its  brightest  oruaroents.  The  following  account 
of  hisdissolution  is  given  in  the  words  of  hb  biographer. 

**  On  the  evening  of  the  twentieth  of  April,  or  nearly  about  that  date,  afler  pro- 
kngmg  his  walk  to  a  late  hour,  during  which  he  had  imprudently  remained  in  con- 
^ersatkm,  in  an  unwholesome  situation,  he  called  upon  the  writer  of  these  sheets,  aud 
compfauned  of  aguish  symptoms,  mentioning  hb  intention  to  take  some  medicine,  and 
lepeatbg  jocularly  an  old  proverb,  that,  '<  an  ague  in  the  spring  is  medicine  for  a 
Uog."  He  bad  no  suspicion  at  the  time  of  the  real  nature  of  his  indisposition,  which 
proved  in  iaci  to  be  a  complaint  common  in  Bengal,  an  inflammation  in  the  liver. 
Hie  disorder  was,  however,  soon  discovered  by  the  penetration  of  the  physician,  who, 
>fter  two  or  three  days,  was  called  in  to  his  assistance ;  but  it  had  then  advanced  too 
fitf  to  yield  to  the  efficacy  of  the  medicines  usually  prescribed,  and  they  were  adminis- 
*«ttd  m  vmn.  The  progress  of  the  complaint  was  uncommonly  rapid,  and  terminated 
&lally  on  the  27  th  of  April,  1794.    On  the  momiiig  of  that  day,  his  attendants, 
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alarmed  at  the  evident  symptoms  of  approaching  dissdution,  came  precipitately  la 
call  the  friend  who  has  now  the  melancholy  task  of  recording  the  moumAil  eveoU 
Not  a  moment  was  left  in  repairing  to  hb  house.  He  was  lying  on  his  bed  in  a  pos- 
ture of  meditation ;  and  the  only  symptom  of  remaining  life  was  a  small  degree  of 
motion  in  the  heart,  which  after  a  few  seconds  ceased,  and  be  expired  without  t  paog 
or  groan.  His  bodily  suffering,  from  the  complacency  of  his  features  and  the  ease  of 
his  attitude,  could  not  have  been  severe :  and  bis^ind  must  have  derived  consolatioa 
from  those  sources  where  he  had  been  in  the  habit  of  seeiung  it,  and  where  aloBe»  in 
our  last  moments,  it  can  ever  be  found.'' 

Thus  ended  tlie  life  of  a  man  who  was  the  brightest  example  of  rational  arabitioo^ 
and  of  extensive  learning,  virtue  and  excellence  that  modem  times  have  produced,  a 
man  who  must  ever  l>e  the  subject  of  admiration,  although  it  can  happen  to  the  lot  of 
few  to  equal  and  perhaps  of  none  to  excel  him.  When  we  compare  the  shortness  of 
liis  life  with  the  extent  of  his  labours,  the  mind  is  overpowered^  yet  his  example,  how-* 
ever  disgraceful  to  the  indolent,  and  even  apparently  discouraging  to  tlie  humble 
scholar,  will  not  be  without  the  most  salutary  effects,  if  it  be  allowed  to  prove  that  no 
difficulties  in  science  are  insurmountable  by  regular  industry,  that  the  human  faculties 
can  be  exalted  by  exercise  l>eyond  the  common  degrees  with  which  we  are  apt  to  be 
satisfied,  and  that  the  finest  taste  is  not  incompatible  with  the  profoundest  studies.  It 
was  the  peculiar  felicity  of  this  extraordinary  man,  that  the  whole  plan  of  his  life  ap- 
pears to  have  been  the  best  that  could  have  been  contrived  to  forward  hb  views  'and 
to  accomplish  his  character.  In  tracing  its  progress  we  see  very  little  that  could  have 
been  more  happily  arranged :  few  adverse  occurrences,  and  scarcely  an  object  of 
serious  regret,  especially  when  we  consider  how  gently  his  ambition  was  chastened 
and  his  integrity  purified  by  the  few  delays  which  at  one  time  seemed  to  dood  his 
prospects  \ 

But  it  is  foreign  to  the  design  of  the  present  writer,  and  it  must  be  left  to  a  very 
superior  pen,  to  discnss  the  character  of  sir  William  Jones  as  a  scholar,  a  philosopher^ 
and  a  lawyer.  He  is  introduced  in  this  collection  as  a  poet,  and  his  claims  are  such 
as,  it  is  hoped,  will  justify  this  step.  The  greater  part  of  hb  poems,  indeed,  consisi 
of  translations,  but  they  indicate  a  taste  so  greatly  refined,  that  there  can  be  no  scruple 
in  admitting  him  to  a  very  high  rank  among  modem  poets.  He  has  presented  to  the 
Englbh  reader  a  new  set  of  images,  and  opened  new  sources  of  the  subUme  and  the 
pathetic  by  familiarizing  the  scenery  and  manners  of  the  eastern  regions.  The  judg« 
raent  with  which  those  are  selected  leads  us  to  regret,  that  hb  original  productions  are 
few,  since  it  b  universally  acknowledged  that,  independent  of  the  language  and  versi-. 
hcation,  both  pohshed  to  a  high  degree  of  excellence,  they  are  dbtiugubhed  for  true 
poetical  fancy,  ardour,  and  sensibility. 

A  Id  1799,  his  works  were  published  in  six  volumes  quarto,  and  have  been  since  imprinted  in  thirteen 
volumes  octavo,  with  the  addition  of  his  Life  by  lord  Teignmouth,  which  first  appeared  in  1804. 
Among  the  public  tributes  to  his  memory,  are,  a  monument  by  Flaxman,  in  UniTersity  College,  at  the 
expense  of  lady  Jones ;  a  monument  to  be  erected  in  St  Paol's,  and  a  statue  at  Bengal,  both  YOtad  by 
the  honourable  Bast  India  company.  A  society  of  gentlemen  at  Bengal,  who  were  educated  at  Qxfoidf 
subscribed  a  sum  for  a  prize  dissertation  on  his  character  and  merits,  which  was  adjudged  to  Mr. 
Henry  Philpots,  "hi.  A.  of  Magdalen  College.  Among  the  many  poetical  tributes  paid  to  his  memory, 
that  by  the  rey«  Mr.  Maurice  of  the  British  Museum  feems  entitled  to  the  preference,  finom  his 
accurate  knowledge  of  sir  William  Jones's  character  and  studies.    C  - 
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PREFACE 

OF 

SIR    WILLIAM   JONES, 

TO 

THE  EDITION  OF  HIS  POEMS  IN  1772. 


J.  HE  reader  will  probably  expect,  that,  before  I  present  him  with  the  foUowiog  miscellany,  I  ihonM 
give  some  account  of  the  pieces  contained  in  it;  and  should  prove  the  authenticity  of  those  eastern 
originals,  from  which  I  profess  to  have  translated  them :  indeed,  so  many  productions,  invented  in, 
France,  have  been  offered  to  the  public  as  genuine  translations  from  the  languages  of  Asia,  that  I 
should  have  wished,  for  my  own  sake,  to  clear  my  publication  from  the  slightest  suspicion  of  imposture^ 
but  there  is  a  circumstance  peculiarly  bard  in  the  present  case ;  namely,  that  were  I  to  produce  tb» 
originals  themselves,  it  would  be  impossible  to  persuade  some  men,  that  even  they  were  not  forged  for  the 
purpose,  like  the  pretended  language  of  Formosa.  I  shall,  however,  attempt  in  this  short  preface,  to 
8ati:»fy  the  reader's  expectations. 

The  first  poem  in  the  collection,  called  SoUma,  b  not  a  regular  translation  from  the  Arabic  lan- 
guage; but  moetof  the  figures,  sentiments,  and  descriptions  in  it,  were  really  taken  from  the  poets  of 
Arabia  ;  fur  when  I  was  reading  some  of  their  verses  on  booevolence  and  hospitality,  which  they  justly 
consider  as  their  most  amiable  virtues,  I  selected  those  passages,  that  seemed  most  likely  to  run  into  our 
measure,  and  connected  them  in  such  a  manner  as  to  form  one  continued  piece,  which  I  suppose  to  be 
written  ID  praise  of  an  Arabian  princess,  who  had  built  a  caravansera  with  pleasant  gardens  for  the 
refreshment  of  travellers  and  pilgrims ;  an  act  of  munificence  Aot  uncommon  in  Asia.  I  shall  trouble 
the  reader  with  only  one  of  the  original  passages,  from  which  he  may  form  a  tolerable  judgment  of  the* 
rest: 

Kad  alama  c'ddhaifo  wa'l  mojteduno 

Idha  aghbam  of  kon  wahabbat  shemalan, 

Wakhalat  an  auladiha  elmordhiato, 

Wa  lam  tar  ainon  lemozoin  belalan, 

Beenca  conto  'errabio  el  moghitbo 

Leinan  yatarica,  waconto  themalan, 

Waconto*  nehara  belli  shemsoho, 

"VVaconto  dagiyyi*  Ueili  fihi  hclalan. 

that  n ;  ''the  stranger  and  the  pilgrim  well  kuow,  when  the  sky  is  dark,  and  the  north-wind  rages* 
when  the  mothers  leave  their  sucking  infants,  when  no  moisture  can  be  seen  in  the  clouds,  that  thou 
art  bountiful  to  them  as  the  spring,  that  thou  art  their  chief  support,  thai  thou  art  a  sun  to  them  by 
day,  and  a  moon  in  the  cloudy  night  i.^' 

The  hint  of  the  next  poem,  or  The  Palace  of  Fortune,  was  taken  firom  an  Indian  talc,  translated  a 
few  years  ago  from  the  Persian  by  a  very  ingenious  gentleman  in  the  service  of  the  India  Company  ; 
bnt  I  have  added  several  descriptions,  and  episodes  from  other  Eastern  writers,  have  given  a  different 
moral  to  the  whole  piece,  and  have  made  some  other  alterations  in  it,  which  may  be  seen  by  any  one, 
who  will  take  the  pains  to  compare  it  with  the  story  of  Roshana,  in  the  second  volume  of  the  tales  of 
Inatulla. 

I  have  taken  a  still  greater  liberty  with  the  moral  allegory,  which,  in  imitation  of  the  Persian  poet 
Nezami,  1  have  entitled  The  Seven  Fountains ;  the  general  subject  of  it  was  borrowed  from  a  story 
in  a  collection  of  tales  by  Ebn  Arabshah,  a  native  of  Damascus,  who  flourbhed  in  the  fifteenth  century, 
and  wrote  several  other  works  in  a  very  polished  style,  the  most  celebrated  of  which  is  An  History  of 
the  Life  of  Tamerlane :  but  I  have  ingrafted  upon  the  principal  allegory  an  episode  from  the  Arabian 

^  See  this  passage  yersified,  Solima;  line  71,  &c 
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Tales  of  a  thousand  and  one  Nights  \  a  copy  of  which  work,  in  Arehic,  was  procored  for  me  hy  a. 
learned  friend  at  Aleppo. 

The  song,  which  follows,  was  first  printed  at  the  end  of  a  Persiaq  grammar :  but,  for  the  satisiactioii 
ef  those  who  may  have  any  doubt  of  its  being  genuine,  it  seemed  proper  pj  set  down  the  original  of  it 
in  Roman  characters  at  the  bottom  of  the  page.  The  ode  of  Petrarch  was  added,  that  the  reader  might 
compare  the  manner  of  the  Asiatic  poets  with  that  of  the  Italians,  many  of  whom  have  written  in  the 
true  spirit  of  the  Easterns  :  some  of  the  Persian  songs  have  a  striking  resemblance  to  the  sonnets  of 
Petrarch ;  and  even  the  form  of  those  little  amatory  poems,  was,  I  believe,  brought  into  Europe  by  the 
Arabians  :*  one  would  ahnott  imagine  the  following  lines  to  be  translated  from  the  Persian, 

Aura,  che  quelle  chiome  bionde  e  crespe 
Grcondi,  e  movi,  e  se'  mossa  da  loro 
Soavemente,  e  spargi  quel  dolce  oro, 
E  poi  M  raccogli,  e*n  bei  nodi  1'  increspe — 

ibce  there  is  scarce  a  page  in  the  works  of  Hafez  and  Jami,  in  which  the  same  image,  of  the  breese 
playing  with  the  tresses  of  a  beautiful  girl,  is  not  agreeably  and  variously  expressed. 

The  elegy  on  the  death  of  Laura  was  inserted  with  the  same  view  of  forming  a  comparison  between 
the  Oriental  and  the  Italian  poetry :  the  description  of  the  fountain  of  Valchiusa,  or  Vallis  Clause, 
which  was  close  to  Petrarch's  house,  was  added  to  the  elegy  in  the  year  1769,  and  was  composed  on  the 
very  spot,  which  I  could  not  forbear  visiting,  when  I  passed  by  Avignon. 

The  Turkish  Ode  on  the  Spring  was  selected  from  many  others  in  the  same  language,  written  by 
Hesihi,  a  poet  of  great  repute  at  Constantinople,  who  lived  in  the  reign  of  Soliman  the  Second,  or  the 
Lawgiver :  it  is  not  unlike  the  Vigil  of  Venus,  which  has  been  ascribed  to  Catullus ;  the  measure  of  it 
is  nearly  the  same  with  that  of  the  Latin  poem ;  and  it  has,  like  that,  a  lively  burden  at  the  end 
of  every  stanza :  the  works  of  Mesihi  are  preserved  in  the  archives  of  the  Royal  Society. 

It  will  be  needless,  I  hope,  to  apologia  for  the  Pastoral,  and  the  poem  upon  Chess,  which  were  done 
at  early  as  at  the  age  of  sixteen  or  seventeen  years,  and  were  saved  from  the  fire,  in  preference  to  a 
great  many  others,  because  they  seemed  more  correctly  versified  than  the  rest 
/  It  must  not  be  supposed,  from  my  zeal  for  the  literature  of  Asia,  that  I  mean  to  place  it  in  compe- 
tition with  the  beautiful  productions  of  the  Greeks  and  Romans  j  for  I  am  convinced,  that  whatever 
changes  we  make  in  onr  opink>ns,  we  always  return  to  the  writings  of  the  ancients,  as  to  the  standard  of 
true  taste. 

If  the  novelty  of  the  following  poems  should  recommend  them  to  the  favour  of  the  reader,  it  may, 
probably,  be  agreeable  to  him  to  know,  that  there  are  many  others  of  equal  or  superbr  merit,  which 
have  never  appeared  in  any  language  of  Europe  ;  and  I  am  persuaded  that  a  writer,  acquainted  with 
the  originals,  might  imitate  them  very  happily  in  his  native  tongue,  and  that  the  public  would  not  be 
displeased  to  see  the  genuine  compositions  of  Arabia  and  Persia  in  an  English  dress.  The  heroic  poem 
of  Ferdusi  might  be  versified  as  easily  as  the  Iliad,  and  I  see  no  reason  why  the  delivery  of  Persia  by 
Cyrus  should  not  be  a  subject  as  interesting  to  us,  as  the  anger  of  Achilles,  or  the  wandering  of  Ulysses. 
The  Odes  of  Hafez,  and  of  Mesihi,  would  suit  our  lyric  measures  as  well  as  those  ascribed  to  Anacreon  ; 
and  the  seven  Arabic  elegies,  that  were  hung  up  in  the  temple  of  Mecca,  and  of  which  there  are  seve- 
ral fine  copies  at  Oxford,  would,  no  doubt,  be  highly  acceptable  to  the  lovers  of  antiquity,  and  the  ad. 
mirers  of  native  genius ;  but  when  I  propose  a  translation  of  these  oriental  pieces  as  a  work  likely  to 
meet  with  success,  1  only  mean  to  invite  my  readers,  who  have  leisure  and  industry,  to  the  study  of  the 
languages  in  which  they  are  written,  and  am  very  for  from  insinuating  that  I  have  the  remotest  design 
of  performing  any  part  of  the  task  myself;  for,  to  say  the  truth,  I  should  not  have  snared  even  the 
following  trifles  to  see  the  light,  if  I  were  not  very  desirous  of  recommending  to  the  learned  world  a 
species  of  literature,  which  abounds  with  so  many  new  expressions,  new  images,  and  new  inventions. 

>  See  the  story  of  Prince  Agib,  or  the  third  Colander,  in  the  Arabian  Tales,  Night  57,  &il 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

IN  the  present  edition  of  sir  William  Joneses  Poems,  the  plan  is  adopted  of  arranging  them  under  the 
heads  to  which  they  severally  belong ;  consequently  those  published  in  1773,  and  dedicated  to  the 
Right  Hon.  the  Countess  Spencer,  are  not  presented  to  the  reader  in  the  form  they  were  then  pub- 
lished i  but,  with  the  other  poetical  productions  of  sir  William  introduced  in  this  collection,  are  aasigned 
to  their  proper  classes. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


POEMS 


OF 


SIR    WILLIAM  JONES. 


IMITATION  OF  HORACE, 

ODE   Xir.    LIB.    II. 
WBITTBM  AT   FOURTEEN  TBARB  Of  AOI. 


HOW  quickly  fades  the  vital  flow»r  I 
Alas,  my  friend  !  each  silent  hour 

Steals  unperceiv^d  away : 
The  early  joys  of  blooming  youth. 
Sweet  innocence,  and  dove-ey*d  truth. 

Are  destin'd  to  decay. 
Can  zeal,  drear  Pluto's  wrath  restrain  ? 
No ;  tbo'  an  hourly  victim  stain 

His  hallow'd  shrine  with  blofjd. 
Fate  will  recall  her  doom  for  none  ; 
The  sceptred  king  must  leave  his  throne. 

To  pass  the  Stygian  flood. 
In  vain,  my  Pamell,  wrapt  in  ease. 
We  shun  the  merchant-marring  seas : 

In  vain  we  fly  from  wars ; 
In  vain  we  shun  th*  autumnal  blast ; 
(The  slow  Cocytus  must  be  pass'd  j) 

How  needless  are  our  cares  ! 

Our  house,  our  land,  our  shadowy  grOTCi 
The  very  mistress  of  our  love. 

Ah  me,  we  soon  must  leave  ! 
Of  all  our  trees,  the  hated  boughs 
Of  cypress  shall  alone  difl'use 

Their  fragrance  o'er  our  grave. 
To  others  shall  we  then  resign 
The  numerous  casks  of  sparkling  mne. 

Which,  frugal,  now  we  store; 
With  them  a  mi»re  deserving  heir, 
(Is  this  our  labour,  this  our  care  ?) 

Shall  stain  the  stucco  floor. 

17<50. 


ARCADIA, 
A  PASTORi^  POEM. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  following  pastoral  was  written  in  the  year 
1762 ;  but  the  author,  finding  some  tolerable 
passages  in  it,  was  induced  to  correct  it  after- 
wards, and  to  give  it  a  place  in  this  collection, 
[published  in  1 772.  ]  He  took  the  hint  of  it  from 
an  allegory  of  Mr.  Addison,  in  the  thirty-second 
paper  of  the  Guardian  ;  which  is  set  down  io 
the  margin,  that  the  reader  may  see  where  he 
has  copied  the  original,  and  where  he  has  deviated 
from  it.  In  this  piece,  as  it  now  stands,  Menal- 
cas,  king  of  the  shepherds,  means  Theocritus,  the 
most  ancient,  and  perhaps  the  best,  writer  of 
pastorals:  and  by  his  two  daughters.  Daphne 
and  Hyla,  must  be  understood  the  two  sorts  of 
pastoral  poetry;  the  one  elegant  and  polished, 
the  other  simple  and  unadorned;  in  both  of 
which  he  excelled.  Virgil,  whom  Pope  chiefly 
followed,  seems  to  have  borne  away  the  palm  in 
the  higher  sort ;  and  Spenser,  whom  Gay  imita- 
ted with  success,  had  equal  merit  in  the  more 
rustic  style :  these  two  poets,  therefore,  may 
justly  be  supposed  in  this  allegory  to  have  inhe- 
rited his  kingdom  of  Arcadia. 


Ik  those  fair  plains,  where  glittering  Ladon  roU'd 
His  wanton  labyrinth  o'er  sands  of  gold, 
Menalcas  reign'd  ' :  from  Pan  his  lineage  came  ; 
Rich  were  his  vales,  and  deathless  was  his  fame. 

'  Imitations. — Guardian,  No  32. — "  In  ancient 
times  there  dwelt,  in  a  pleasant  vale  of  Arcadia,  a 
man  of  very  ample  possessions,  named  Menalcas, 
who,  deriving  his  pedigree  from  the  god  Pan,  kept 
very  strictly  up  to  the  rules  of  the  pastoral  life,  as 
it  was  iu  the  goldeu  age." 
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When  youth  impellM  him,  and  when  love  inspired, 

ITie  list*ning  nymphs  his  Doric  laysadmir'd : 

To  hear  his  notes  the  swains  with  rapture  flew ; 

A  softer  pipe  no  shepherd  ever  blew. 

But,  now,  oppressed  beneath  the  load  of  age, 

Belov'd,  respected,  venecable,  sage, — t 

Of  heroes,  demigods,  and  gods  he  sung  «  ; 

His  reed  neglected  on  a  poplar  hung , 

Yet  all  the  rules,  that  young  Arcadians  keep. 

He  kq>t;  and  watch'd,  each  mom,  his  bleating 

sheep. 
Two  lovely  daughters  were  his  dearest  care ; 
Both  inild  as  May,  and  both  as  April  fiiir : 
Love,  where  they  mov*d,  each  youthful  breast  in- 

flamd; 
And  Daphne  this,  and  Hyla  that  was  nam*d. 
The  first  was  bashful  as  a  blooming  bride  3, 
And  all  her  mien  display*d  a  decent  pride; 
Her  tresses,  braided  in  a  curious  knor. 
Were  close  confiu*d,  and  not  a  hair  forgot, — 
Where  many  a  flower,  in  mystic  order  plac'd. 
With  myrtle  twin'd,  her  silken  fillet  grac'd ; 
Nor  with  less  neatness  was  her  robe  disposed. 
And  every  fold  a  pleasing  art  ditelos'd ; 
Her  sandals  of  the  brightest  silk  were  made, 
And,  as  she  walked,  gave  lustre  to  the  shade; 
A  graceful  ease  in  every  step  was  seen, 
She  mov'd  a  shepherdess,  yet  lookM  a  queen. 
Her  sister  scom'd  to  dwell  in  arching  bowers. 
Or  deck  her  locks  with  wreaths  of  fading  flowers; 
O'er  her  bare  shoulder  flow'd  her  auburn  hair, 
,  And,  fanned  by  zephjrrs,  floated  on  the  air  ; 
Green  were  her- buskins,  green  the  vest  3he  wore. 
And  in  her  hand  a  knotty  crook  she  bore. 
The  voice  of  Daphne  might  s^ll  pains  disarm  * ; 
Yet,  heard  too  long,  its  sweetness  ceasM  to  charm : 
But  none  were  tir'd  when  artless  Hyla  sung. 
Though  something  rustic  warbled  from  her  tongue. 

Thus,  both  in  beauty  grew,  and  both  in  fame, 
Their  manners  different,  yet  their  charms  the  same. 
The  young  Arcadians,  tuneful  from  their  birth, 
To  love  devoted,  and  to  rural  ttiirth. 
Beheld,  and  fondly  lovM  the  royal  maids, 
And  sung  their  praise  in  valleys,  lawns,  and  glades ; — 
From  mom  to  latest  eve  they  wept,  and  sigh'd ; 
And  some  for  Daphne,  some  for  Hyla,  died : 
Each  day  new  presents  to  the  nymphs  they  bore, 
And  in  gay  order  spread  the  shining  store ; 
Some    beechen    bowls    and   polisbM    sheephooks 

brought. 
With  ebon  knots,  and  rtuds  of  silver  wrought ; 

«This  couplet  alludes  to  the  higher  Idyllia  of 
Theocritus;  as  the  EyMi/jun  tSt  nr«Xi/uuuinr,  the 
Amtjm^,  and  others  which  are  of  the  heroic  kind. 

3  <'  Ha  had  a  daughter,  his  only  child,  called 
Amaryllis.  She  was  a  virgin  of  a  most  enchanting 
beauty,  of  a  most  easy  and  unaffected  air;  but, 
having  been  bred  up  wholly  in  the  country,  was 
bashful  to  the  last  degree.*' 

*  "  She  had  a  voice  that  was  exceedingly  sweet ; 
yet  had  a  rusticity  in  her  tone,  which  however,  to 
most  who  heard  her,  seemed  an  additional  charm. 
Though  in  her  conversation,  in  general,  she  was 
>ery  engagiog,  yet  to  her  lovers,  who  were  nume- 
n>u8,  she  was  so  coy,  that  many  left  her  in  disgust 
alter  a  tedious  courtship,  and  matched  themselves 
Habere  they  were  better  received." 


Some  led  in  flowery  bands  the  playful  fawn, 
Or  bounding  roe,  that  spuraM  the  grassy  lawn  ; 
The  rest  on  nature*s  blooming  gifts  relied. 
And  raised  their  slender  hopes  on  beauty's  pride  : 
— But  the  coy  maids,  regardless  of  their  pain. 
Their  vows  derided,  and  their  plaintive  strain. 
Hence  some,  whom  love  with  lighter  flames  had  fir'df 
Broke  their  soft  flutes,  and  in  despair  retired  ; 
To  milder  damsels  told  their  amorous  tale. 
And  found  a  kinder  Daphne  in  the  vale. 

It  happened,  on  a  cheerful  mom  of  May, 
When  every  meadow  smil'd  in  fresh  array. 
The  shepherds,  rising  at  an  early  hour. 
In  crowds  assembled  round  the  regal  bower. 
There  hailM  in  sprightly  notes  the  peeHess  maids. 
And  tender  accents  trembled  through  the  glades. 
Menalcas,  whom  the  larks  with  many  a  lay 
Had  caird  ftx}m  slumber  at  the  dawn  of  day. 
By  chance  was  roving  through  a  bordering  dale. 
And  heard  tlie  swains  their  youthful  woes  bewail. 
He  knew  the  cause ;  for  long  his  prudent  mind 
To  sooth  their  cares  indulgently  designed  ; 
Slow  be  approach'd ;  then  wav*d  his  awftil  hand. 
And,  leaning  on  his  crook,  addressM  the  list'ning 
band. 

**  Arcadian  shepherds !  to  my  words  attend ; 
In  silence,  hear  your  monarch,  and  your  friend. 
Your  fraitless  pains,  which  none  can  disapprove, 
'  Excite  my  pity,  not  my  anger  move. 
Two  gentle  maids,  the  solace  of  my  age. 
Fill  adl  my  soul,  and  all  my  care  engage ; 
When  death  shall  join  me  to  the  pale-ey'd  throng. 
To  them  ray  sylvan  empire  will  belong; 
But,  lest  with  them  the  royal  line  should  fail. 
And  civil  discord  fill  this  happy  vale, 
Two  chosen  youths  the  beauteous  nymphs  must  wed. 
To  share  their  power,  and  grace  the  genial  bed  ; 
So  may  the  swains  our  ancient  laws  obey  a. 
And  all  Arcadia  own  their  potent  sway. 
But  what  sage  couusel  can  their  choice  direct  ? 
Whom  can  the  nymphs  prefer,  or  whom  reject  ? 
So  like  your  passion,  and  so  like  your  strain. 
That  all  desen'e,  yet  cannot  all  obtain. 
Hear  then  my  tale :  as  late,  by  fancy  led 
To  steep  Cyllene's  ever- vocal  hefid. 
With  winding  steps  I  wander'd  through  the  wood. 
And  pour'd  wild  notes ;  a  Faun  before  me  stood  ; 
A  flute  he  held,  which  as  he  sofUy  blew. 
The  feather'd  warblers  to  the  sound  he  drew  ; 
Then  to  my  hand  the  precious  gift  consigned. 
And  said,  *  Menalcas,  ease  thy  wondVing  mind  : 
This  pipe,  on  which  the  god  of  shepherds  play'd. 
When  love  inflam'd  him,  and  the  viewless  maid  ^» 
Receive  :  ev'n  Pan  thy  tuneful  skill  confess'd,   ■ 
And  afler  Pan  thy  lips  will  grace  it  best. 
Thy  daughter's  beauty  every  breast  inspires. 
And  all  thy  kingdom  glows  with  equal  fires : 


5  **  For  Menalcas  had  not  only  resolved  to  take 
a  son-in-law,  who  should  inviolably  maintain  the 
customs  of  his  family ;  but  had  received  one  even- 
ing, as  he  walked  in  the  fields,  a  pipe,  of  an  an- 
tique form,  from  a  Faun,  or,  as  some  say,  from 
Oberon  the  fairy,  with  a  particular  charge,  not  to 
bestow  his  daughter  on  any  one,  who  could  not 
play  the  same  tune  upon  it,  as  at  that  time  he  en-> 
tertained  him  with." 


«  Echo. 
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Bat  let  those  fiitor'd  yoatbs  alone  tucceed. 
Who  blow  with  matchless  art  this  heaveuly  read.* 
This  said,  be  disappeared.    Then  hear  my  will  '^ : 
Be  bold,  ye  lovers,  and  exert  your  skill ; 
Be  they  my.  sons,  who  sing  the  softest  strains, 
And  time  to  sweetest  notes  their  pleasing  pains; 
Bat  mark  !  whoe'er  shall,  by  too  harsh  a  lay, 
Ofleod  our  ears,  and  from  our  manners  stray, 
He,  for  our  fiivour,  and  our  throne  un6t. 
To  some  disgraceful  penance  must  submit" 

Be  ends  :  the  shepherds  at  his  words  rejoice. 
And  praise  their  sovereign  with  a  grateful  voice. 
Each  swain  believes  the  lovely  prize  his  own, 
And  sits  triumphant  on  th'  ideal  throne  j 
Kind  vanity  their  want  of  art  supplies. 
And  gives  indulgent  what  the  Muse  denies  ; 
Gay  vesb  and  flowery  garlands  each  prepares. 
And  each  the  dress,  that  suits  his  fancy,  wears. 

Now  deeper  blushes  ting'd  the  glowing  sky. 
And  eveniDg^  rais'd  her  silver  lamp  on  high ; 
When  in  a  bower,  by  Ladon*s  lucid  stream, 
Where  not  a  star  could  dart  bis  piercing  beam. 
So  thick  the  curlhig  eglantines  displayed. 
With  woodbines  join'd,  an  aromatic  shade — 
The  Either  of  the  blooming  nymphs  reclined,  , 
His  hoary  locks  with  sacred  laurel  twin'd  : 
The  royal  damsels,  seated  by  his  side, 
Shone  hke  two  flow'rs  in  summer's  fairest  pride : 

"^  "  When  the  time,  that  he  designed    to  give 
her  ID  marriage,  was  near  at  hand,  he  published  a 
decree,  wher^  he  invited  the  neighbouring  youths 
to  make   trial  of  this  musical  instrument,   with 
promise,  that  the  victor  should  possess  his  daughter, 
oo  oondition  that  the  vanquish^  should  submit  to 
what  punishment  he  thought  fit  to  inflicL     Those, 
who  were  not  yet  discouraged,   and  had  high  con- 
ceits of  their  own  worth,  appeared  on  the  appointed 
day,  m  a  dress  and  equipage  suiuble  to  their  re- 
ipective  fancies.     The  place  of  meeting    was   a 
iowery  meadow,   through  which  a  clear  sUeam 
muimnred   in   many    irregular   meanders.    The 
ibepberds  made  a  spacious  ring  for  the  contending 
k>fen;  and  in  one  part  of  it  there  sat  upon  a  little 
throne  of  turf,  under  an  arch  of  eglantine  and  wood- 
bine!, the  bther  of  the  maid,  and  at  his  right  hand 
the  dbimad  crowned  with  roses  and  lilies.     She  wore 
a  flyn^  robe  of  a  slight  green  stuff;  she  had  her 
ibcepbook  in  ode  hand,  and  the  feul  pipe  in  the 
other.    The  flrst,  who  approached  her,  was  a  youth 
of  a  graoefid  prewnce  and  a  courtly  air,  but  dressed 
in  a  richer  babit  than  had  ever  been  seen  in  Arcadia. 
He  wore  a  crimson  vest,  cut,  indeed,  after  the 
shepherd**  £sshioo,  butsoeoiiched  with  embroidery, 
uxl  sparkling  with  jewels,  that  the  eyes  of  the 
spectators  were  diverted,  firom  considering  ihe  mode 
of  the  garuient,  by  the  dazzling  of  the  ornaments. 
His  head  »as  covered  with  a  plume  of  feathers,  and 
bis  shecpfaook  glittered  with  gold  and  enamel.  He 
appUed  the  pipe  to  his  lips,  and  began   a  tune, 
wfaicb  be  set  off  with  so  many  graces  and  quavers, 
that  the  shepherds  and  shepherdesses,    who  had 
paired  themselves  in  order  to  dance,  could  not 
foUuw  it ;  as  indeed  it  required  great  skill  and  re- 
gularity uf  stepa,  which  they  had  never  been  bred 
to.     Menalcas  ordered  him  to  be  stripped  of  his 
coKly  robes,  and  to  be  clad  in  a  russet  weed,  and 
to  tend  the  flocks  in  the  valleys  for  a  year  and  a 


The  swains  before  them  crowded  in  a  nng. 
Prepared  to  blow  the  flute,  or  sweetly  sing. 

First,  in  the  midst  a  graceful  youth  arose. 
Bom  in  those  fields  where  crystal  SMe  flows  : 
His  air  was  courtly,  his  complexion  fair ; 
And  rich  perfumes  shed  sweetness  from  his  hair, , 
That  o*er  his  shoulder  wav'd  in  flofwing  curls. 
With  roses  braided,  and  inwreath'd  with  pearls : 
A  wand  of  cedar  for  hb  crook  he  bore ; 
His  slender  foot  th'  Arcadian  sandal  wore. 
Yet  that  so  rich,  it  seem'd  to  fear  the  ground. 
With  beammg  gems  and  silken  ribands  bound ; 
The  plumage  of  an  ostrich  inac*d  bis  head. 
And    with   embro'ider'd   flow'rs    his   mantle   waf 

overspread. 
He  sung  the  darling  of  th*  Idalian  queen  s, 
FalFn  in  his  prime  on  sad  Cythera's  green ; 
When  weeping  Graces  left  the  faded  plains. 
And  tnn'd  their  strings  to  elegiac  strains ; 
While  mourning  loves  the  tender  burden  bore, 
'*  Adonis,  fair  Adonis,  charms  no  more.'* 
The  theme  displeas'd  the  nymph,  whose  ruder  ear 
The  tales  of  simple  shepherds  lov'd  to  bear. 
The  maids  and  youths,  who  saw  the  swain  advance. 
And  take  the  fatal  pipe,  prepared  to  dance : 
So  wildly,  so  affectedly,  he  play'd. 
His  tune  so  various  anid  uncouth  he  made. 
That  not  a  dancer  could  in  cadence  move. 
And  not  a  nymph  the  quaver'd  notes  approve  : 
They  broke  their  ranks,  and  join'd  the  circling 

train, 
While  bursts  of  laughter  sounded  o'er  the  plain. 
Menalcas  rais'd  his  hand,  and  bade  retire 
The  silken  courtier  from  th'  Arcadian  choir: 
Two  eager  shepherds,  at  the  king's  command. 
Rent  his  gay  plume,  and  snapp'd  his  polish'd  wand  ; 
They  tore  his  vest,  and  o'er  his  bosom  threw 
A  weed  of  homely  grain  and  russet  hue ; 
Then  fill'd  with  wither'd  herbs  his  scented  locks. 
And  scornful  drove  him  to  the  low-brow'd  rocks ; 
There  doom'd  to  rove,  deserted  and  forlorn, 
Till  thrice  the  Moon  had  arch'd  her  silver  bom. 

The  next  that  rose,  and  took  the  mystic  reed, 
Was  wrapp'd,  ungraceful,  in  a  sordid  weed  ^  ; 
A  shaggy  hide  was  o'er  his  shoulder  spread ; 
And  wreaths  of  noxious  darnel  bound  his  head ; 
Unshorn  his  beard,  and  tangled  was  his  hair ; 
He  rudely  walk'd,  and  thus  address'd  the  fciir : 
*«  My  kids  I  fondle,  and  my  lambs  I  kiss ; 
Ah !  grant,  sweet  maid,  a  more  delighful  bliss." 

I 
9  See  Bion,  Moschns,  8qc. 

9  **  The  second,  that  appeared,  was  in  a  very  diffe- 
rent garb.  He  was  clothed  in  a  garment  of  rough 
goat-skins,  his  air  was  matted,  his  beard  neglected ; 
in  his  person  uncouth,  and  awkward  in  his  gait. 
He  came  up  fleering  to  the  nympb,  and  told  her, 
'  He  had  hugged  his  lambs  and  kissed  his  young 
kids,  but  he  hoped  to  kiss  one  that  was  sweeter.' 
The  fair  one  blushed  with  modesty  and  anger,  and 
prayed,  secretly,  against  him  as  she  gave  him  the 
pipe.  He  snatched  it  from  her,  but  with  great  dif- 
ficulty made  it  sound ;  which  was  in  such  harsh 
and  jarring  notes,  that  the  shepherds  cried  out  one 
and  all  that  he  understood  no  music.  He  was  im- 
mediately ordered  to  the  most  craggy  parts  of 
Arcadia,  to  keep  the  goats,  and  commanded  never 
to  touch  a  pipe  any  more.** 
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The  damtels  blasb  with  anger  and  difdain. 
And  tarn  indignant  firom  the  shameless  swain  ; 
To  Pan  in  silence,  and  to  TiOTe,  they  pray, 
To  make  his  iwic  hateful  as  his  lay. 
The  gods  assent:  the  flute  he  roughly  takes, 
And  scarce,  with  pain,  a  grating  munnur  makes : 
But  when,  in  jarring  notes,  he  forced  his  song, 
Just  indignation  fir'd  the  rural  throng : 
"*'  Shame  of  Arcadia's  bowers  I**  the  youth  exclaim, 
"Whose  tuneless  lays  disgrace  a  shepherd's  name  i" 
The  watchful  heralds,  at  Menalcas'  nod, 
Pursued  the  rustic  with  a  vengeful  rod ; 
Condemned  three  summers  on  the  rocky  shore 
To  feed  his  goats,  and  touch  a  pipe  no  more. 
Now  to  the  rinsr  a  portly  swain  advanc*d. 
Who  neither  wholly  walked  nor  wholly  danc'd  ***; 
Yet  mov'd  m  pain,  so  close  his  crimson  vest 
Was  clasp'd  uneasy  o'er  his  straining  breast : 
"  Fair  nymph  I''  said  he,  "  the  roses,  which  you 

wear. 
Your  charms  improve  not,  but  their  own  impair  i^'* 
The  maids,  unus'd  to  flowers  of  eloquence,    [sense. 
SmiPd  at  the  words,  but  could  not  guess  their 
When  in  his  hand  the  sacred  reed  he  took. 
Long  time  he  viewed  it  with  a  pensive  look ; 
Then  gave  it  breath*  and  rais'd  a  shriller  note 
Then  when  the  bird  of  morning  swells  his  throat ; 
Through  every  interval,  now  kwr,  now  high. 
Swift,  o'er  the  stops  hb  fingers  seeroM  to  fly : 
The  youths,  who  heard  such  music  with  surprise, 
GazM  on  the  tuneful  bard  with  wondVing  eyes: 
He  taw  With  secret  pride  their  deep  amaze, 
Then  said,  **  Arcadia  shall  resound  my  praise. 
And  every  clime  my  powerfol  art  shall  own  ; 
This,  thb,  ye  swains,  is  melody  alonjg : 
To  me  Amphion  taught  the  heavenly  strains, 
Ampbion,  bom  on  rich  Hesperian  plains  ^." 
To  whom  Menalcas  :  *'  Stranger  I  we  admire 
Thy  notes  melodious,  and  thy  rapturous  fire  ; 
But  ere  to  these  fair  valleys  thou  return. 
Adopt  our  manners,  and  our  language  learn : 
Some  aged  shepherd  shall  thy  air  improve. 
And  teach  thee  how  to  speak,  and  bow  to  move." 


10  -"  The  third  that  advanced,  appeared  in  clothes 
that  were  so  strait  and  uneasy  to  him,  that  he 
seemed  to  tflove  in  pain.  He  marched  up  to  the 
maklen  with  a  thoughtful  look,  and  stately  pace, 
and  said,  '  Divine  Amaryllis,  you  wear  not  those 
roses  to  improve  your  beauty,  but  to  make  them 
ashamed.'  As  she  did  not  comprehend  his  mean- 
ing, she  presented  tlie  instrument  without  reply. 
The  tune  that  he  played  was  so  intricate  and  per- 
'  plezing,  that  the  shepherds  stood  still  like  people 
astonished  and  confounded." 

"  See  Tasso,  Ouarini,  Fontipelle,  Gimoens,  Gar- 
cilasso,  and  Lope  dc  la  Vega ;  and  other  writers  of 
pastorals  in  Italian,  French,  Portuguese,  and  Span- 
ish. * 

IS  "  In  vain  did  he  plead  that  it  was  the  perfection 
«f  music,  oompos'd  by  the  most  skilful  master  of 
Hesperia.  Menalcas,  finding  thit  he  was  a 
stranger,  hospitably  took  compassion  on  him,  and 
delivered  him  to  an  old  riiepherd,  who  was  ordered 
to  get  him  clothes  that  woukl  fit  him,  and  teach 
him  how  to  speak  plain."    . 


Soon  to  the  bowV  a  modest  stripling  came. 
Fairest  of  swains  >3 ;  and  Tityros  his  name  **  r 
Mild  was  his  look  ;  an  easy  grace  he  show*d  ; 
And  o'er  his  beauteous  limbs  a  decent  mantis 

flow'd : 
As  through  the  crowd  he  press'd,  the  sylvan  choir 
His  mien  applauded,  and  his  neat  attire  ; 
And  Daphne,  yet  untaught  in  amorous  lore. 
Felt  strange  desires,  and  pains  unknown  befdre. 
He  now  begins :  the  dancing  hills  attend,. 
And  knotty  oaks  from  moontain-tops  descend  :— • 
He  sings  of  swains  beneath  the  beechen  shade. 
When  k>vely  Amaryllis  filld  the  glade  i^  ; 
Next,  in  a  sympathizing  lay,  complains 
Of  love  unpitied,  and  the  lover's  pains  : 
But  when  with  art  the  hallowM  pipe  he  blew. 
What  deep  attention  hushed  the  rival  crew. 
He  play'd  so  sweetly,  and  so  sweetly  sung. 
That  on  each  note  th'  enraptur'd  audience  hong  ; 
Ev'n  bUie-hair'd  nymphs    from    LadoiVs    limpid 

stream, 
Rais'd  their  bright  heads,  and  rnten'd  to  the  theme ; 
Then,    through  the  yielding  waves,   in  transport 

glanc'd ; 
Whilst  on  the  banks  the  joyful  shepherds  danc'd  : 
"  We  oft,"  said  they,  «*  at  close  of  evening  flow'rs. 
Have  heard  siich  music  in  the  vocal  bow'rs  : 
We  wonder'd  ;  for  we  thought  some  amorous  god. 
That  on  a  silver  moonbeam  swiftly  rode. 
Had  fann'd,  with  starry  plumes,  the  floating  air. 
And  touch'd  his  harp,  to  charm  some  mortal  fiiir.** 
He  ended  ;  and,  as  rolling  billows  loud. 
His  praise  resounded  from  the  circling  crowd. 
The  clamorous  tumalt  softly  to  compose. 
High  in  the  midst,  the  plaintive  Colin  ^'  rose. 
Bom  on  the  lilied  banks  of  royal  Thame, 
Which  oft  had  rung  with  Rosalinda's  name  ; 
Fair,  yet  neglected ;  neat,  yet  unadom'd ; 
The  pride  of  dress,  and  flowers  of  art,  he  8com*d; 
And,  like  the  nymph  who  fir'd  his  youthful  breast^ 
Green  were  his  buskins,  green  his  simple  vest : 
With  carel^  ease  his  rustic  lays  he  sung. 
And  melody  flow'd  smoothly  from  his  tongue :  " 

Of  June's  gay  fruits  and  August's  com  he  toM, 
The  bloom  of  April  and  Decembar*8  cold  ; 

'5  "  The  fourth,  that  stepped  forward,  was  young 
Amyntas,  the  most  beautiful  of  all  the  Arcadian 
swains,  secretly  beloved  by  Amaryllis.  He  wore, 
that  day,  the  same  colours  as  the  maid  for  whom 
he  sighed.  He  moved  towards  her  with  an  easy, 
but  unassured  air  :  she  blushed  as  he  came  near 
her;  and  when  she  gave  him  the  fatal  present, 
they  both  trembled,  but  neither  could  speak. 
Having  secretly  breathed  his  vows  to  the  gods,  be 
poured  forth  such  melodious  notes,  that,  thongh 
they  were  a  little  wild  and  irregular,  they  filled 
every  heart  with  delight  The  swains  immediately 
mingled  in  the  dance ;  and  the  old  shepherds  af- 
firmed, that  they  had  often  heard  such  music  by 
night,  which  they  imagined  to  be  played  by  some  of 
the  rural  deities." 

**  The  name  supposed  to  be  taken  by  Virgil  in 
his  first  pastoral. 

»^  Formosam  resonare  doces  Amaryllida  sylvam. 

Vtix. 

>^  Colin  is  the  name  that  Spenser  takes  in  his 
pastorals;  and  Rosalinda  is  that,  onder  which  be 
celebrates  his  mistress. 
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The  Wweg  of  shepher^^t  and  Iheir  harmleas  cheer 
In  evrry  mfimth  that  tlt^ks  the  varied  year  ''^. 
Now  on  t\\t  flute  Willi  equal  gi-aee  be  plny'd, 
And  hii  Koft  tiiiinb«ri  died  ihmg  the  shade  ; 
The  ^VilfuJ  d^Ticeri  to  hi^  ^cciiU  mov^d, 
Attd  erpry  t^icp  bis  ea^y  time  approved  ; 
Ev*n  Hyla,  bfofuning  muMJ,  admirM  the  strain^ 
While  IhroEiirh  her  bimxm  ^hot  »  pteafiiog  jjain. 

Now  all  were  hnshW  :   no  rii*al  ilqr^i  arisu ; 
J*alo  were  thi'iT  dhwits,  and  full  of  tears  their  eyes, 
MermlcaAf  rising  from  his  flowery  seit. 
Thus,  wFth  *  voice  mnjcsticaMy  sweety 
Addressed  th*  attentive  thraijf  i   "  Arcadiana,  hear  J 
The  sky  fniws  dark,  and  beamy  stars  appear : 
Haste  to  tiK?  vale  ;  the  bridal  bower*  prepare  ; 
Ai»d  hail  with  jny  Mpnal(;ns*  timefid  heir, 
Tboti,  "ritjTu*,  (jf  swains  the  pride  and  grticej 
Shnlt  f'laj^  toh  Daphne  in  thy  fond  embfrace  : 
And  Ihon,  young  Odifi,  in  thy  willinjr  arms 
Shalt  fjld  my  Hyla^  fair  in  name  ehnmis. 
O'er  these  sweet  pUiii*  divided  rmpire  hold. 
And  to  your  late^^t  race  transrmit  an  age  oT  gold. 
What  ^jjliindid  visions  rise  liefore  my  *igfht. 
And  fill  my  ajted  husom  with  delight  ! 
Hencefijrth  of  war^  and  conqncst  shall  ytw  sing  '*, 
*  Arms  and  the  roan'  in  every  clime  shall  ring: 
Thy  Muse,  Tw>ld  Marn,  Tilyrm  no  more. 
Shall  tell  of  ehicfs  thil  left  the  Phrygian  shore. 
Sad  Dido's  love  and  Venus'  wandering  son, 
The  l,atiftn?  vanquished,  ami  Li^yinia  woti. 
And  tbou,  O  C«lio  !  heaven -descended  youths 
Shall  hide  tn  fiction's  vieil  the  e harms  of  tnith  ; 
Tby  notes  the  sting  of  sorrow  t^hall  beguile, 
And  «morith  the  hrov  of  an^iish  till  itsAile ; 
Notes,  that  a  sweet  Klysian  dream  cEin  raise^ 
And  Jead  rh*  enchafitcil  sfml  through  fancy's  maze  j 
Thy  verse  shall  shine  with  GlaHanu's  name. 
And  fill  the  world  with  Britdin's  cjidless  fama/* 

To  Tityms,  then,  he  gave  the  sacred  flute, 
And  bade  hti  sons  iheir  blushing  brides  salute  ^^| 
Whibt  all  the  train  a  lay  of  triumph  iimg. 
Till  mountains  echo*d,  and  till  valleys  ning. 

While  thai,  with  mirth,  they   tun'd  the  nuptial 
strain  ^\ 
A  youth,  too  late,  was  hastening  o*cr  the  plain, 

IT  See  the  Shepherd's  Kalendar. 

**  This  prophecy  of  Mejialcas  alludes  to  the 
JEucid  of  Virgil,  and  the  Fairy-Queen  of  Spender, 

IS  *'  The  ?jood  old  man  leaped  from  his  throne, 
and,  after  he  bad  embraead  him,  prei^i.'inted  bim  tu 
his  daughter,  wbicb  caused  a  general  aeelautation**' 

2P  u  While  they  were  in  the  midst  of  their  joy, 
they  were  ^urpn^ed  wiUi  a  very  odd  app^aratice. 
A  person,  in  a  blue  mantle,  crowned  with  sedges 
*ad  rushes,  stepped  into  the  midst  of  the  riug^.  He 
had  an  angling  rod  in  his  hand,  a  pannier  ui>on  his 
back;  and  a  pourmt^agre  wreteh  in  wet  elothesear- 
ried  some  oysier*  before  bim.  Being  askfd,  whence 
he  came,  and  whnt  be  wa^*,  he  tuld  them  hv  was 
come  to  invite  Amaryllis  from  the  plntn$  ta  tbesiea' 
shore  j  that  his  sub§;tance  coosiAtod  in  sea  calvcsi  ; 
2nd  that  he  was  acquainted  with  the  Nereids  and 
Kaiadft.  '  Art  thou  Bcquaint4?d  with  the  Kaiads?' 
said  Menalca^i  *  to  thrni  shalt  thou  return.'  The 
shepherds  i mmediitP I y  hoiked  him  up,  as  an  enemy 
to  Arcadia,  and  plungnl  htm  in  the  river,  where  he 
sunk,  and  wa.4  never  hciird  of  si  ace. 

Vou  XVllL 


Clad  in  a  Aowinf  vest  of  azure  hue; 
Blue  were  hh  «andals,  ami  hi*  pirdle  blue  ^i  : 
A  stave,  ill -dressed  and  mean,  behjiid  him  bore 
An  osier  basket,  fillM  with  fiihy  store, — 
The  Jobster,  with  bis  sable  armour  bold  | 
The  tasteful  muUet,  decked  with  scaler  of  gold; 
Bright  perch,  the  tyrant  of  the  finny  hn.-ed  j 
AlkI  greyliugs  sweet,  that  crop  the  fra|^r.-int  w^d  : 
Amoii^  them  shells  of  many  a  tint  appear  i 
The  heart  of  Venus,  and  her  pearly  ear  ^^  ; 
The  nautilui,  on  curling  billows  born  ; 
And  scallops,  by  the  wandering  pilijrim  worn  ; 
Sime  dropped  with  silver,  some  with  purple  dye; 
With  all  the  rai?e  that  seas  or  streams  supply  : — » 
A  net  and  angle  o'er  hi*  shoulder  hung  : 
l'bu!»  was  the  stranger  clad  :^^-and  thui  he  sung  : 
"  Ah  1  lovely  damsel,  leave  thy  simple  stiecpj 
•Tis  Eweeler  in  liie  sea- worn  rock  to  sleep; 
There,  shall  thy  line  the  scaly  «hoaU  betray^ 
And  S|X!rt:^,  unknown  btfore,  beguile  the  day  | 
To  guide  o'er  rolling  wave?  the  dancing  skiff, 
Or  p)uE.'k  tlie  s^nipbirefrom  tb'  impending  cliff: 
My  rapturous  uritefi  the  blue  e^'d  Nereid ji  praise. 
And  silver-footecl  Nniadsbear  my  lays/* 
**  To  theiu/*  Menaleajt  said,  "  thy  ti umbers  pour ; 
Imult  our  Aocks  »iulbii«&fut  rales  no  mure.*' 
He  spoke  :  the  heralds  knew  their  sovereign's  will, 
Aud  burl'd  the  iisber  down  the  sloping  hill : 
Ueadloug  be  pUmg'd  beneath  the  liquid  plain; 
(But  not  a  nymph  rcfresv'd  the  falling  swaio  j ) 
Then,  dropping,  rrwei  and,  bke  the  rushing  wind^ 
Impetuous  fled,  nor  ca-^t  a  look  behind ; 
He  sought  the  poplar'd  banki  of  winding  Po  *3,     ^ 
But  ithunn'd  the  meads  where  Ladon's  wMftrs  Kow, 
Ere  through  nine  radiiint  signs  the  Earning  Sun 
Tlis  eourite  resplendent  in  the  zodiac  run  '^*  , 
Tlie  ro5*al  darnels,  bathful  now  no  more, 
Two  kfVely  boys  on  one  glad  utoruiug  bore  ; 
From  blooming  Daphne  fair  Alestis  tiprung, 
And  Ldinet  ou  Bylaws  bosom  bun^  j 
Both  o'er  ihe  valetfof  jsweset  Arcadia  reign'd. 
And  both  ihe  manners  of  their  sires  retain 'd  i 
Aleadf,  feiror  than  a  morn  of  May  ^, 
In  glades  and  forests  liin'd  his  rural  lay, 
More  eo<t  than  rilb  that  th rough  the  valley  fl(m. 
Or  vernal  gale^  that  o'er  the  violets  blow^ 
He  sung  the  tender  woea  of  artless  swutns. 
Their  tuneful  cont*s^t5,  and  their  amnrous  pams  • 
When  early  spriug  ha*  wak'd  the  breathing  flttw'rs. 
Or  winter  baogn  with  frost  the  $dv'ry  bow'rt  :-=— 
But  Ccdinet  in  ruder  numbers  tells 
7*be  loves  of  rustics,  and  fair-boding,  spells  2*  j 

"  See  Sannaxaro,  On^.^n\  Pbineas  Fletcher,  and 
other  writers  of  piscatory  ecloiryes* 

<^  Venus''^  h<rart  and  Venus ''s  ear  are  the  oaoies 
of  two  vtTy  Iteautiful  shells* 

^  This  alluiks  to  the  IjiI'u  compositions  of  San- 
na?;ariu<4  ■  which  have  great  merit  in  I  heir  krml. 

'i*  **  Amynta^  and  AmarylUs  liveil  a  Inug  and  hap- 
py life,  and  governed  tlie  vales  of  Arcadia,  Tlieir 
iceiie ration  wai  very  long  lived,  there  having  been 
but  four  descents  in  abuve  two  thousand  yearSL 
His  heir  was  called  Thih^ntus,  who  left  hi^  dumi- 
nions  to  Virgil.  VMrs^il  left  hi*^  to  bis  son  Spenser^ 
^uid  Spenser  was  suctietdjiid  by  his  eldest^born  Phi- 
lips/' 

^5  Seti  Pope's  Pastoral  i. 

^  See  tbc  Shepberd'i 
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Siogi  how  tbey  nmply  pus  the  livekmg  day, 
And  softly  mooro,  or  ionocently  play. 

Since  them  no  ihepberd  rules  th*  Arcadian  inead> 
But  silent  bangs  Menalcas'  fatal  reed. 


C  A  I  S  S  A: 

oa 

THE  GAME  OF  CHESS: 

A   POEM. 

ItVriitm  in  1763.] 

ADVEITISIMBMT. 

The  first  idea  of  the  following  piece,  was  taken 
from  a  Latin  poem  of  Vida,  entitled  Scacchia 
Lodas,  which  was  translated  into  Italian  hy  Ma- 
rino, and  inserted  in  the  fifteenth  canto  of  his 
Adonis :  the  author  thought  it  fair  to  make  an 
acknowledgment,  in  the  notes,  for  the  passages 
which  he  borrowed  from  those  two  poets ;  but  he 
must  also  do  them  the  justice  to  declare,  that 
most  of  the  descripttoos,  and  the  whole  story  of 
(^issa,  which  is  written  in  imitation  of  Orid, 
are  his  own,  and  their  faults  must  be  imputed 
to  him  only.  The  characters  in  the  poem  are  no 
less  imaginary  than  those  in  the  episode;  in 
wluch  the  i»Tention  of^cheu  is  poetically  ascribed 
to  Mars,  though  it  is  certain  Uiat  the  game  was 
originally  brought  from  India, 

Of  armies  on  the  chequer'd  field  array'd  <, 
And  guiltless  war  in  pleasing  form  displayed ; 
When  two  bold  kings  contend  with  vain  alarms. 
In  ivory  this,  and  that  m  ebon  arms; 
Sing,  sportive  maids,  that  haunt  the  sacred  hill 
Of  Pindus,  and  the  fam'd  Pierian  rill. 
Thou,  joy  of  all  below,  and  all  above  *, 
Mild  Venus,  queen  of  laughter,  queen  of  love; 
Leave  thy  bright  island,  where  on  many  a  rose 
And  many  a  pink  thy  blooming  train  repose : 
Assist  me,  goddess !  since  a  lovely  pair 
Command  my  song,  like  thee  divinely  fair.  • 

Near  yon  cool  stream,  whose  living  waters  play. 
And  rise  translucent,  in  the  solar  ray; 
Beneath  the  covert  of  a  fragrant  bbw*r. 
Where  Spring's  soft  influence  purpled  every  flow'r; 
Two  smiling  nymphs  reclinM  in  (^m  retreat. 
And  envying  blussomK  crowded  round  their  seat ; 
Here,  Delia  was  enthroned ;  and,  by  her  side. 
The  sweet  Sirena ;  both,  in  beauty's  pride : 

iMrrAiioNs. 
1  Ludimus  efilgiem*  belli,  simulataque  verii 
t^nella,  buxo  acies  fictas,  ^t  ludicra  regna : 
Ut  gemini  inter  se  reges,  albusque  nigerque^ 
Pro  laude  oppositi  certent  bicoloribus  armis. 
Dicite,  Seriades  Nymphib,  certamina  tant^ 

Vida. 

s  Aneadum  genitrix,  hominttta  divfimque  vdup- 
tas. 
Alma  Venus  f  Itc  Laeretius« 


Thus  shtiBe  two  roses,  finesh  Irith  early  bloom. 
That  from  their  native  stalk  dispense  perfume  | 
Tbeir  leaves  unfolding  to  the  dawning  day. 
Gems  of  the  glowing  ineadi^  and  eyes  of  May* 
A  band  of  jrouths  and  damsels  sat  around. 
Their  flowing  locks  with  braided  mjrrtle  bound  $ 
Agatis,  in  the  graceful  dance  admir'd. 
And  gentle  Thyrsis,  by  the  Muse  inspired  ; 
With  Sylvia,  fairest  of  the  mirthful  train ; 
And  Daphnis,  doomed  to  love,  yet  love  in  vain. 
Now,  whilst  a  purer  blush  overspreads  her  cheeks. 
With  soothing  accents  thus  Sirena  speaks :     [light, 

"  The  meads  and  lawns  are  thig*d  with  beany 
And  wakeful  larks  begin  their  vocal  flight : 
Whilst  on  each  bank  the  dew-drops  sweetly  soule  ; 
What  sport,  my  Delia,  shall  the  hours  beguile  ? 
Shall  heavenly  notes,  prolonged  with  various  art. 
Charm  the  food  ear,  and  warm  the  rapturous  heart? 
At  distance  shall  we  view  the  sylvan  chase ; 
Or  catch  with  silken  lines  the  finny  race  ?'* 

Then  Delia  thus :  *'  Or,  rather  since  we  meet 
By  chance  assembled  in  this  cool  retreat. 
In  artful  contest  let  our  warlike  train 
Move,  well-directed,  o*er  the  coloured  plain ; 
Daphtiis,  who  taught  us  first,  the  play  shall  guide; 
Explain  its  laws,  and  o'er  the  field  preside : 
No  prize  we  need,  our  ardour  to  inflame ; 
We  fight  with  pleasure,  if  we  fight  for  fame.'* 

The  nymph  consents :  the  maids  and  youths  pre- 
To  view  the  combat,  and  the  sport  to  share ;  [  pare 
But  Daphnis  most  approved  the  bold  design, 
Whom  Love  instructed,  and  the  tuneful  Nine. 
He  rose ;  and  on  the  cedar  table  plac'd 
A  polish'd  board,  with  differing  colours  grac'd; 
Squares  eight  times  eight  in  equal  order  lie  3, 
These  bright  as  snow,  those  dark  with  sable  dye  ; 
Like  the  broad  target  by  the  tortoise  bom. 
Or  like  the  hide  by  spotted  panthers  worn. 
Then  from  a  chest,  with  harmless  heroes  stor'd. 
O'er  the  smooth  plain  two  well-wrought  hosts  lie 

pour'd ; 
The  champions  bum'd,  their  rivals  to  assail. 
Twice  eight  in  black,  twice  eight  in  milkwhite 

mail  *; 
In  shape  and  station 'different,  as  in  name. 
Their  motions  various,  nor  their  pow'r  the  same. 
Say,  Muse  t  (for  Jove  has  nought  from  thee  coo- 
Who  form'd  the  legions  on  the  level  field  ?  [ceal'd) 

High  in  the  midst,  the  reverend  kings  appear. 
And  o*er  the  rest  their  pearly  sceptres  rear : 
One  solemn  step,  mi^etftically  slow. 
They  gravely  move,  and  shun  the  dangerooi  foe; 
If  e'er  they  call,  the  watchful  sutgects  spring. 
And  die  with  rapture  if  they  save  their  king  ; 

'   Sexaginta  insunt  et  quatuor  ordine  sedcs 
Octono ;  parte  ex  omni,  via  limite  quadrat 
Ordinibus  paribus ;  necnon  forma  omnibus  una 
Sedibus,  asquale  et  spatium,  sed  non  color  untis : 
Alternant  semper  varisB,  subeuntque  vicissim 
Albentes  nigris ;  testudo  picta  sqpeme 
Qualia  devau>  gestat  discrimina  terga 

Vida. 

*  Agmina  bina  pari  nomerooue,  et  viribus  asquify 
Bis  niveA  cum  veste  octo,  totidemque  nigranti. 
Ut  varin  facies,  pariter  sunt  et  sua  ouique 
Nomina,  diversum  muous,  non  ssqua  protestas. 

Vida. 
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On  him  the  glory  of  the  ^oy  cJepeodi, 
He  once  imprison'd,  all  the  conflicl  end*. 

The  queens  ejtwltmff  ne^r  their  ean^iTtA  sUnd; 
Each  liearii  a  dcndly  falchion  in  her  hami  j 
Now  here,  now  there,  they  btumd  with  furioan  pride, 
Jind  thin  the  trembling  ranki  ffom  »ide  to  tiide : 
Swift  as  Camilla  flying  o'er  the  main,  | 

Or  hghtfy  skimming  o'er  the  dewy  pkm  :  | 

Fkrce  as  they  seem,  some  bold  plebeirtn  iipear 
May  pierce  their  shit  Id,  or  *top  their  full  canter. 

Tlie  valianl  gruartk,  their  minds  on  Inivoc  b^nt, 
Fdl  the  next  sqnares^  and  watch  the  royal  trnt ;         | 
Thfliigh  weak  their  spears,  thuugh  dwartiih  lie  their  , 
height,  ! 

Compact  they  move,  the  bulwaik  of  the  fight  ^. 

To  right  and  Lefl  the  niartial  wing^  dtspliiy 
Their  shining  arms,  and  stand  in  close  array. 
Behold  !  foiir  archers,  eager  to  advance. 
Send  the  light  reed,  and  rush  with  cidelong  glatice  : 
Tlirongh  angles,  ever,  they  a^isault  the  fa«. 
True  to  the  colour,  which  at  first  they  chose. 
Then  four  bold  knigbts,   for  courage  fatn-d  and 

speed, 
Each  knight  exalted  on  i  prancing  ji^eed  : 
Their  arching  cour^  no  vnlgar  It  mil  knowa  ^, 
Tranavetse  they  kap,  and  aim  iutitlt<^us  hlow^ : 
Nor  frietidi,  nor  foes,  their  rapid  furre  restrain, 
B^  ooequkk  hound  two  changing  squares  they  gain ; 
from  varying  hues  rciww  the  fierte  attack. 
And  ruth  from  black  to  white,  from  white  la  black* 
Four  sotemn  elephanu  the  sidei  defeud  ; 
Beneath  the  toad  of  ponderous  towers  they  bend  ; 
Jnone  unalter'd  line  they  tempt  the  fight  j 
Now  crush  the  Irft,  and  now  o'erwhelm  the  right 
Bright  in  the  front  the  dauntless  M»ldicn  raise 
Their  polish'd  sj>ears  ■  their  steely  helmets  blaze  ; 
Prcpar'd  they  stai>d  the  ditrin^  foe  to  strike ; 
Direct  their  progress,  bnt  their  wounds  nblrque. 

Now  gwdl  the  embattled  trcM>p!^  with  ht^tik  rage. 
And  clang  their  shields,  impatient  lo  engixge  ; 
When  Daphnis  thus  ;  **  A  varied  plain  behold  ; 
Wlieiie  fairy  kin^rs  Iheir  mimic  tents  unfold, 
Ai  Oberon,  and  Mab^  his  wayward  qneen, 
X^ead  forth  their  arrwies  on  the  daisied  green, 
Na  mortal  had  the  wondrous  sport  contrived. 
By  gods  iinventett,  and  from  gods  derived  j 
From  them  the  British  nymphs  receiv^'d  thegmme  \ 
And  play  each  mom  beneath  the  crystal  Tliame^ 


*  The  chief  art  in  the  tactics  of  Chess  ronsists,  in 
the  nice  cotiduct  of  the  royal  pawna  ;  in  supporting 
them  agaioet  every  attack  ;  and,  if  they  are  taken, 
in  supplying  their  places  with  others  equally  EiUpport- 
ed  :  a  principle,  on  which  the  success  of  the  gaoie 
m  great  m^sure  dejiends,  though  it  seemi  to  be 
omitted  by  the  very  accurate  Vida. 

^11  c^vallo  leggier  per  dritla  lista, 
Gjrme  gli  altri,  Parringo  unqua  tion  iende, 
Bli  la  lizza  atlra versa,  e  fieto  in  vista 
Curvo  in  giro,  e  lunato  il  salto  I'tcnde, 
E  sempre  tvcl  salUr  due  ca*c  aeqiiiita. 
Quel  colore  abbandona,  e  questo  prende. 

Marino,  Adone.  15. 

^  Quae  quondam  sub  aquis  gaudent  spedacla  taeri 
Nereides,  vnfltique  omuls  gens  accola  ponti  ; 
Siquandii  placid um  marc,  et  bunikla  tegna  quie- 
r^"t.  Vida, 


Hi^ar  tlnen  the  tale,  which  tliey  to  CotSn  fungp 
As  idling  o'er  the  lucid  wave  he  hung* 

"  A  I  lively  Dryad  ranged  the  Thrai  ian  wild^ 
Her  air  enchanting  and  her  aspect  mild  ; 
To  cha?cthe  Ixjunding  ban  wat:  all  her  joy, 
Averswr  frf^rn  Nymeri,  and  the  Cyprian  boy  ^ 
O'er  hills  nnd  valltys  was  her  be-iuty  fam'd. 
And  fair  (.raissa  vtmt  the  daiiifel  nani'd. 
Mam  saw  Ihe  maid ;  with  deep  nju  rpri^  be  gaz^d, 
AdmirM  hf-r  4iafie,  and  e^ery  gesture  prats'd  : 
Hi$  golden  bow  the  child  of  Vet u is  bent, 
And  through  his  breast  a  pieremg  arirjw  sent: 
The  reed  wa^  hope  ^  th<-  feathers,  keen  desire  ; 
The  point,  ht  r  eyi-*  ;  tUe  barbs,  ethereal  tiie. 
Sorm  Ui  the  nymph  he  pour'd  his  temler  strain ^ 
The  haughty  Dry^id  wxirnM  hisamofuus  pain; 
He  tnid  his  woes,  whereVr  the  maid  he  found. 
And  ttdl  he  pressed,  yet  still  Cajxi^n  fro^rn'd  * 
But  ev'n  h*^r  frowns  (ah,   what  might  smiles   ha^e 
Fir'd  all  hiii  soul,  and  all  hn  senses  won-      [done  !) 
He  loft  his  car,  by  ragiiij^  tigeri^  drawn. 
Ami  Ifincly  wacwlcr'd  oW  tlie  dujiky  lawn  ; 
Then  lay  dr^iionding  near  a  murmuring  5trt?ain+ 
And  fair  Caissa  was  his  plaintivi^  theme* 
A  Naiad  heard  him  from  her  mosj^y  bed, 
And  thrauph  fbe  crystal  raisM her  placid  head; 
Then  mildly  ^pake  :   *  O  thou,  whom  hivc  iibpir«s. 
Thy  tears  will  nonrish,  notatlay  thy  fires. 
The  smiling  bloAsomn  drink  the  pearly  dew  j 
And  ripening  fruit  the  feathered  race  pursue; 
Tlie  Bcaly  shonls  devour  the  silken  weeds ; 
tove  on  our  sigh*,  and  on  our  sorrow  feeds. 
Tl^ien  weep  no  more ;  but^  ere  thon  canst  obtaiD 
Balm  to  thy  woundji,  and  solace  to  thy  pain. 
With  gentle  art  ihy  martial  look  beguile  ; 
Be  mildj  and  teach  thy  rugged  brow  to  smile. 
Canst  thon  no  play,  no  soothing  game  de^iie. 
To  make  thee  lovely  in  the  damsGr«  eyes  ? 
So  may  thy  prayers  assuage  the  scornful  dame, 
And  ev'n  Caissa  own  a  mutual  flame.* 
'Kind  nymph*  said  Mars,  *  thy  counsiel  T  approve: 
Art,  only  art,  her  ruthless  breast  can  rnovt^ 
But  when  ?  or  how  ?  Thy  dark  discourse  explain  t 
So  may  thy  stream  ne'er  swell  with  guahin'jj  rain  ; 
So  may  thy  waves  in  one  pure  current  How, 
And  flowers  eternal  on  thy  Ixjrder  blow !' 

'"  Ti>  whom  ihe  tnaid  replied  with  smiling  mien  : 
'  Above  the  palace  of  the  Paphian  queen 
love's  brother  dwelh,  a  boy  of  graceful  port  *, 
By  gods  uamM  Fuphron,  and  by  mortals  Sport : 
Seek  him  j  to  faithful  ears  unfold  thy  grief^ 
And  hope,  ere  mom  return,  a  sweet  relief* 
tlis  temple  hangs  below  the  azure  skief  ; 
See*st  thou  yon  argent  rhuid  ?   Tis  there  it  TttaJ 
This  said,  she  sunk  beneath  the  liquid  plain, 
And  sought  the  mansion  of  her  blue-hair 'd  train. 

**  Meantime  the  god^  elate  with  h ea rt* felt  joy , 
Had  reach'd  the  temple  of  the  sportful  tK)y  ; 
He  told  CaTitiia'^s  charms,  his  kindled  6 re, 
iTie  Naiades  counsel,  and  his  warm  desire, 
*  Be  swift/  he  added,  *  give  my  passion  aid  ; 
A  god  requettsJ— He  spake,  ami  Spon  obeyed* 
He  framM  a  tablet  of  celestial  mold, 
Inlay ^d  with  squares  of  silver  and  of  gold  ; 

*  Ecco  d*  asluto  ingegno,  e  pronta  mano 
Gar^on,  cbc  sempreschene^a,  e  vola  ratto, 
Gioco  B^^pella,  ed  ^  d*  amor  «i9Daiiab    | 
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Then  of  two  metals  fbrmM  the  warlike  band. 
That  here,  compact,  in  show  of  battle  stand  ; 
He  tauffht  the  rules  that  guide  the  pensive  game. 
And  caTi'd  it  Cassa  from  the  Dryad's  name  : 
(  W^hence  Albion's  sons,  who  most  its  praise  confess. 
Approved  the  play,  and  nam'd  it  thoughtful  Chess.) 
The  god  delighted  thank*d  indulgent  Sport; 
Then  grasped  the  board,  and  left  bis  airy  court 
With  radiant  feet  he  piercM  tlie clouds;  norstay'd. 
Till  in  the  woods  he  saw  the  beauteous  maid : 
Tir'd  with  the  chase  the  damsel  sat  reclinM, 
Her  girdle  loose,  her  bosom  unconiln*d. 
He  took  the  figure  of  a  wanton  Faun, 
And  stood  before  her  on  the  flowery  lawn  ; 
Then  show'd  his  tablet :  pleased,  the  nymph  surveyed 
The  ]ifele<«  troops,  in  glittering  ranks  displayed  ^ 
She  ask*d  the  wily  sylvan  to  explain 
The  various  motions  of  the  splendkl  traiq ; 
With  eager  heart  she  caught  the  winning  lore. 
And  thought  ev*ii  Mars  less  hateful  than  before  : 
*  What  spell,'  said  she,  '  deceiv'd  my  careless  mind  ? 
The  god  was  foir,  and  1  was  most  unkind.' 
She  spoke,  and  saw  the  changing  Faun  assume 
A  milder  aspect,  and  a  fairer  bloom ; 
His  wreathing  boms,  that  from  bis  temples  grew, 
Flow'd  down  in  curls  of  bright  celestial  hue ; 
The  dappled  hairs,  that  veil'd  bis  loveless  face, 
BlazM  into  beams,  and  show'd  a  hea%'enly  grace  ; 
The  shaggy  hide,  that  mantled  o'er  his  breast. 
Was  soften'd  to  a  smooth  transparent  vest. 
That  through  its  folds  his  vigorous  bosom  show'd. 
And  nervous  limbs,  where  youthful  ardour  glow'd  ; 
(Had  Venus  view'd  him  in  (hose  blooming  charms. 
Not  Vulcan's  net  had  forc'd  her  from  his  arms.) 
With  goatlike  feet  no  more  he  mark'd  the  ground, 
But  braided  flowers  his  silken  sandals  bound. 
The  Dryad  blush'd  ;  and,  as  he  press'd  her,  smil'd. 
Whilst  all  his  cares  one  tender  glance  beguil'd." 

He  ends ;  "  To  arms,"  the  maids  and  striplingscry; 
'*  To  arms,"  the  groves  and  sounding  vales  reply. 
Sirena  led  to  war  the  swarthy  crew. 
And  Delia  those  that  bore  the  lilly's  hue. 
Who  first,  O  Mu^e,  began  the  bold  attack ; 
The  white  refulgent,  or  the  mournful  black  ? 
Fair  Delia  first,  as  favouring  lots  ordain, 
IVf  oves  her  pale  legions  tow'rd  the  sable  traia: 
From  thought  to  thought  her  lively  fiuocy  flies, 
Whils't  o'er  the  board  she  darts  her  sparkling  eyes. 
At  length  the  warrior  moves  with  haughty  strides  ; 
Who  from  the  plain  the  snowy  king  divides : 
With  eqaal  haste  his  swarthy  rival  bounds; 
His  quiver  rattles,  and  his  buckler  sounds : 
Ah  !  hapless  youths,  with  fatal  wai^mth  you  bum ; 
Laws,  ever  fix'd,  forbid  you  to  return. 
Then  from  the  wing  a  sbort-liv'd  spearman  flies. 
Unsafely  bold  and  see  !  he  dies,  he  dies : 
The  dark-brow 'd  hero,  with  one  vengeful  blow 
Of  life  and  place  deprives  his  ivory  foe. 
I.'ow  rush  both  armies  o*erthe  burnish'd  field, 
Hurl  the  swift  dart,  and  rend  the  bursting  shiekl. 
Here  furious  knights  oo  fiery  coursers  prance,  - 
Here  archer;  spring,  and  lofty  towers  advance. 
But  see  the  wbite-rob'd  Amazon  beholds 
Where  the  dark  hobt  its  opening  van  unfolds : 
Soon  as  her  eye  discerns  the  hostile  maid. 
By  ebon  shield,  and  ebon  helm  betniy'd ; 
Seven  squares  she  passes  with  majestic  mien. 
And  stands  triumphant  o'er  the  falling  queen. 
Perplex'd,  and  sorrowing  at  his  con-ort's  fiate. 
The  monarch  bnm'd  with  rage,  despair,  and  hate : 


Swift  from  his  zone  th'  avenging  blade  he  drewt 
And,  mad  with  ire,  the  proud  virago  slew. 
Meanwhile  sweet-smilinc  Delia's  wary  king 
Retir'd  from  fit^bt  behind  bis  circling  wing. 

Long  time  the  war  in  equal  balance  hung  ; 
Tdl,  unforeseen,  an  ivory  courser  sprung. 
And,  wildly  prancing  in  an  evil  hour, 
Attack'd  at  once  the  monarch  and  the  tower : 
Sirena  blush'd ;  for,  as  the  rules  required, 
Her  injur'd  sovereign  to  his  tent  retir'd; 
Whilst  her  lost  castle  leaves  his  threat'ning  height. 
And  adds  new  glory  to  th'  exulting  knight 

At  this,  pale  fear  oppress'd  the  drooping  inaid«    - 
And  on  her  cheek  the  rose  began  to  fade  : 
A  crystal  tear,  that  stood  prepar'd  to  foil. 
She  wip'd  in  silence,  and  conceal'd  from  all ; 
From  all  but  Daphnis :  he  remark'd  her  pain,     • 
And  saw  the  weaknes.^  of  ber  ebon  train  ; 
Then  gently  spoke .  '*  Let  me  your  loss  supply* 
And  either  nobly  win,  or  nobly  die  ; 
Me  oft  has  fortune  crown'd  with  foir  success. 
And  led  to  triumph  in  the  fields  9f  Chess." 
He  said :  the  willing  nymph  her  place  resigo'd. 
And  sat  at  distance  on  the  bank  reclin'd. 
Thus,  when  Minerva  call'd  her  chief  to  arms. 
And  Troy's  high  turret  shook  with  dire  alarms. 
The  Cypriau  goddess,  wounded,  left  the  plain. 
And  Mars  engag'd  a  mightier  force  in  vain. 

Straight  Daphnis  leads  his  squadron  to  the  field  ; 
(To  Delia's  arms  'tis  ev'n  a  joy  to  yield.) 
Each  guileful  snare,  and  subtle  art  be  tries. 
But  finds  his  art  less  pow'rful  than  her  eyes : 
Wisdom  and  strength  superior  charms  obey  ; 
And  beauty,  beauty,  wins  the  long-fought  day. 
By  this, — a  hoary  chief,  on  slaughter  bent, 
Approach'd  the  gloomy  king's  unguarded  tent ; 
Where,  late,  his  consort  spread  disotay  around. 
Now  ber  dark  corse  lies  bleeding  oo  the  ground. 
Hail,  happy  youth  1  thy  glories  not  unsung 
Shall  live  etenial  on  the  poet's  tongue ; 
For  thou  Shalt  soon  receive  a  splendid  change. 
And  o'er  the  plain  with  nobler  fury  range. 
The  swarthy  leaders  saw  the  storm  impend. 
And  strove  in  vain  their  sovereign  to  defend : 
Th*  invader  wav'd  his  silver  lance  in  ar, 
And  flew  like  lightning  to  the  faUl  square  ; 
His  limbs,  dilated,  in  a  moment  grew 
To  stately  height,  and  widen'd  to  the  view  ; 
More  fierce  hi^  look,  more  lion-like  his  mieii. 
Sublime  be  mov'd,  and  seem'd  a  warrior  queen. 
As  when  the  sage  on  some  unfolding  plant 
Has  caught  a  wandering  fly,  or  frugal  ant. 
His  hand  the  microscopic  frame  applies. 
And  lo  !  a  bright  hair'd  monvter  meeb.  his  eyes : 
He  sees  new  plnmev<  in  slender  cases  roll'd  ; 
Here  stain'd  with  azure,  there  bedropp'd  with  gold; 
Thus,  on  the  alter'd  chief  both  armies  gaze. 
And  both  the  kings  are  fix'd  with  deep  amaze. 
The  sword,  which  arm'd  the  snow-white  mnid  before. 
He  now  assumes,  and  hurls  the  spear  no  mtire ; 
Then  springs  indignant  on  the  dark  robV)  band. 
And  knights  and  archers  foel  his  deadly  hand» 
Now  flies  the  monarch  of  the  sable  shield, 
His  legions  vanquish'd,  o'er  the  lonely  field; 
So  when  the  mom,  by  rosy  coursers  drawn  ^  , 
With  pearls  and  rubies  sows  the  verdant  Uw% 
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Whilst  each  pale  star  fJroni  Heay'n*s  blue  vault  re- 
dtiU  Teaus  gleams,  and  last  of  all  expires,      [tires, 
He  bcATs,  where'er  he  moves,  the  dreadful  sound  ; 
**  Check"  the  deep  vales,  and  "  Check"  the  woods 

rebound  ;— 
Ko  plaee  remahis :  he  sees  the  certain  fate, 
And  yields  hb  throne  to  ruin,  and  Checkmate. 

A  brifthter  blush  overspreads  the  damsel's  cheeks, 
Aad  mildly  thus  the  conquer'd  stripling  speaks : 
**  A  double  triumph,  Delia,  hast  thou  won, 
fiy  Mars  protected,  and  by  VeDtts*  son  ; 
The  first  with  conquest  crowns  thy  matchless  art, 
The  second  points  those  eyes  at  I>aphnis  heart." 
She  smird ,  the  nymphs  and  amorous  youths  arise. 
And  own,  that  beauty  gainM  the  nobler  prize. 

Low  in  their  che&t  the  mimic  troops  were  lay'd. 
And  peaceful  slept  the  sable  hero's  shade  i^. 

Locifims  Aorora,  tims  palcherrimus  ignis 
Looet  adbac,  Venus,  et  ccdIo  mox  ultimus  exit. 

Vida,ver.  604. 
^A  parody  of  the  last  line  in  Pope's  translation 
of  the  Iliad, 
And  peaceful  slept  the  mighty  Hector's  shade. 
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DccK*D  with  firesb  garlands  like  a  rural  bride. 
And  with  the  crimsoa  streamer's  waving  pride, 
A  wanton  bark  was  floating  o*cr  the  main. 
And  $eein'd,  with  scorn,  to  view  the  azure  plain : 
ftnooth  were  the  waves;  and  scarce  a  whispering 
Fann'd  with  his  gentle  piumes  the  silken  sail,  [gale 
High,  ou  the  bunitsh'd  deck,  a  gilded  throne 
With  orient  pearls  and  beaming  diaooonds  shone  ; 
Ob  which  reclin'd  a  youth  of  graceful  mien, 
Hb  sandals  purple,  and  his  mantle  green ; 
Hit  locks,  in  ringlets,  o'er  his  shoulders  roll'd. 
And  on  hts  cheek  appear'd  the  downy  gold. 
Afoand  him  stood  a  train  of  smiling  boys, 
Spcjftiog  with  idle  cheer  and  mirthful  toys ; 
Ten  comely  striplings  ',  girt  with  spangled  wings. 
Blew    piercing    flutes,    or    touch'd  the  quivering 
Ten  more,  in  cadence  to  the  sprightly  strain,  [strings; 
Wak'd  with  their  golden  oars  the  slumbriog  main : 
Ihe  wraters  yiekied  to  th*^ir  guiltless  blows, 
Aad  the  green  billows  sparkled  as  they  rose. 

Long  time  the  barge  had  danc'd  along  the  deep. 
And  on  its  glassy  bosom  seem'd  to  sleep ; ' 
But,  now,  a  glittering  isle  '^  arose  in  view, 
Boanded  with  hillocks  of  a  venlant  hue : 
fte*h  groves  and  roseate  bowers  appear'd  above  j 
(FH  haunts,  be  sure,  of  pleasure  and  of  \we ;) 
And,  higher  still,  a  thousand  blazing  spires 
,Seein'd  with  gilt  tops  to  threat  the  heavenly  fires. 
Kow,  each  finir  stripling  plied  his  laboring  oar. 
And  straight  the  pinnaire  struck  the  sandy  shore. 
The  yooth  arose,  and,  leaping  on  the  strand. 
Took  hb  looe  way  along  the  silver  sand ; 

1  The  follies  of  youth.       <  The  world. 


While  the  light  bark,  and  all  the  airy  crew. 
Sunk  like  a  mist  beneath  the  briny  dew. 

With  eager  steps,  the  young  adventurer  stray'd 
Through  many  a  grove,  and  many  a  winding  glade: 
At  length,  he  heard  the  chime  of  tuneful  strings. 
That  sweetly  floated  on  the  S^phjrr's  win^s ; 
And,  soon,  a  band  of  damsel<<  blithe  and  fair  ^, 
With  flowing  mantles  and  dishevel'd  hair, 
Rush'd,  with  quick  pace,  along  the  solemn  wood. 
Where  rapt  in  wonder  and  delight  he  stood  : 
In  loose  transparent  robes  they  were  array'd. 
Which  haff  their  beauties  hid,  and  half  display 'd. 
A  lovely  nymph  approach'd  him  with  a  smile. 
And  said,  •'  O,  welcome  to  this  blissful  isle  ; 
For  thou  art  he,  whom  ancient  bards  foretolil, 
Duom'd  in  our  clime  to  bring  an  pge  of  gold : 
Hail,  sacred  king!  and  from  thy  subject's  hand. 
Accept  the  robes  and  sceptre  of  the  land." 

"Sweet  maid,"  said  be,  " fair  learning's  heavenly 
beam  [gleam  j 

O'er  my  young  mind   ne'er  shed  her  favouring 
Nor  baa  my  arm  e'er  hurPd  the  fatal  lance, 
While  desperate  legions  o'er  the  plain  advance. 
How  should  a  simple  youth,  unfit  to  bear 
The  steely  mail,  that  splendid  mantle  wear  !" 

"  Ah  !"  said  the  damsel,  "from  this  happy  shore^ 
We  banish  wisdom,  and  her  idle  lore ; 
No  clarions  here  the  strains  of  battle  sing, — 
With  notes  of  mirth  our  joyful  valleys  ring. 
Peace  to  the  brave  :^-o*er  us,  the  beauteous  reign. 
And  ever-charming  pleasures  form  our  train." 

This  said,  a  diadem,  inlay'd  witl)  pearls. 
She  plac'd  respectful  on  his  golden  curls ; 
Another,  o'er  his  graceful  shoulder,  threw 
A  silken  mantle  of  the  rose's  hue,  [flow'd. 

Which,  clasp'd  with  studs  of  gold,   behind  him 
And  through  the  folds  his  glowing  boK)m  show'd. 
Then  in  a  car,  by  snow-white  coursers  drawn. 
They  led  him  o'er  the  dew- besprinkled  lawn. 
Through  groves  of  joy  and  arbors  of  delight. 
With  all  that  could  allure  his  ravisb'd  sight; 
Green  hillocks,  meads,  and  rosy  grots  he  view'd. 
And  verdurous  plains  with  winding  streams  be- 
On  every  bank,  and  under  every  shade,       [dew'd. 
A  thousand  youths,  a  thousand  damsels  play'd  ; 
Some  wantonly  were  tripping  in  a  ring 
On  the  soft  border  of  a  gushing  spring; 
While  some,  reclining  in  the  shady  vales. 
Told  to  their  smiling  loves  their  amorous  tales: 
But  when  the  sportful  train  beheld  from  far 
Hie  nymphs  returning  with  the  stately  car, 
O'er  the  smooth  plain  with  hasty  steps  they  came. 
And  hail'd  their  youthful  king  with  loud  acclaim, ^ 
With  flowers  of  every  tint  the  paths  they  strow'd'^ 
And  cast  their  chaplets  on  the  hallow'd  road. 

At  last,  they  reach 'd  the  boson|of  a  wood. 
Where,  on  a  hill,  a  radjaut  palace  stood  ; 
A  sumptuous  dome,  by  iiands  immortal  made. 
Which,  on  its  walls  and  on  its  gates,  displayed  ^ 
The  gems  that  in  the  rocks  of  Tibet  glow, 
The  pearls  that  in  the  shells  of  Ormus  grow. 
And  now  a  numerous  train  advance  to  meet 
The  youth,  descending  from  his  regal  seat ; 
M^om  to  a  rich  and  spacious  hall  they  led. 
With  silken  carpets  delicately  spread  : 
There  on  a  throne  with  gems  tmuumber'd  grac'd. 
Their  lovely  king  six  blooming  damsel^,  pjac'd  \ 
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And,  meekly-  kDeeliog,  to  hit  modest  l^md 
They  gai^  the'gUtteriDg  sceptre  of  command ; 
Then  on  six  smaller  thrones  they  sat  reclined. 
And  watched  the  rising  transports  of  his  mind  : 
A?hen  thus  the  youth  a  blushing  nymph  addressed. 
And,  as  he  spoke,  her  hand  with  rapture  pressed : 

**  Say,  gentle  damsel,  may  I  ask  unhlamM 
How  this  gay  isle,  and  splendid  seats  are  nam'd  ? 
And  you,  fair  queens  of  beauty  and  of  grace^ 
Are  you  of  earthly  or  celestial  race  ? 
To  me  the  world's  bright  treasures  were  unknown. 
Where  late  I  wander'd,  pensive  and  alone  ; 
And,  slowly  winding  on  my  native -shore. 
Saw  the  vast  ocean  roll,  but  saw  no  more ; 
mi  from  the  waves  with  many  a  charming  song, 
A  barge  arose,  and  gayly  movM  along ; 
The  jolly  rowers  reach'd  the  yielding  sands, 
Allur'd  my  steps,  and  wavM  their  shining  bands : 
I  went,  saluted  by  the  vocal  train. 
And  the  swift  pinnace  cleav'd  the  waves  again  $ 
When  on  this  island  struck  the  gilded  prow, 
I  landed  full  of  joy :  the  rest  you  know. 
Short  is  the  story  of  my  tender  years :  fears/* 

Now  speak,  sweet  njrmph,  and  charm  my  listening 

"  lliese  are  the  groves,  for  ever  deck'd  with 
flowers," — 
The  maid  replied,  «  and  these  the  fragrant  bowers, 
Where  Love  and  Pleasure  hold  their  airy  court. 
The  seat  of  bliss,  of  sprightliness,  and  sport; 
And  we,  dear  youth  !  are  nymphs  of  heavenly  line  j 
Our  souls  immortal,  as  our  forms  divine : 
For  Maia,  filt'd  with  Zephyr's  warm  embrace. 
In  caves  and  fbrests  covered  her  disgrace : 
At  last  she  rested  on  this  peaceful  shore. 
Where,,  in  yon  grot,  a  lovely  boy  she  bore, 
Whom,  fresh  anid  wild  and  frolique  from  his  birth, 
She  nurs'd  in  myrtle  bowers,  and  call'd  him  Mirth. 
He  on  a  summer's  morning  chanc'd  to  rove 
Through  the  green  lab3rrinth  of  some  shady  grove, 
Where,  by  a  dimpled  rivulet's  verdant  side, 
A  rising  Imnk,  with  woodbine  ede'd,  he  spied : 
There»  veil'd  with  flowerets  of  a  thousand  hues, 
A  nymph  lay  bath'd  in  slumber's  balmy  dews  ; 
(This  maid  by  some,  for  some  our  race  defame. 
Was  Folly  call'd,  but  Pleasure  was  her  name :) 
Her  mantle,  like  the  sky  in  April,  blue. 
Hung  on  a  blossom'd  branch  that  near  her  grew; 
For,  long  disporting  in  the  silver  stream. 
She  shunn'd  the  blazing  day-star's  sultry  beam ; 
And,  ere  she  could  conceal  her  naked  charms. 
Sleep  caught  her  trembling  in  his  downy  arms : 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  Love,  he  flew,  and  pre8»'d 
Her  breathing  bosom  to  his  eager  breast. 
At  bis  wild  theft  the  rosy  morning  blush'd. 
The  rivulet  smil'd,  and  all  the  woods  tvere  bush'd. 
Of  these  fair  parents,  on  this  blissful  coast, 
(Parents  like  Mirth  and  Pleasure  who  can  boast !) 
I  with  flvc  sisters,  on  one  happy  morn. 
All  fair  alike,  behold  us  now  1  were  bom. 
When  tliey  to  brighter  regions  took  their  way. 
By  Love  invited  to  the  rcaJms  of  day. 
To  us  they  gave  this  large,  this  giay  domain. 
And  said  departing^  *  Here  let  beauty  reign.' 
Thei^  reign,  fair  prince  !  in  thee  all  beauties  shine. 
And,  ah  I  we  know  thee  of  no  mortal  line." 

Sl)e  said :  the  king  with  rapid  ardour  glow'd. 
And  the  swift  poison  through  his  bosom  flow'd  : 
Bnt,  while  sib*  spoke,  he  cast  his  eyes  around 
To  view  tke  dacxliog  roof,  and  ^>anglcd  ground; 


Then,  turning  with  amaze  irom  side  to  li^ 
Seven  gulden  doors,  that  richly  shone,  be  q>ied. 
And  said,    "  Fair  nymph,  (but  let  me  not  be  bold^ 
What  mean  thohe  doors  that  blaze  with  bumiah'd 

gold?" 
**  To  six  gay  bowers,"  the  maid  replied,  "  they  lead, 
Wher^  spring  eternal  crowns  the  glowing  m^  ; 
Six  fiisiuntaios  there,  that  glitter  as  they  play, 
Risp  to  the  Sun  with  many  a  color'd  ray." 
**  But  tlie  seventh  door."  said  be,  *<  what  beaatietf 

grace?" 
"  O,  'tis  a  cave ;  a  <fark  and  joy  lew  place, 
A  scene  of  nameless  deeds,  and  magic  spells. 
Where  day  ne'er  shines,  and  pleasure  never  dwells  s 
Think  not  of  that.     But  come,  my  royal  friend^ 
And  see  what  joys  thy  favour'd  steps  attend." 
She  spoke ;  and  pointed  to  the  nearest  door : 
Swift  he  descends ;  the  damsel  flies  before  ; 
She  turns  the  lock ;  it  opens  at  command  i 
The  maid  and  stripling  enter  hand  in  hand. 

The  wondering  youth  beheld  an  opening  glade;* 
Where  in  the  midst  a  crjrstal  fountain  play'd  ^  ; 
The  silver  sands,  that  on  its  bottom  grew. 
Were  strown  wiUi  pearls  and  gems  of  varjed  hue  ; 
The  diamond  sparkled  like  the  star  of  day. 
And  the  soft  topaz  shed  a  golden  ray ; 
Clear  amethysts  combin'd  their  purple  gleam 
With  the  mild  emerald's  sight-refrohing  beam  ; 
The  sapphire  smil'd  like  yon  blue  plain  above. 
And  rubies  spread  the  blushing  tint  of  love. 
**  These  are  the  waters  of  eternal  Tight," 
The  damsel  said,  "  the  stream  of  heavenly  sight; 
See,  in  this  cup,"  (she  spoke,  and  sloop'd  to  fill 
A  vase  of  jasper  with  the  sacred  rill), 
"  See,  how  the  living  waters  bound  and  shine. 
Which  this  well-polish'd  gem  can  scarce  confine  !^ 
From  her  soft  hand,  the  lucid  urn  he  took, 
And  quaflPd  the  nectar  with  a  tender  look : 
Straight  from  bis  eyes  a  cloud  of  darkness  flew. 
And  all  the  scene  was  open  to  his  view ; 
Not  all  the  groves,  where  ancient  bards  have  told. 
Of  vegetable  gems,  and  blooming  gold ; 
Not  all  the  bowers  which,  oft,  in  flowery  lays 
And  solemn  tales  Arabian  poets  praise — 
Though  streams  of  honey  flow'd  through  trerj 

mead. 
Though  balm  and  amber  dropp'd  from  every  reed 
Held  half  the  sweets  that  Nature's  ample  hand 
Had  pour'd  luxuriant  o'er  this  wondrous  land  : 
All  flowerets  here  their  mingled  rays  diffuse. 
The  rainbow's  tints  to  these  were  vulgar  hues  ; 
All  birds  that  in  the  stream  their  pinion  dip. 
Or  from  the  brink  the  liquid  crystal  sip. 
Or  show  their  beauties  to  the  sunny  skies. 
Here  waV'd  their  plum^  that  shone  with  var^ng 
But  chiefly  he,  that  o'er  the  verdant  plain     [dyes  ; 
Spreads  the  gay  eyes  which  grace  his  spangled 

train; 
And  he,  who,  proudly  sailmg,  loves  to  show 
His  mautliug  wings  and  neck  of  downy  snow  ; 
Nor  absent  he,  who  learns  the  human  sound. 
With  wavy  gold  and  moving  emeralds  cruwn'd  ; 
Whose  head  and   breast  with  polish'd  sapphires 
And  on  whose  wing  the  gems  of  Indus  grow,  [glow^ 
The  monarch  view'd  their  beauties  o'er  and  o'er. 
He  was  all  eye,  and  look'd  from  every  pore. 

But  now  the  damsel  calls  him  from  his  trance  ; 
And  o'er  the  lawn,  delighted,  they  advaDce  i 
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Thej  paif  the  hall  sdoni*d  with  royal  gUte, 
Aad  ester  nom  with  joy,  the  second  gate  ^. 
A  looUiiiig  sound  he  heard,  (bat  tasted  first 
The  gushing  stream  that  from  the  valley  burst,) 
Amd  in  the  shade  beheld  a  youthful  quire 
That  touch'd  with  flying  hands  the  trembling  Ijrre: 
lufelodioas  notes,  drawn  out  with  magic  art, 
Cai^fat  with  sweet  ecstasy  his  ravish'd  heart ; 
Aa  bundred  nymphs  their  charming  descants  playM, 
iod  mehing  Toices  died  along  the  glade; 
The  taoeful  stream  that  murmor'd  as  it  rose. 
The  birds  that  on  the  trees  bewaiPd  their  woes. 
The  booghs,  made  Tocal  by  the  whispering  gale, 
JoioM  tborsoft  strain,  and  warbled  through  the  vale. 
The  ooooert  ends :  and  now  the  stripling  hears 
A  tender  voice  that  strikes  his  wondering  can ; 
A  beanieoos  bird,  in  our  rude  climes  unknown. 
That  on  a  leafy  arbour  sits  alone, 
Straina  his  sweet  throat,  and  waves  his  purple  wings, 
And  thus  in  human  accents  softly  sings : 

**  Rbe,  lovely  pair,  a  fweeter  bower  invites 
Your  enger  steps,  a  bower  of  new  delights  ; 
Ah  1  crop  the  flowers  of  pletoure  while  they  blow. 
Ere  winter  bides  them  in  a  veil  of  snow. 
Youth,  like  a  thin  anemone,  displaj^ 
Bk  sOken  leaf,  and  in  a  mom  decays. 
Sae,  gentle  youth  !  a  lily-boeom*d  bride ; 
See,  njrmph  !  a  blooming  stripling  by  thy  side. 
Then  kaste,  and  bathe  your  souls  in  soft  delights, 
A  fweetfer  b!ow'r  your  wandering  steps  invites." 

Heceas'd;  the  slender  branch,  from  which  he 
Bent  its  fair  head,  and  sprinkled  pearly  dew.  [flew, 
The  damsel  smiPd ;  the  blushing  youth  was  pleas'd. 
And  by  her  willing  hand  his  charmer  seizM : 
The  lovely  nymph,  who  sigh*d  for  sweeter  joy, 
To  the  third  gate ''  conducts  the  amorous  boy  ; 
She  tarns  the  key,  her  cheeks  like  roses  bloom. 
And  on  the  lock  her  fingers  drop  perfume. 

Bk  ravish'd  sense  a  scene  of  pleasure  meets, 
A  maze  of  joy,  a  paradise  of  sweets  ; 
Bot  first  his  lips  had  touched  th'  alluring  stream. 
That  through  the  grove  displayed  a  silver  gleam. 
Through  jasmine  bowers,  and  violet-scented  vales, 
On  silken  pinions  flew  the  wanton  gales, — 
Arabian  odours  on  the  plants  they  left. 
And  wiMper'd  to  the  woods  their  spicy  theft : 
Beneath  the  shrubs,  that  spread  a  trembling  shade 
The  vatakj  rues,  and  fragrant  civets  playM. 
As  when,  at  eve,  an  eastern  merchant  roves 
From  Hadramut  to  Aden's  spikenard  groves. 
Where  some  rich  caravan,  not  long  before. 
Has  pass'd,  with  cassia  fraught,  and  balmy  store, — 
Gbann'd  with  the  scent  that  hills  and  vales  diffuse. 
His  grateful  journey  gayly  he  pursues ; 
Thna  pleas'd,  the  monarch  fed  his  eager  soul, 
And  from  each  breeze  a  cloud  of  fragrance  stole. 

Soon  the  ficmrth  door  ^  he  passed  with  eager  haste. 
And  the  fourth  stream  was  nectar  to  his  taste. 
Before  bis  eyes,  on  agate  columns  rear'd, 
<Xn  Ugh  a  purple  canopy  appeared ; 
And  onder  it,  in  stately  form,  was  plac'd 
A  uUe  with  a  thousand  vases  grac'd; 
Laden  with  all  the  dainties  that  are  found 
b  UT,  in  seas,  or  on  the  frwtful  ground. 
Here  the  foir  youth  redin'd  with  dec«Dt  pride, 
fib  wanton  nymph  was  seated  by  his  side : 
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All  that  could  please  the  taste  the  happy  pair 
CulPd  from  the  loaded  board  with  curious  care : 
0*er  their  enchanted  heads,  a  mantling  vine 
His  curling  tendrils  wove  with  amorous  twine ; 
From  the  green  stalks  the  glowing  clusters  hung. 
Like  rubies  on  a  thread  of  emeraMs  strung ;         / 
With  these  were  other  fruits  of  every  hue. 
The  pale,  the  red,  the  golden,  and  the  biue. 
An  hundred  smiling  pages  stood  around. 
Their  shining  brows  with  wreaths  of  myrtle  bound : 
They,  in  transparent  cups  of  agate,  bore 
Of  sweetly-sparkling  wines  a  precious  store ; 
The  stripling  sippM  and  revePd,  till  the  Son 
Down  Heaven's  blue  vault  his  daily  course  had  run; 
Then  rose,  and,  foUowM  by  the  gentle  maid, 
Op*d  the  fifth  door  9-,  a  stream  before  them  play'd. 

The  king,  impatient  for  the  cooling  draught. 
In  a  full  cup  the  mystic  nectar  quaff'd ; 
Then  with  a  smile,  (be  knew  no  higher  bliss) 
From  her  sweet  lip  he  stole  a  balmy  kiss : 
On  the  smooth  bank  of  violets  they  reclined  ; 
And,  whilst  a  chaplet  for  his  brow  she  twin'd. 
With  his  soft  cheek  her  softer  cheek  he  press'd ; 
His  pliant  arms  were  folded  round  her  breast. 
She  smiPd;  soft  lightning  darted  from  her  eyes. 
And  from  his  fragrant  seat  she  bade  him  rise ; 
Then,  while  a  brighter  blush  her  face  o*ersprc«d. 
To  the  sixth  gate  *o  her  willing  guest  she  led. 

The  golden  lock  she  softJy  turned  around  ; 
The  moving  hinges  gave  a  pleasing  sound : 
The  boy  delighted  ran  with  eager  baste. 
And  to  his  lips  the  living  fountain  plac'd  ; 
The  magic  water  pierc'd  his  kindled  brain. 
And  a  strange  venom  shot  from  vein  to  vein. 
Whatever  charms  he  saw  in  other  bowers, 
Were  here  combin'd,  fruits,  music,  odours,  flowenj 
A  couch  besides,  with  softest  silk  o'erlaid ; 
And,  sweeter  still,  a  lovely  yielding  maid, — 
Who  now  more  charming  seem'd,  and  not  so  coy. 
And  in  her  arms  infolds  the  blushing  boy ; 
They  sport  and  wanton,  till,  with  sleep  oppressed. 
Like  two  fresh  rose-buds  oq  one  stalk,  they  rest. 

When  morning  spread  around  her  purple  flame, 
To  the  sweet  couch  the  five  fair  sisters  came ; 
They  hail'd  the  bridegroom  with  a  cheerful  voice. 
And  bade  him  make,  with  speed,  a  second  choice. 
Hard  task  to  choose,  when  all  alike  were  frur  I 
Now  this,  now  that,  engag'd  his  anxious  care ; 
Then  to  the  first  who  spoke,  his  hand  he  lent; 
The  rest  retir'd,  and  whisper'd  as  they  went. 
The  prince  enamour'd  view'd  his  second  bride  ; 
They  left  the  bower,  and  wander'd  side  by  side  ; 
With  her  be  charm'd  his  ears,  with  her  his  sight ; 
With  her  he  pass'd  the  day,  with  her  the  night. 
Thus,  all  by  turns  the  sprightly  stranger  led. 
And  all  by  turns  partook  his  nuptial  bed ; 
Hours,  days,  and  months,  in  pleasure  flow'd  away  ; 
All  laugh'd,  all  sweetly  sung,  and  all  were  gay. 

So  bad  he  wantou'd  threescore  days  and  seven. 
More  blest,  he  thought,  than  any  son  of  Heaven : 
Till  on  a  mom,  with  sighs  and  btreamiug  tears. 
The  train  of  nymphs  before  his  bed  appears; 
And  thus  the  youngest  of  the  sisters  speaks, 
Whilst  a  sad  Shower  runs  trickling  down  her  cheeks : 
"  A  custom  which  we  cannot,  dare  not  fail, 
(Such  are  the  laws  that  in  our  isle  prevail,) 

>  Touch. 
^^  The  sensual  pleasures  unitad. 
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Compeli  osy  prince  1  to  leave  tbee  here  alone, 
Till  tbriee  the  Sun  bis  rising  frunt  has  shown  : 
Our  parents,  whom,  alas  !  we  must  obey, 
Fxpect  us  at  a  splendid  feast  to  day ; 
What  joy  to  us  can^ll  their  splendour  give  ? 
With  thee,  with  only  tbee,  we  wish  to  live. 
Yet  may  we  hope,  these  gardens  will  afford 
Some  pteasing  solace  to  our  absent  lord  ! 
Six  golden  kf  ys»  that  ope  yon  blissful  gates, 
Where  joy,  eternal  joy,  thy  steps  aWaits, 
Accept :  the  seventh  (but  that  you  heard  before) 
Leads  to  a  cave,  where  ravening  monsters  roar  ; 
A  sutlen,  dire,  inhospitable  cell, 
Where  deathful  spirits  and  magicians  dwell. 
Farewell,  dear  youth  ! — how  will  our  bosoms  bum 
For  the  sweet  moment  of  our  blest  return  !"  [vain. 

The  king,  who  wept,  yet  knew  his  tears  were 
Took  the  seven  keys,  and  kissM  tbe  parting  train* 
A  glittering  car,  which  bounding  coursers  drew. 
They  mounted  straight,  and  through  the  forest  flew. 
The  youth,  unknowing  how  to  pass  the  day, 
Review'd  the  bowers,  and  heard  the  fountains  play^ 
By  hands  unseen  whatever  he  wished  was  brought; 
And  pleasures  rose  obedient  to  his  thought. 
Yet  all  the  sweets,  that  ravish'd  hifti  before. 
Were  tedious,  now,  and  cbarm'd  his  soul  no  more : 
Less  lovely  still,  and  still  less  gay  they  grew  ; 
He  sighM,  he  wished,  and  longM  for  something  new : 
Back  to  the  ball  he  tum'd  his  weary  feet. 
And  sat  repining  on  his  royal  seat 
Now  on  the  seventh  bright  gate  be  oasts  bit  eyes  ; 
And  in  his  bosom  rose  a  bold  surmise ; 
'*  The  nymph,*'  said  he,  "  was  sure  disposed  tojeat, 
Who  talk'd  of  dungeons  in  a  place  so  blest : 
What  harm  to  open,  if  it  be  a  cell 
Where  deathful  spirits  and  magicians  dwell  ? 
If  dark  or  foul,  I  need  not  pass  the  door; 
If  new  or  strange, — my  soul  desires  no  iQore.'' 
He  said,  and  rose ;  then  took  the  golden  keys. 
And  opM  the  door :  the  hinges  mov'd  with  ease» 

Before  his  eyes,  appe^M  a  sullen  gloom. 
Thick,  hideous,  wikl ;  aVavem,  or  a  tomb. 
Yet,  as  he  longer  gaz'd,  le  saw  afar 
A  light  that  s{«rkled  like  a  shooting  star. 
He  paused  :»at  last,  by  some  kind  angel  led. 
He  entered;  and  advanc'd,  with  cautious  tr^id. 
Still,  as  he  walk'd,  the  tight  appeared  more  clear : 
Hope  sooth'd  him,  then,  and  scarcely  left  a  fear. 
At  length  an  aged  sire  surprised  he  saw> 
Who  fiiPd  his  boaom  with  a  sacred  awe  ii ; 
A  book  be  held,  which,  as  reclln'd  he  lay. 
He  read,  assisted  by  a  taper's  ray ; 
His  beard,  morewbite  than  snow  on  winter's  breast, 
Hung  to  the  zone  that  bound  his  saUe  vest ; 
A  pleasing  calmness  on  his  brow  was  seen. 
Mild  was  his  look,  majestic  was  his  mien. 
Soon  as  the  youth  approached  the  reverend  sage^ 
He  rais'd  his  bead,  and  clos'd  the  serious  page ; 
Then  spoke:  "  O  son  !  what  chance  has  tiim'd  thy 
To  this  dull  solitude,  and  lone  retreat  }^  [foet 

To  whom  the  youth :  "  Rret,  holy  father  !  tell. 
What  force  detains  thee  in  this  gloomy  cell  ? 
This  isle,  this  palace,  and  those  balmy  bowers. 
Where  six  sweet  fountains  fall  on  living  floweos^ 
Are  mine  {  a  train  of  damsels  chose  me  king. 
And  through  my  kingdom  smiies  perpetual  sprhig» 
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For  some  important  cause,  to  me  unknown. 
This  day  they  left  me  joyless  and  alone ; 
But,  ere  three  moms  with  roses  strow  tbe  skies. 
My  lovely  brides  will  charm  ray  fonging  eyes." 

"  Youth,"  said  the  sire,  **  on  this  auspicioiia  day 
Some  angel  hither  led  thy  erring  way : 
Hear  a  strange  I  ale,  and  tremble  at  the  saare. 
Which  for  thy  steps  thy  pleasing  foes  prepare. 
Know,  in  this  isle  prevails  a  biocHiy  law  ; 
List,  stripling,  list!  (the  youth  stood  fix'd  with  awe :) 
But  seventy  days  '^  the  hapless  nuxiarchs  reigo, 
Tlien  close  their  lives  in  exile  and  in  pain ; 
Doom'd  in  a  deep  and  frightfol  cave  to  rove. 
Where  darkness  hovers  o'er  the  iron  grove. 
Yet  know,  thy  prudence  and  thy  timely  care 
May  save  thee,  son !  from  this  destructive  snart. 
Not  far  from  this,  a""  lovelier  island  lies  *', 
Too  rich,  too  splendid,  for  unhallowed  eyes  s 
On  that  blest  shore,  a  sweeter  fountain  flowa 
Than  this  vain  clime,  or  this  gay  palace  knows. 
Which  if  tboo  taste,  whnte'er  was  sweet  before 
Will  bitter  seem,  and  steal  thy  soul  no  more. 
But  era  these  haippy  waters  thou  canst  reach. 
Thy  weary  steps  must  pass  yon  rug£ed  beach. 
Where  the  dark  sea  with  angry  billows  raves  **, 
And,  fraught  with  monsters,    curls   his  howiiqg 
Iftomy  words,  obedient,  thou  attend,         [wav«t» 
Behold  in  me  thy  pilot  and  thy  friend : 
A  bark  I  keep,  supplied  with  plenteous  store. 
That  now  lies  anchor'd  on  the  rocky  shore  ; 
And,  when  of  all  thy  regal  toys  bereft. 
In  the  rude  cave  an  exile  thou  art  left. 
Myself  will  find  thee  on  the  gloomy  lea. 
And  waft  thee  safely  O'er  the  dangerous  sea." 

The  boy  was  fiU'd  with  wonder  as  he  qpake. 
And  from  a  dream  of  folly  seem'd  to  wake : 
All  day  the  sage  his  tainted  thoughts  refin'd  ; 
His  reason  brighten'd,  and  reform'd  his  mind : 
Through  4he  dim  cavern  hand  in  hand  they  waUc'd, 
And  much  of  troth,  and  much  of  Heaven  they  t^k*d. 
At  night  the  stripling  to  the  hall  retum'd; 
With  other  fires  his  alter'd  bosom  bum'd. 
O !  to  his  wiser  soul  how  low,  how  mean, 
Seem'd  all  he  e'er  had  heard,  had  felt,  had  seen ! 
He  view'd  the  stars ;  he  view'd  tbe  crystal  skies; 
And  bless'd  tbe  Power  All-good,  All-great,  Alk-wisew 
How  lowly  now  appear'd  the  purple  robe. 
The  rubieid  sceptre,  and  the  ivory  globe ! 
How  dim  tbe  rays  that  gild  the  brittle  earth  ! 
How  vile  the  brood  of  Fully,  and  of  Mirth  ! 
When  the  third  raoming,  clad  in  mantle  grey, 
Brought  in  her  rosy  car  ^er  seyentieth  day, 
A  band  of  slaves',  who  rush'd  with  furious  sooiid. 
In  chains  of  steel  tbe  wiUmg  captive  bound  ; 
From  his  young  head  tbe  diadem  they  tore. 
And  cast  his  peariy  bracelets  on  the  floor ; 
They  rent  his  robe  that  bore  the  rose's  lui». 
And  o'er  his  breast  a  hairy  mantle  threw ; 
Then  dragg'd  htm  to  tbe  damp  and  dreary  cave, 
Drench'd  by  tbe  gloomy  sea's  resounding  wave* 
Meanwhile,  the  voices  of  a  numerous  crowd 
Pierc'd  the  dun  air,  as  Uiunder  breaks  a  dond : 
The  nymphs  another  hapless  youth  had  found. 
And  then  wese  leading  o*er  the  guilty  ground : 
They  hail'd  him  king,  (alas,  bow  short  bis  reign !) 
And  with  fireah  chaj^ts  strow'd  the  fistal  plaia. 
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The  bAppy  eitile,  mdiumeh  bow  do  morcg 

Was  nj^ing^ *il<3wly  o'er  the  lonely  ihcrre  j 

At  lajii  the  sirens  enpetltJ  V(>jc:e  iiu  knew, 

A  in  J  towVil  Ihe  sou  ml  *tlh  hasty  rapture  flew, 

'I  lie  |»i\>Eni^\l  piDiiacf  just  afli>,iL  be  fnund, 

Autl  tUc  gliid  &age  biis  fcttcr'd  hands  unbnuDd  \ 

But  when  he  5»w  tlie  fueimiiig  billows  mjre, 

Aijd  dni[Erons  roUiog  o^er  Uh-  fiery  wave, 

Ue  stupfrd  i  \\\s  ^'uardma  ciiu^ht  hii  liti^^riEig  handj 

And  gmlly  Ititl  him  o'er  the  lucky  stmiid  i 

Sfj^n  OA  ht-  touched  the  bark,  ttie;  ocean  siuiVd, 

The  drafoos  vaniihM,  ami  Ihi^  wav'es  were  mild. 

Fur  nvany  no  hoiw  with  vtgnrous  atm3  they  row'dj 

MTiile  ijut  a  itor  one  friendly  sparkle  sbywM  ; 

K%  kiigth  a  ^ItiAiticring  biightncss  Ibey  beboldj 

Likp  n  111  ill  doud  wbieh  morning  dyei  with  goJd  % 

To  til  at  they  stiver  ;  and  nuw,  rtjoicM^  they  view 

A  jhore  bef  irt  with  clitiii  of  rLidiaijl:  hw^i* 

They  Izind  :  a  tram,  in  ^hiniiii^  mtinlies  dad, 

lUil  their  appruach,  and  bid  tU«  youth  be  glad  ; 

They  led  him  o'er  the  lea  wiUi  easy  pace, 

And  Ouated,  as  they  went,  with  heavenly  graee. 

A  j;ot(l en  fountain  ^S'txin  appeared  in  ai^ht, 

Tbst  o'er  thu  bordi^r  eaiit  a  fctinny  lii^hU 

The  iai;e,  (m|iatietit,  sc^txjpM  the  lucid  ware 

In  a  rich  va^rt;,  which  to  the  ycnith  be  g-ave  : 

V\t  [Irank ;  aud  straE|;ht  a  bright  celestial  beam 

B^'fore  hiji  eyes  di*^phy'd  a  da:^zliflg^  l^leam  ; 

Myriads  of  aWy  lihapes  aroaud  hipi  gaz'd  ^ 

&jnic  praised  bi»  wii?dom,  some  \m  coupag»epraisM| 

Then  o'er  hJj*  limbs  a  stArry  robo  they  tpread, 

And  plac'd  a  cruwn  of  diamonds  on  his  head. 

His  a^tnl  ^ukie  wa^  gone^  and  iuhif  ptace 
Stijod  a  fair  eherub  ^u^h*d  with  rusy  c^i-aee  ; 
Who  ^milins?,  ^ipake:  **  Httre  fverwdt  thou  trest, 
AdmirM,  brlov^d,  our  brotln-r,  ami  uur  gu^t^ 
S4>  atl  i^ball  eudf  whom  vice  can  cb:\rrti  oo  more 
With  the  gay  foUiea  of  i^iat  purilutiii^  ^hure. 
See  yon  immortal  towers  their  giites  unliikl. 
With  rubjes  fl«niiTig^,  and  on  earthly  gold  I 
There  joys,  be  lore  unknown,  thy  tteps  invite  ^ 
Blisit  withuot  care,  aud  morn  without  a  ni^bt. 
But  no*  fareiitel  !   my  dtily  rails  me  hence  ^ 
Some  injured  mortal  ask«4  my  iiis-t  defence. 
To  yon  pemiciotw  island  I  re|iair, 
Swift  as  a  itar."     Hi"  »peak  ^  nud  melts  rn  air. 

The  youth  o*er  w&Iki  of  iaf^pt^r  takes  hk  liight ; 
And  bounds  and  blai^es  in  eterual  Ughl. 


^Q LIMA  I 

AN  AEARIA^  ECLOGUE. 
IWnittn  m  1763] 

**  Yi  maiih  of  Aden  !  hear  a  loftier  tefe 
Tbao  e'er  wa»  snojj  in  meBilow,  liow*r,  of  ddtci 
— Tht^  smilfS  of  Ahetat^  and  iMaia^fi  eyes, 
Whf;r«  bi^auty  p  ays  ami  tore  in  ^lumber  lie^; 
Tlje  fran^iaiit  byar-iuLh^  uf  A^^^'it  hair. 
That  wanton  with  the  Uu|£hiug  sunimer-air; 
Lore- tin etiirM   cheek»,    frheuce    ruses   seek   their 

bipittiij 
And  lips,  from  which  the  y^phyr  stt'^als  pcrftJtiie: 
Invite  no  mori?  \\\*r  wild  un^KjEish'd  lay^, 
Bui  fly  like  dreama  before  the  mortkiujf  ray* 


Then  farevel,  love  !  and  farewel,  ytwithfut  firca  t 
A  nobler  warmth  my  kindled  breast  inspires, 
Kar  Ijolder  notf?t-tbe  IbrninR  wooil  »hall  fill : 
Fluw  smooth,  yc  rivulets ;  and,  ye  gales,  lie  still, 

"  See  yon  fair  drroTtb  that  o'er  Amaiia  rue. 
And  with  their  spicy  breath  embalm  the  ikiea; 
Where  every  brc-ejr^e  fheds  incense  ti'f  r  the  valet. 
And  every  ah  rub  the  «cnt  of  mu^k  exhales  \ 
See  throuj^h  yon  opeaing  glade  a  glittering  fceoe, 
Lawun  ey*?r  sfay,  and  meidovri  ever  j^reen  ! 
Then  ask  the  groves,  and  ask  the  v(>cal  bowers, 
Whfi  decked  their  upiry  topi  with  bluoming  llow^rl^ 
Taught  the  blue  stream  o'er  sandy  vales  to  flow. 
And  the  brown  wild  with  liveliest  huPt  to  glow  t 
Fair  Si>liina  ^  \  the  bilk  and  dales  will  sing^ 
Fair  Solioiii  \  the  di^ttant  echi3ea  ring. 
But  not  with  idle  diows  of  vaiu  deliujht. 
To  charm  the  soul,  or  to  beguile  the  si^ht; 
At  noon  on  banks  of  plrafiure  to  repoK^ 
Where  bloom  intwiu'd  the  lily,  pink,  and  roeei 
Not  \\\  proud  piles  to  heap  the  nightly  feast, 
Till   morn    with   pearls  ba^  dcck'd   the   glowing 

eait; — 
Ah  !  not  for  this  she  taught  thoie  bowe™  to  rite. 
And  bade  all  Eden  spring  befiire  onr  eyes : 
Far  otljcr  ibnughts  Ijor  heavenly  mind  einpkiy, 
(Hence,  empty  pride !  and  hence,  delusive  joy  () 
To  cheer  with  sweet  repast  the  fainting  guest ; 
To  lull  tiie  weary  on  the  couch  of  re^t  ^ 
To  warm  the  traveller  numb'd  with  winter's  cold  i 
The  yonn^;'  to  cheruth,  lo  support  the  old  ; 
The  sad  to  comfort,  and  the  weak  protect ; 
The  poor  to  shelter,  and  tlic  lost  direct ; — 
These  are  her  cares,  uud  this  her  g:lofiou«  task  | 
(.'an  Heaven  a  nobler  give,  or  inortab  ask  ? 
Come  to  these  groves,    and  these    I if<;' breathing 

^lade^. 
Ye  friendless  orphans,  and  ye  ilowerless  maids  ! 
With  eiifTcr  haste  yunr  tnournful  mansions  leave. 
Ye  weak,  that  tremble  ;  and,  ye  sick,  that  grieve  ; 
Here  ^hall  iuft  tttnts,  tj^er  lluwery  tau'ii^  d i splay ^d. 
At  night  defend  you,  and  at  noon  u'er^hade; 
Here  roiy  health  the  sweeu  of  life  will  shower. 
And  new  dfdights  begudo  each  varied  hour. 
Mourn*  there  a  wido«,  lit-tth'd  in  streaming'  teat»^ 
Stwip?*  there  a  Sire  be^ieath  a  weight  of  yean  ? 
Weep  there  a  maid,  in  p«jing  sKulness  leH, 
Of  tender  |jarentf:,  and  of  hope,  bereft } 
To  Solitna  their  siirrown  they  bewail ; 
To  Solinia  Uiey  pour  their  plaintive  tale. 
She  bean  ^  and,  ntdiant  as  the  »tar  of  day^ 
"^n^rous^h  the  tli^ck  forest  gains  ber  easy  way  i 
She  a&ks  ^hat  cares  the  joyless  train  oppress, 
What  sickness  wastes  thenj,  or  what  wants  distress ^ 
And,  aii  they  mourn,  fibe  f-teali  a  tender  sigh, 
Wbibt  all  hcrsfjul  jiiti  melting  iu  her  eye: 
Theu  with  a  smile  the  healing:  halm  lM?raowf, 
And  sheds  a  tear  of  p'tty  o'er  their  wties, 
Wb'Ch,  as  it  drop^,  some  Rift^eycd  anj;^!  bean 
TramformM  to  jiearl,  aod  in  his  Ijo-^om  wears* 
**  When,  chili'd  with  fear,  the  trcmUiD*?  pitgn-im 

Toies  [groves, 

Til  rough  j)athle«s  deserts,  and  tliroiiph  t.jugled 
Where  mantlinsr  darkness  spreads  her  dragou  wing^ 
And  bird?!  of  deaiji  their  faUl  dirges  sing, 

'  If  was  not  easy  in  this  part  of  the  translatHJn 
to  avoid  a  turn  ^linilar  to  thitt  of  P(i»pe  ia  tbekDOwn 
dascriptioQ  of  Ihe  Maa  of  iU>Gi»^^  , 
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While  vapoars  pale  a  dreadful  gliinmcrmg  cast. 
And  thnllkig  homnir  homU  in  eTeiy  blasl ; 
She  cheers  fajs  gloom  with  streams  of  burstmg  light, 
By  day  a  sun,  a  beaming  moon  by  night ;       [ray, 
Skrts  through  the  quivering  shades  her  heavenly 
And  spreads  with  ruiing  flowers  {his  solitary  way. 

"  Ye  Heavens,  for  this  in  shoii^rs  of  sweetness  shad 
Your  mildest  influence  o*er  her  iatour'd  head  ! 
Long  may  her  name,  which  distant  climes  shall 

praise, 
Live  in  our  notes,  and  blossom  in  our  la3rB  ! 
And,  like  an  odorous  plant,  whose  blushing  flow'r 
Paints  every  dale,  and  sweetens  every  bow*r, 
Borne  to  the  skies  in  clouds  of  soft  perfume 
For  ever  flourish,  and  for  ever  bloom ! 
These  grateful  songs,  ye  maids  and  youths,  renew. 
While  fresh-blown  violets  drink  the  pearly  dew  ; 
O'er  Azib*s  banks  while  love-lorn  damsels  rove. 
And  gales  of  fragrance  breathe  from'.Hagar's  grove." 

So  sung  the  youth,  whose  sweetly-warbled  strains 
Fair  Mena  heard,  and  Saba's  spicy  plains. 
Sooth'd  with  his  lay,  the  ravish^  air  was  cahn. 
The  winds  scarce  whispered  o'er  the  waving  palm ; 
The  camels  bounded  o'er  the  flowery  lawn, 
like  the  swift  ostrich,  or  the  sportful  fawn ; 
Their  silken  bands  the  listening  rose-^rnds  rent. 
And  twin'd  their  blossoms  round  his  vocal  tent : 
He  sung,  till  on  the  bank  the  moonlight  slept. 
And  closing  flowers  beneath  the  night-dew  wept  i 
Then  ceas'd,  and  slumber'd  in  the  lap  of  rest 
Till  the  shrill  laik  had  left  his  low-built  nest 
Now  hastes  the  swain  to  tune  his  rapturous  tales 
In  other  meadows,  and  in  other  vales. 


LA  URJ, 


ELEGY  FROM  PETRARCH. 


Ih  this  fiur  season;  when  the  whispering  gales  i 
Drop  8how*r8  of  finigrance  o'er  the  bloomy  vales,— 
From  bow'r  to  bow'r  the  vernal  warblers  play ; 
The  skies  are  cloudless,  and  the  meads  are  gay ; 
The  nightingale  in  many  a  melting  strain 
Sings  to  the  groves,  "  Here  Mirth  and  Beauty  reign." 
But  me,  for  ever  bath'd  in  gyshing  tears. 
No  mirth  enlivens,  and  no  beauty  cheen : 

luiTATXoirs. 
1  pETaARCH.    Sonnet   370.  ^ 

Zetifo  toma,  e'l  bel  tempo  rimena, 

F  i  fiori,  e  r  erbe,  sua  dolce  fiimiglia; 

E  garrir  Progne,  e  pianger  Filomela ; 

E  primavera  Candida,  e  vermigliia : 
Bidono  i  prati,  e'l  ciel  si  rasserena ; 

Giove  s'allegra  di  mirar  sua  figlia ; 

L'aria,  e  Pacque,  e  la  terra  e  ^amor  piena  ; 

Ogni  animal  d'amar  si  riconsiglia : 
Ma  per  me,  lasso,  tomano  i  piu  gravi 

Sospiri,  Che  del  cor  profondo  tragge 

Qudla  ch'  al  ciel  se  ne  port6  le  chiavi : 
£  cantar*  angelletti,  e  fiorir  piagge, 

E'n  belle  donne  oneste  atti  soavi, 

Sono  un  deserto,  a  fere  aspre  e  advagge. 


JONES'S  MfiSiS. 

^The  birds  that  warble,  and  the  flowers  that  bloom» 
Relieve  no  more  this  solitary  gloom. 
I  see  where  late  the  verdant  meadow  smil'd, 
A  joyless  desert,  and  a  dreary  wild  : — • 
For  those  dear  eyes,  that  pierc'd  my  heart  before. 
Are  clos'd  In  death,  and  charm  the  world  no  more : 
Lost  are  those  tresses,  that  outshone  the  mom. 
And  pale  those  cheeks,  that  might  the  skies  adorn. 
Ah,  Death !  thy  band  has  croppd  the  fairest  flower  >y 
That  shed  its  smiling  rays  in  beauty's  bower  ; 
Thy  dart  has  lay'd  on  yonder  sable  bier 
AH  my  soul  lov'd,  and  all  the  world  held  dear  ; 
Celestial  sweetness,  love-inapiring  youth, 
Soft-ey'd  benevolence,  and  white-rob'd  truth. 

Hard  fate  of  man,  on  whom  the  Heavens  bestow  > 
A  drop  of  pleasure  for  a  sea  of  woe ! 
Ah,  life  of  care,  in  fears  or  hopes  consumed. 
Vain  hopes,  that  witiier  ere  they  we)l  have  bloom'd ! 
How  oft,  emerging  from  the  shades  of  night. 
Laughs  the  gay  mom,  and  spreads  a  purple  light : 
But  soon  the  gathering  cloudy  o'ershade  the  skies. 
Red  lightnings  play,  and  thundering  storms  arise  ! 
How  oft  a  day,  that  feir  and  mild  appears. 
Grows  dark  with  fete,  and  mars  the  toil  of  yeaiv  ! 

Not  fer  remov'd,  yet  hid  from  distant  eyes  <, 
Low  in  her  secret  grot,  a  Naiad  lies. 
Steep  arching  rocks,  with  verdant  moss  o*ei^gn>WD, 
Form  her  rude  diadem,  and  native  throne : 
There,  in  a  gloomy  cave  her  waters  sleep. 
Clear  as  a  brook,  but  as  an  ocean  deep. 
Yet,  when  the  a^ddng  flowers  of  April  blow. 
And  warmer  sunbeams  melt  the  gather'd  snow  ; 
Rich  with  the  tribute  of  the  vernal  rains. 
The  nymph,  exuhmg,  bursts  her  silver  chains  ; 
Her  living  waves  in  sparkling  columns  rise, 
And  shine  like  rainbows  to  the  sunny  skies; 
From  cliff  to  cliff  the  falling  waten  roar  j 
Then  die  in  murmurs,  and  are  heard  no  more. 
Hence,  sofUy  flowing  in  a  dimpled  stream. 
The  crystal  Sorga  spreads  a  lively  gleam  ;—* 
From  which  a  thousand  rills  in  mazes  glide. 
And  deck  the  banks  with  summer's  gayest  prida. 
Brighten  the  verdure  of  the  smiling  plains  ; 
And  crown  the  labour  of  the  joyM  swains. 

First,   on  these  banks,    (ah,  dream  of  shor 
delight !) 
The  charms  of  Laura  struck  my  dazzled  sight ; 


s  Sonnet  24S, 

Discolorato  ai,  morte,  it  piu  bel  volto 

Che  mai  si  vede,  e'i  piu  begli  occhi  spenti ; 
Spirto  piu  acceso  di  virtuti  ardenti 
I)el  piu  leggiadro,  e  piu  bel  nodo  ai  sciolto  I 
3  Sonnet  230. 

O  nostra  vita,  ch'^  si  bella  in  vista  1 

Com'  perde  agevolmente  hi  un'  mattina 
Quel  che'n  molt'  anni  a  gran  pena  s'  acqmsta. 
*  See  a  description  of  this  celebrated  fountain  in 

a  poem  of  madame  Deshoulieres. 

Entre  de  hauts  rochers,  dont  I'aspect  est  terrible, 

Des  pres  toiigours  fleuris,  des  arbres  toujours  verds, 
Une  source  orgueilleuse  et  pure, 
Dont  1'  eau  sur  cent  rochers  divers 
D'  une  mousse  verte  converts, 
S'  ^panche,  bou'illonne,  et  mnrmure ; 

Des  agneaux  bondissans  sur  la  tendre  verdure, 

Et  de  leurs  cooductears  les  rustk]ue8  oonoerts,  &o. 
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Charms,  Umi  tht  bliss  of  Eden  might  restore, 
That  Heaven  might  envy,  aad  mankind  adorcw 
J  haw — nmd  O  1  what  heart  couM  long  rcl>e]  ^ 
1  SAW  J  I  LovMj  flLix)  hade  the  *Qt:\d  farevel. 
Wberu'er  4ht  mov'd,  the  meads  were  fresh  apd  ^f. 
And  every  bower  CKh«tl'd  the  s;weets  of  May  ^ 
Smooth  flfjwM  the  streams,  and  softly  blew  the  gale; 
The  rising  tlowen  impurpled  every  dftk  ^ 
Calm  wai  the  oocan,  and  the  ikj  fic^rene ; 
An  ani verbal  ftoiiJe  o^erspntad  the  shining  seene : 
But  vhen  in  Deaih'ji  cold  arm^  entrancM  she  tay, 
(Ah,  ever  dear,  yet  ever  fatal  day  ^  I) 
O'er  Lill  the  air  a  direful  gloom  was  upread  ; 
Pal«  vfGTv  ibvi  meads,  and  all  their  blossoms  dead  j 
The  ciouda  of  April  shed  a  baleful  dew  j 
AM  nature  *ore  a  veil  of  deadly  hue* 

Go,  plaintive  breeze  1  to  Laura^s  Aowerj  bier, 
HeftVQ  the  warm  aigh,  and  shed  the  tetidet  H^u. 
There  to  the  awful  shade  due  boina^  pay. 
And  softly  thus  addreiiS  the  sacred  elay  :         [fold, 
**  ^  Sjy,  envitd  earth  !    that  dost  those  charma  in- 
Wbcre  are  klvxe  cheeki,  aitd  where  thtue  locks  of 
gold  ?  [sung  } 

VTh^TH  are  those  eyes,   which  oft  the  Muse  bai 
Where    those    sweet  Itps,    and    that  cnchaDtiug 

tongue  ? 
Ye  radmut  tresses  I  and  tboo,  nectar*d  smile  * 
Y«  looks,  that  might  the  melting  skies  beguile  ! 
VoM  mbbM  my  soul  of  rest,  my  eyes  of  sleep ; 
You  taught  me  how  to  Iot^l%  and  how  to  weep>" 

Nfi  shrub  o'erhaoga  the  rlew-^bespatiglcd  vale  "j 
No  blossom  treuiblea  to  the  dying^  g3ile» 
No  floweret  hlushes  Id  the  morning  rays. 
No  aream  along  the  wmding  valley  plays. 
But  know«>  what  atiguish  thrills  my  tortur'd  breast, 
What  jmiiis  consume  me,  ni^d  vhat  cares  infesL 
Atbluah  of  dawn,  and  in  the  gloom  of  night  ^p 
Her  palt^-eyed  phantom  swims  before  my  sight, 
Sits  on  the  border  of  each  purling  rjll, 
Crowns  every  boner,  and  glides  o'er  every  hill, 


^  T^ura  was  first  seen  hy  Petrarch  on  the  sixtii 
of  April  in  the  year  1327;  and  she  died  ou  the 
same  day  in  1348^ 

^  SonneL  260. 
Quanta  invidia  Li  porto,  avara  terra, 
Ch'  abhracci  que  I  la,  cui  veder  m*  k  tolto. 

And  Sonnet.  259. 
Ov*  b  la  fronte,  che  con  piceiot  cenno 

Volgea  'I  mio  core  in  que^ta  parte,,  e*Q  quella? 

Ov*  i>  1  hoi  ciglio,  c  P  una  e  F  altra  Stella^ 

Ch'  al  eorso  del  mio  viver  lume  denno  ?  &c, 
1  Sonuet.   ^+8. 
Kon  ^  Bterpe,  ae  sasso  iti  questj  monti,  • 

Noa  ramo  o  frondoi  verdc  in  que^te  pbgge ; 

N'^n  fior'  in  que&te  valli,  o  fogliii  d't:rha  j 
Stilla  d^  aeqiie  nou  ven  di  que^te  fonU, 

Ne  fie  re  an  qusti  boschi  si  selvagge, 

Che  uon  sappian  quont^  6  mia  pena  ocerba, 
s  Sonnet.  941, 
Or*  in  forma  di  ninfa^  o  d*  altra  diva, 

Che  del  pin  chiaro  fondo  di  Sorgo,  esca, 

E  potjgasi  a  seder*  in  su  la  r'tva  ; 
Or*  I'  o  ved  hta  su  per  Petba  frcsca 

Calc^r^  i  tiori  eoin^  una  donna  viva, 

Mostcmdo  ia  vlAaj  che  di  me  Ic'ocresca* 


I  Flows  the  loud  riTulet  down  the  mounlain*8  bruw  »  ? 
Or  pants  the  Zephyr  on  the  waving  bough  ? 
Or  sips  the  labouring  bee  her  balmy  dewi. 
And  with  ?oft  Btraini  her  fragrunt  toil  pursuei  ? 
Or  warbles  from  you  silver-blossom'd  thorn 
The  wakeful  bird,  that  hails  the  rising  raorn  ? 
— My  Laura's  voice,  in  many  a  soothing  iii^te, 
Floats  through  the  yif<lding  air,  or  seerns  to  lluat ; 

^*  Why  ail  thy  sighs,"  she  says,  "this  bnely  bowerf 
Why  down  thy  bofom  Rows  this  endless  shower  > 
Complain  no  more  i  but  hope  ere  long  to  meet 
ITiy  mueh-lov'd  Laura  in  a  happier  seat* 
Here*  fairer  scenes  detain  my  parU-d  shades 
Sun5  that  ne'er  set,  and  flowers  that  never  fade; 
Through  cry*5tal  «kics  I  wing  my  joyous  flight. 
And  revel  in  etenial  bla^e  of  light ; 
Sec  all  thy  wanderings  in  that  vale  of  teai^. 
And  smile  at  all  thy  hO|wa,  at  all  thy  fears  i 
Death  wak'd  tny  soul^  that  slept  in  hfe  belbrc. 
And  opM  these  brightcii'd  eyes,  to  sleep  no  mOf^** 

8he  ends  t  the  Fates,  that  will  no  more  reveal^ 
Fix  00  her  closing  Upfi  their  sacred  ieal, 
"  Keturo,  sweet  shade  !"  I  wake,  and  fondly  say, 
"  O,  cheer  my  glttom  with  one  far-beaming  ray  1 
Return :  thy  charms  my  sorrow  will  diijiel. 
And  ^nittt^h  my  spirit  from  her  morUl  tell , 
Then  raU*d  with  thine,  esuking  she  shall  fly, 
Atid  bound  enraptured  through  her  native  akf." 
She  comeg  nu  more  z  my  pangs  more  fierce  rdurn  ; 
Tears  gush  in  streams,  and  sighs  my  bosom  bum. 
Ye  banks,  that  oft  my  weary  limbs  have  home  ^*, 
Ve  murmuring  brooks,  that  learnt  of  me  to  mourn  i 
Ye  hints,  that  tune  with  me  your  plaintive  lay  ; 
Ye   groves,  whtrre  love  once  taught  my   steps   to 
You^  ever  sweet  and  ever  fa ir^  renew  [stray ; 

Your  strains  meludious,  aiul  your  blooming'  hue  ; 
But  not  in  my  sad  heart  c^tt  bliss  re  mam, 
My  heart,  the  liaont  of  never -<^ea$ing  pain  \ 

Henceforth  I — to  sing  in  stnoothly-warbJed  lays 
The  smiles  of  youth,  and  beauty's  heavenly  rays  i 

^  Sonnet  239, 
Se  lamentar'  augelli,  o  vet^i  fronde 

Mover  *oavemenie  all'  aura  esttra, 
O  roeo  mormorar  di  lucid'  omie 
S*ode  d'una  siorita  e  fresca  riva, 
La  v'  io  seggia  d'  amor  pensoso,  e  schriva ; 
Lei  che*l  cict  ne  mostro,  terra  nascomde, 
Veggio,  ed  odo,  ed  intendo,  ch*  aucor  viva 
Di  si  Ion  tit  no  a*  $ospir  miei  fiifpondc* 
Deh  ^  perche  inuanii:!  tempo  ti  consume  ? 
Mi  dice  con  pietate,  a  die  pur  versr 
Dagli  uccbi  tristi  un  doloroso  fiame  ? 
Di  me  non  pi  anger  tu ;  che  miei  di  fersi, 
Moremlo,  etjemi,  e  nell'  etemo  liunc, 
Quando  moslral  ci  chiuder  gl*  oechi,  apcrsL 
l«  Sonnet,  2fiL 
YaHe,  che  de"  lamenti  miei  te*  piena  ; 

Fiume^  che  spesso  del  mio  piangcr  cresci  ? 
Fere  selvestre,  T^^aghi  ai'f;;elli,  c  pesci^ 
Che  V  utia,  c  T  altra  verde  riva  affretia  ; 
Aria  de'  miei  sospir'  cald.i  e  serena  i 
DoJce  sentier,  che  si  amaro  riesci; 
CoUe,  che  mi  piacesti,  or  mi  riticrescj^ 
Ov'  ancor  per  usaoza  Amor  mt  mena; 
Ben  rlconosco  in  voi  I'usate  forme, 

Non,  lasso,  in  me,  che  da  si  lieta  viitJi 
Son  fatto  aibcrgo  d'in^ita  doglb. 
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To  see  the  morn  her  early  charms  wnMd  ", 
Her  cheeks  of  roses,  and  her  curls  of  gold ; 
Led  by  the  sacred  Muse,  at  noon  to  rove  i< 
O'er  tufted  mountain,  vale,  or  shady  grove ; 
To  watch  the  stars,  that  gild  the  lucid  pole. 
And  view  yon  orbs  in  mazy  order  roll ; 
To  hear  the  tender  nightingale  compUun, 
And  warble  to  the  woods  her  amorous  strain : — 
Ko  more  shall  these  my  pensive  soul  delight, 
But  each  gay  vision  melts  in  endless  night. 

I«fymphs !  who  in  glimmering  glades  by  moonlight 

^       dance  »^, 
And  ye,  who  through  the  liquid  crystal  glance, 
Who  oft  have  heard  my  sadly*pleasing  moan ; 
B^old  me  now  a  lifeless  marble  grown. 
Ah  !  lead  me  to  the  tomb  where  Laura  lies  ; 
Clouds  I  ibid  me  round ;  and,  gathered  dailmesi ! 

rise  ! 
Bear  me,  ye  gales  !  in  death's  soft  slumber  layM  ; 
And,  ye  bright  realms,  receive  my  fleeting  shade. 

"  Sonnet  251. 
Quand'  io  veggio  dal  ciel  scender  I'Aurora, 

Con  la  fronte  di  rose,  e  co'  crin  d'  oro. 
12  Sonnet  272. 
Ne  per  sereno  ciel  ir  vagbe  stelle ; 

Ne  per  tranquillo  mar  legni  spalmati  i 

Ne  per  campagne  cavalieri  armati ; 

Ne  per  bei  boscbi  allegre  fere  e  soelle  ;. 
Ne  d'  aspettato  ben  fresche  novelle, 

Ne  dir  d'Amore  in  stili  alti  ed  omati ; 

Ne  tra  chiare  ibntane,  e  verdi  prati 

Dolce  cantare  oneste  donne  e  belle ; 
Ne  altro  nrk  mai  ch'  al  cor  m'  aggiunga. 

Si  seco  il  seppe  quclia  sepelUre, 

Che  sola  a  gli  occhi  miei  fu  lume  e  q>egUo. 
19  Sonnet  263. 
O  vagfat  abitator  de*  verdi  boaehi, 

O  Ninfe,  e  voi,  cfaei  fresco  erboao  fondo 

Del  liquido  cristallo  alberga  e  pasce. 


WRirraN 


Jt    FETE    CHAMPETRE 
IN  WALES. 

Fa  It  Tivy,  bow  sweet  are  thy  waves  gently  flowing, 
Thy  wild  oaken  woods,   and  ^rten  eglantine 
bow»rs,  [ing, 

Thy  banks  with  the  blush-rose  and  amaranth  glow* 
While  friendship  and  mirth  claim  these  labour- 
less  hours  I 
Yet  weak  is  oar  vaunt,  while  someChtng  we  want. 
More  sweet  than  the  pleasore  which  prospects  can 
Come,  smile,  damsels  of  Caitligan,         [gtve ; 
Love  can  alone  make  it  blissful  to  live. 
How  sweet  is  the  odour  of  jasmine  and  roses, 
That  Zephyr  around  us  so  lavishly  flings  ! 
Perhaps  for  Bleanpant  ^  fresh  perfume  he  composes, 
Or  tidings  from  Bronwith  ^  auspiciously  brings  ; 


1  The  seat  of  W.  Brigstock*,  esq. 
«  The  scat  of  Thos.  Uoyd,  esq. 


Yet  weak  is  oar  vaunt,  white  something  we  want. 
More  sweet  than  the  pleasure  which  odours  can  give  : 
Come,  smile,  damsels  of  Cardigan, 
Love  can  alone  make  it  blissful  to  Hve. 
How  sweet  was  the  strain  that  enlivenM  the  spirit. 
And  cbeer'd  us  with  numbers  so  frolic  and  free  ! 
The  poet  is  absent :  be  just  to  bis  merit ; 

Ah  I  may  he  in  love  be  more  bappy  than  we  s 
For  weak  is  ovu  vaunt,  while  something  we  want. 
More  sweet  than  the  pleasure  the  Muses  can  give : 
Come,  smile,  damsels  of  Cardigan, 
Love  can  alone  make  it  blissful  to  live. 
How  gay  is  the  circle  of  friends  round  a  table. 
Where  stately  Kilgarran  ^  o*erhangs  the  browa 
dale; 
Where  Hone  are  utiwUKng,  and  few  are  unable^ 

To  sing  a  wild  soog,  or  repeat  a  wild  tale ! 
Yet  weak,  is  oar  vaunt,  while  something  we  want. 
Mare  sweet  than  the  pleasure  that  frieadsfaip  caa 
Cone,  smile,  damseb  of  CardigaB,  \jP^ : 

Lafe  catt  alooe  make  it  blissful  to  live. 
No  longer  then  pore  over  dark  gothic  pages, 
1V>  cull  a  rude  gibberish  from  Neatheam  or 
Brooke ;  [sages ; 

Leave  year-books  and  parchments  to  grey-bearded 

Be  .nature  and  love,  and  fair  woman,  our  book  ; 
For  weak  is  our  vaunt^  while  something  we  want. 
More  sw«et  than  the  pleasure  that  learning  can  gire : 
Come,  smile,  damseb  of  Caitligan, 
Love  can  alone  make  it  blissful  to  lire. 
Admit  that  our  hibours  were  crown'd  with  full  mea- 
sure. 
And  gold  were  the  fruit  of  rhetorical  flow'rs. 
That  India  supplied  us  with  long-hoarded  treasure. 
That  Dinevor  ♦,  Slebeck  *,  and  Coidsmoie  «,  were 
ours; 
Yet  weak  is  our  vaunt,  while  something  we  want. 
More  sweet  than  the  pleasure  that  riches  can  give : 
Come,  smile,  damsels  of  Cardigan, 
Love  can  alone  make  it  blissful  to  live. 
Or  say,  that  preferring  fair  Thames  to  fair  Tivy, 

We  gain'd  the  bright  ermine  robe^,  purple  and  red  j 
And  peep'd  thro^  long  perukes,  like  owleti  thro^  ivy. 
Or  say,  that  bright  coronets  blazed  on  our  hesal; 
Yet  weak  is  our  vaunt,  while  something  we  want. 
More  sweet  than  the  pleaaure  that  honours  can  give  ; 
Come,  smile,  dMMels  of  Cardigan, 
Love  can  alone  make  it  blissful  to  live* 


ON  SIBfKO 

MISS    ♦    ♦    * 
tfkni  BY  HIM,  wrrnovT  KMOwmo  hbk. 

iWriUgn  in  1780.] 

So  lightly  glanc'd  she  o^er  the  hnm. 

So  lightly  through  the  vale. 
That  not  mere  swiftly  bounds  the  fiswn^-" 

In  Sidon's  palmy  dale. 

3  A  ruin  of  a  castle  on  the  baidLs  of  the  Tivey. 

4  Seat  of  lord  Diaevor's,  near  Landelo,  in  Car« 
marthen. 

^  Seat  of Phillips,  esq.  near  Haverford  West. 

^  Seat  of  Thomas  Uoyd,  esq.  near  ^irdigan. 
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Full  well  her  bnghUbair'ii  courser  knew, 

How  flweet  a  charge  be  bfire. 
And  pruudly  thook  the  tosAeta  blue. 

That  mi  bu  iiack  bd  wore. 

Her  TOtt,  with  livcltest  tincture  glow*d, 

Thnt  smhriier'bliL>^&ifmi  ^rear, 
Ami  wttnton  clomi  her  shouldtrs  floi*Mj 

Her  hyacUilhJdu  hair, 

Ztphyr  m  play  had  loos'd  the  stringji 

And  with  it  tiiighing  flown, 
DJflusing  from  his  dewy  wing, 

A  fragrance  not  bis  own* 

Her  shape  wbi?  like  the  slerider  pine, 

With  verual  bnds  arrayed, 
O  Hcav'n  ?  what  nipturr^  would  be  mine. 

To  slumber  in  its  aliadc. 

Her  fhet'k^ — one  rme  had  Slrephoji  seen. 

But  dazzled  *itb  the  sight, 
At  distance  viewed  her  nymph -like  mieiSj 

And  fainted  with  dctigbU 

He  Ibtjught  Dian:!  from  Ihe  cbacc. 

Was  battening  to  h^r  bow'r ; 
For  more  thnn  inortal  tte^m'd  a  face. 

Of  sue  b  WHistiiss  pow'r. 

Act^on^s  fatal  change  he  fcarM, 

And  trembled  at  the  breeze  j, 
Hiirh  antlers  had  Ms  fancy  reared. 

And  quivMn^  sunk  his  knees. 

lie  wpH  mt^bt  err^ — ^Ihat  mom  eonfets*d, 

TIio  c|nccn  with  silver  Ijeam, 
StKine  Hirth,  and  Sylvia  thuf  address'd. 

By  Ti^y*s  azure  stream  : 

'*  Let  us  thia  day  our  pobes  exchange ; 

Etiid  nil  ^y  waxing  mocin  ; 
Then  through  yon  wtiods  at  pleasure  range^ 

And  sbun  the  sultry  noon. 

*'  Wbilft  1  at  Cardfg;vrv  ptepare 

Oay  storeys  t»f  silk  and  Lice, 
Like  tbini-%  wili  seem  my  aowing^balr. 

Like  tbinei  my  bf^v^nly  grace* 

*^  My  brorber  Pbccbn*  lost  hh  heart 
Wlien  Brvt  be  view'd  tby  cUarmfi, 

And  wiiuld  thii  day;  witb  dangerous  art^, 
Allure  thee  to  bis  arm*. 

"  BtJt  Cynlbia,  Triend  to  ^irgina  fair^ 

'Hiy  s-teps  will  ever  **uide, 
Prcitject  thee  from  th'  enebanttp^  snare. 

And  o*er  thy  heart  preskle. 

"  In  vain  hi  a  wiles  he  ihaU  e^SAy, 

And  tiueh  his  golden  lyre  ; 
Tbf^n  to  the  skies  aball  wing  his  way, 

Wjtb  patC|^  yet  ragini;  Cite. 

"  Shnnid  lie  with  lies  traduce  the  f»irj 
AihI  bon^l  how  oft  be  kisaM  her, 

llie  gu'U  bUall  lau^b  while  i  decbre. 
He  llirt^  with  bis  sister." 


LADY    JONES. 

ftOM    THE    AKAktC. 

Wttti.E  sad  fuspense  and  chiJI  detay 

Bereave  my  wounded  sout  of  rest, 
New  bopea,  new  fears,  fitam  day  to  dayj, 

By  tiiru^  a.ssail  my  lab^riog  breast* 
My  heart,  which  ardent  lora  consumes, 

Tbrubs  With  each  n^oni^eirig  thought ; 
So  flutters  with  entangled  plumes. 

The  lark  in  wily  ine«>he&  e^n^ht* 
There  she,  with  unavatling  strain, 

Pours  thru*  tbe  night  ber  warbled  grief: 
The  gloom  retires,  but  not  hei*  pain  ; 

The  dawn  appean,  but  not  relief. 

Twt)  younglings  wait  the  parent  biwlp 
Their  thrtlliug  forrows  to  appear  r 

She  comes — ah  I   no  :  the  sound  they  heard 
Was  but  a  whisper  of  tije  breeze. 


FltOtt   THE 


PERSUN  POEM  OF  HATlFl, 

IS  TJ]£  MGASURI^  OF  TtiR  OR  CO  I  SAL. 

With  cbet^ks  where  etemaJ  paradise  bloom^'d, 
Swc?et  Laili  the  ioul  of  Kais  had  cunsym'd. 
Transported  her  heavenly  grace*  he  view*d  : 
Of  slumber  nu  more  he  tliuught,  nur  of  food. 
Lovi^  raisM  in  tbeir  |f towing  boaooas  hk  throne^ 
Adopting  the  chosen  parr  as  bis  o^n. 
TogethiT  on  flowery  seal*  they  repoe^d  : 
Their  lips  not  one  idle  momi^nt  wen?  closed. 
To  mortals  thf^y  i?ave  no  bint  of  their  smart  x 
Love  only  tbe  flee  ret  drew  front  eacb  heaft, 

TJiAtisroirrtuN  ^ 
\\1th  ch^ks  where  paradise  HiTnal  bloom'd. 
Sweet  1^1  li  bad  the  ^a\\  i>f  K^ki^  con>ium'd. 
Her  heavenly  ^rrai-e^t  ho  frans^^JOrted  viewed ; 
Ku  more  hp  thouE:ht  of  !i  I  umber,  nor  c>f  ftiod. 
tjTrt'e  ill  thfif  glowing  licsomf  rais'd  bis  throoeg 
71 1 e  rho&pn  pair  adopting  as  hi<i  own. 
On  Muwerv  sisals  l^i|f ether  they  reposed  : 
Thf  ir  lip^  pne  idle  moment  wei'e  not  clos*d* 
Nfi  hint  they  ijave  io  mortals  f»f  their  smart : 
Love  only  drew  the  secret  from  each  h«ait* 


EXTEMPORE  OPINION 


NATIVE  TALENT, 
TN  Atfswrn  TO  Ltfies  rsoiw  4  rtjENK 

Ail !  but  too  wtll,  dear  friend',  I  know 
My  fancy  weak,  my  reawtn  slow, 

'  The  reader  will  perceive  in  ibis  ti^ntpotitiott 
thit  the  station i  of  the  wonb  are  only  chang^,  bf 
which  simple:  means  the  ^vc  couplet*  are  trao^os^d 
to  lambje  mcaiuie; 
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My  memory  by  art  improv'd, 

My  mind  by  baseless  tn6es  mov'd. 

Oire  me  (thus  high  my  pride  I  raise) 

The  ploughman's  or  the  gard'ner's  praise. 

With  patient  and  unceasing  toil. 

To  meliorate  a  stubborn  soil. 

And  say,  (no  higher  meed  I  ask) 

**  With  zeal  hast  thou  performed  thy  task  ;" 

Praise,  of  which  virtuous  minds  may  boast. 

They  best  confer  who  merit  most 


WRITTEN  AFTER  A  PERUSAL 

OF    THE 

EIGHTH  SERMON  OF  BARROW,  1786. 

As  meadows  parch'd,  brown  groves,  and  withering 

Bow'ra, 
Imbibe  the  sparkling  dew  and  genial  sbow'rs ; 
As  chill  dark  air  inhales  the  mornhng  beam. 
As  thirsty  harts  enjoy  the  gelid  stream ; 
Thos  to  man's  grateful  soul  from  Heav*n  descend. 
The  mercies  of  his  Father,  Lord,  and  Friend. 


THS  CONCLUDIMO  SXNTllICB  OF 

BERKLETS  SIRIS,  mrrATiD. 

Btpoii  thy  mystic  altar,  beav'nly  Tmtb, 
I  kneel  in  manhood,  as  I  knelt  m  youth : 
Thus  let  me  kneel,  till  this  dull  form  decay. 
And  life's  last  shade  be  brightened  by  thy  ray : 
Then  shall  my  toul,  now  lost  in  clouds  below. 
Soar  without  bound,  without  eonsoming  glow  K 


AN  ERODE 

paOM  A  CROtUS  IN  TBB  VNPINXSBID  TtAOBDT 
or  SORIAB. 

What  powV,  beyond  all  pow'rs  elate. 

Sustains  this  universal  frame  ? 

Tts  not  nature,  'tis  not  fate, 

Tn  not  the  dance  of  atoms  blind, 

l^ereal  space,  or  subtile  flame  s 

No  ;  tis  one  vast  eternal  mind. 

Too  sacred  for  an  earthly  name. 

He  forms,  pervades,  directs  the  whole ; 

Not  like  the  macrocosm's  imag'd  soul* 

But  provident  of  endless  good, 

By  wa3rs  nor  seen  nor  understood, 

Which  e'en  his  angels  vainly  might  explore. 

High,  their  highest  thoughts  above, 

Truth,  wisdom,  justice,  mercy,  love. 

Wrought  in  his  heav*nly  essence,  blaze  and  soar. 

Mortals,  who  his  glory  seek. 

Rapt  in  contemplation  meek. 

Him  fear,  him  trust,  him  venerate,  him  adore. 

1  These  lines  were  written  by  sir  Wdliam  Jones 
in  Berkley's  Sins ;  they  are,  in  foot,  a  beautiful 
version  of  the  last  sentence  of  the  Siris,  amplified 
and  adapted  to  himsdf ;  *'  He  that  would  make  a 
real  progresa  in  knowledge,  must  dedicate  his  age 
as  well  as  youth,  the  latter  growth  at  well  at  the 
first  fniitsy  at  the  altar  of  Tratb.*' 


tx 

FERDUSn 


VOVTM  PB18ICI   POBMATS   REtOfCO. 

Samus,  ut  aurato  cmctum  diademaie  regem 
Vidit  ovans,  excelsa  ferebat  ad  atria  gressnm  ; 
Quem  rex  ad  meritos  facilis  provexit  lionores, 
Et  secum  in  solio  jussit  considere  ebumeo, 
Cffilato  rutilanti  auro,  insertisqae  pyropis. 
Magnanimum  a£&tu8  tum  blandi  heroa  toquelA, 
Multa  super  sociis,  super  armis  multa  rogabat. 
Jam,  quaotos  aleret  tellus  Hyrcana  gigantas. 
Jam,  qu&  parta  manu  nova  sit  victoria  Persis : 
Cui  dux  hsBC  memori  parens  est  voce  locntus. 
Venimus  ad  castra  hostilis,  rex  maxime,  geotia  ^ 
Gens  est  dura,  ferox ;  non  aspera  saevior  errat 
Per  dumeta  leo,  non  sylvft  tig^  in  atrft ; 
Non  equus  in  laetis  Arabum  it  velocior  agris. 
Ciim  subito  trepidam  pervenit  rumor  in  urbem 
Adventare  aciem,  queruli  per  tecta,  per  arcca, 
Atiditi  gemitCb,  &  non  lietabile  murmur : 
Uicet  erati  fiilgentes  casside  turmas 
Eduxereviri;  pars  vastos  fusa  per  agros. 
Pars  monte  in  rigido,  aut  depressa  valle  sedebat; 
Hormit  ssre  acies,  tanUeque  a  pulvere  nubes 
ExortSB,  ut  pulchrum  tegeret  jubar  astherius  aoL 
Quale  in  arenoso  nigrarum  colle  laborat 
Formicarum  agraen,  congestaque  farra  repooit  | 
Aut  qualis  culicum  leviter  stridentibus  alis 
iSirba  volans,  tenues  ciet  importuna  snsnrroa  $ 
Tales  prosiluere.    Nepos  ante  agmina  Salmi 
Cercius  emicuit,  quo  non  fuit  ardua  pinus 
Altior,  aut  inemans  excelso  ra  monte  cupreims. 
At  Persarum  artAs  gelidA  formidine  solvi 
Aiguit  &  tremor,  &  lazato  in  corpore  palbr : 
Hoc  vidi,  &  valido  torquens  hastile  lacerto 
Per  medias  jussi,  dnce  me,  penetrare  phalangaa  | 
Irruit  alatus  sonipes,  ceu  torvus  in  arvb 
JEthiopuih  latis  elephas,  neque  sensit  habenani: 
Militibus  vires  redilre,  &  pristina  virtus. 
Ac  velnt,  nndantis  ctkm  surgant  flumina  Nili« 
Et  refluant,  avidis  baud  injucunda  colonis, 
Pioguia  fhigiferes  implentur  fluctibus  arva  ; 
Sic  terra  innumeris  agitata  est  ilia  catervts : 
Cum  strepitum  audierit  nostrum,  ingentemque  frm* 

gorem 
Findentis  galeas  &  forrea  scuta  bipennis, 
Cerdtts,  borrifico  complens  loca  vasta  boatOy 
In  me  flexit  equum,  me  crude!  i  ease  petebat, 
Captivumque  arcto  voluit  coostringere  nodo : 
Prustra ;  nam,  louans  habilem  nee  segniter  arcom, 
Populeas  misi  duro  mncrooe  sagittas, 
Flammarum  ritu,  aut  per  nubila  fulminis  acti : 
Ille  tamen  celeri  ruit  impete,  nosque  morantes 
Increpitat,  latum  minitans,  rigidasve  catenas : 
Ut  verb  accessit  violenti  turbinis  instar. 
Pulsus  ut  &  dypens  cljrpeo  est,  &  casside  crasria 
Ilium  insurgentem,  dirumqne  infigere  vulnos 
Gmantem,  arripui,  qua  discolor  alia  cinxit 
Balteus,  &  rutilis  subnexa  est  fibula  baccis. 
Strenua  tum  valido  molimine  brachia  versans 
E  stratjs  evulsi  equitem,  qui  pronus,  inermis, 
Decidit,  &  rabido  frendens  campum  ore  momordit; 
Pectora  col  nivea,  &  ferrati  cuspide  costaa 
Transfodi,  madidam  defluxit  sanguis  in  herbam 
Purpureus,  tristisque  elapsa  est  vita  sub  umbras. 
Haud  mora,  diffugrant  hostes,  ductore  perempto, 
Saxa  per  &  colles ;  nostris  victoria  turmis 
AflfnUdty  cassosque  ddes,  Hyicania,  natos. 
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Sic  pereant,  qiuconq^ie  tuo,  Tt%  optime,  sceptro. 
Qui  |*reuus  impefki  atella*,  pare  re  rccuseiH ! 
tJistit  ;  flt  Kcroas  Persarum  rector  ovantes 
IjniJibus  iti  cmlum  to!  I  it  j  jubet  mtie  beataa 
Instaumti  epulas,  it  pomita  dulck  poni  : 
Conveatam  ett,  te^cti)que  super  diBCumbitur  into. 


ELEGM    ARABICA. 

Fiiir>irn  an  ^  densi  vibmtum  nube  coruscit  ? 

An  rosea-H  nucJBt  Leiln  pnHicfl  g^nas  ? 
Bacdtt^rumiie  celer  fruticelum  rlevorat  ignis  ? 

^icb-fea  an  SoltmE  Itimina  dulci«  miL^ant  > 
NarHus  sia  Htigr^ri,  an  spirant  violaria  Meccw, 

Candid.-i  tMloriftTts  an  vcnit  AKZa  com  is  ? 
Q«iikm  jiivat  ali  f  jtiilrios  niprnor'i  ttniiisse  rcceufts 

Valle  sub  timbrosA,  pa  I  lens  nlii  luf^ct  amatftTj, 

Num  col  it  us&uLtos  mollis  arnica  larc«  ^ 
Janme  cicnt  faticum  pnufracta  tonittttB  mnrmur 

MuntibQ*,  cfTiisaB  quus  rigat  imber  acjua?  ? 
An  tust  ilum  fundit  priuium  lux  alma  ruborcm, 

Lyuipbtt,  Azibc,  meam  pelkt,  ut  anle^  aitim  ? 
Quol  mcafebeesvidiitia  gaudia,  campi, 

Gaudta  vk  *   miiero  doq  rcnovatida  mihi  ? 
Ei^qnis  apud  Nagcdi  liicos  nut  pa^ma  Tnda^ 

pastor  amatomm  Bjwsquc  iiictu^ue  can  it } 
Ecqui'i  alt,  pebdii  Salaj  dum  vaMe  rccnmbit, 

**  Heu  I  quid  Cadcmeo  in  monte  ^odaiis  agit  ?" 
Kuiii  gracdes  rident  hyemaiia  frigora  myrti  ? 

Num  Tiret  m  solitis  totos  amata  toe  is  ? 
Kom  vernant  bumilcs  in  aprico  colle  myrica;  > 

Ne  mains  b as  ocuIm^,  tic  mala  la^dat  hyems  1 
An  mca  Alegiades,  Hulcissima  turba,  pii^ll^s 

Curant)  an  Zcphyris  irrita  vota  dabunt  > 
An  vindcm  sal i ant,  nullo  vcMiatitej  per  hortum 

Hianuleiqnc^  I'iti ,  capreolique  leves  } 
Visatnne  umbrif{;ro!>],  loca  dilectissitna,  sattus, 

Duett  utn  facilcm  ta>ta  Noam  a  chorum  } 
Num  Daregi  ripas  patula  teg  it  arbutus  unitbrd, 

Ah  I  q unties  lacrymis  bumida  facta  tnf*is  ? 
Grata  cjuis  antra  coJitj  oobifl  aUcijtibuFj  Ainri, 

Antra  pneltarum  qu^m  bene  nota  grcgi } 
Fun^p  aitiatofes  Mecca iifi  in  valle  rcdnctoi 

Ab>eritif  Soli  map  commeminiase  jnvat. 
Terapus  crit,  levibus  quo  pervigilata  cachmDis 

Nox  dabit  unanlmi  gaudia  pkna  choro  i 
Qao  dulcea  juTcnum  ^plrabjt  coitus  amores, 

£t  Ictos  avfdd  eombibet  aure  modoSi 


AD    MVSAM. 


VAtK,  Camena^  blanda  cuUrix  iogcnt, 

Vjrtulis  allriic,  mater  eloquentiffl  ! 

Lioqucnda  alumim  e^l  laurns  &  cbetystuo  % 

At  tu  dearum  dulcium  ilulcmmap 

Seu  Suada  mavis  sive  Pit  ho  dicier, 

A  te  rcceptus  m  tui  vivam  fide  ; 

Mibi  siti  oro,  won  inutilis  tosa, 

Hec  itidiserta  litiguaij  oec  turpiis  matius. 


ODES- 


QBE  OF  PETRARCH, 


FOUOTATN  OF  VALCHIUSA. 

Ye  clear  and  iparkling  itEtiAtni  ! 

(Warm'd  by  tlte  siiuny  beams  j 
Tbrougb  whoAC  traniiparcnt  crvatal  iMMrm  p1ay'd| 

Yc  bougb<»>  Ibat  deck  the  grove, 

Where  Spring  her  chap  lets  wttve^ 
While  Laura  lay  lieneatb  tbi^  quivering  shade  ^ ; 

Sweet  herbs  !  and  blushing  tloirers  I 

That  craim  yon  vernal  boweri 
For  ever  fatal ,  yet  for  ever  dear  ; 

Aud  yc,  that  heard  my  c^igUs 

When  first  she  charmed  my  cyei, 
SoFUbreathing  gales  !   my  dying  accents  bc^r. 

If  Eleaven  ha^  fix'd  my  doom, 

That  love  mu&t  quite  etjnsuaie 
My  bursting  heart,  and  close  my  eyet  m  death  ; 

Ah  i  grant  this  slight  reqne»t, — 
Thatt  here,  my  urn  may  rest. 
When  tu  its  man&ioa  Ales  my  vital  breath. 


Chiare,  fresche,  e  dolci  acquc, 

Ovt  Ic  bette  membra 

Pose  CO  lei,  cbe  sob  a  me  par  donna ; 

Gentii  ramOj  ove  piacque 

(Con  su^pir  mi  rimembm) 

A  lei  dj  fare  al  be  I  Ganco  colotina  | 

Erbs,  c  tior',  che  la  goatm 

[^pfgiadra  riooverse 

Col  I*  angelico  seno ; 

Aer  sacro  sereno 

Ot*  Amur  co*  bcgli  occfaj  U  cor  m*  apersc^ 

Date  ndienza  insieme 

Alle  dolcuti  mie  parole  estremc. 

S"  cgli  *  pur  mio  destido, 

E"^]  cielo  in  ci6  s^  adopra, 

Ch^  amor  qucsti  occhi  lagnmando  chjuda, 

Qiiak'he  gra/ia  il  nieschino 

Corpo  fra  vtii  ricopra  ; 

E  torni  I'  alma  al  proprio  albergo  ignuda; 

La  morte  Ga  men  cruda, 

'  M,  de  Voltaire  has  given  ns  a  beautiful  para-* 
phra^  of  lhi«  fir^t  stanza,  tboiigh  it  is  certain  that 
lie  had  never  read  the  ode  in  the  original,  or  at  most 
only  the  three  firet  lines  of  it ;  for  be  asserts  that 
the  Italian  song  is  irregular,  and  if  ithout  rhymes  ^ 
whereas  the  stanzas  are  perfectly  regular,  and  the 
rhymes  very  exact  His  design  was  to  nlvc  madame 
du  Chatelct,  for  whom  be  wn-ts  hb  histur^',  sn  idea 
of  Petrarch's  iftyle ;  but,  if  she  had  only  reai^  hif 
imitation,  she  could  have  but  an  imperft^t  notion 
of  the  Italian,  wbtch  the  reader  will  easily  perwive 
by  comparing  them,  ^^  ^ 
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This  pleasing  hope  will  smooth 

My  anxious  mind,  and  sooth 
The  pangs  of  that  inevitable  hoUr; 

My  spirit  will  not  grieve 

Her  mortal  vmi  to  leave 
In  these  calm  shades,  and  this  enchanting  bow'r. 

Haply  the  guilty  UMid 

Through  yon  accostom'd  glade 
To  my  sad  taoab  will  take  her  loaely  way : 

Where  first  her  beaoty's  li|^t 

O'erpower'd  my  dazaled  sight, 
Ifhen  Love  on  this  fiur  border  bade  meitimy  $ 

There,  sorrowing,  shall  she  see. 

Beneath  an  aged  tree, 
Her  true,  but  hapless,  Wvei^  lowly  bier; 

Too  late,  her  tender  sighs 

Shall  melt  the  pitying  skies, 
And  her  soft  veH  sbalt  hide  the  gosUvg  tear. 

O!  well -rememberM  day. 

When  on  yon  bank  she  lay. 
Meek  in  her  pride,  and  in  her  rigoor  mikl ;     . 

The  young  and  blooming  fiowers. 

Falling  in  fragrant  showers. 
Shone  on  her  neck,  and  on  her  bosom  smird : 

Some  on  her  mantle  hung. 

Some  in  her  locks  were  strong. 
Like  orient  gems  in  rings  of  laming  gold  ; 

Some,  in  a  spicy  dond 

Descending,  caH'd  aloud, 
**  Here  Love  and  youth  the  reins  of  empire  hold." 

I  viewed  the  heavenly  maid ; 

And,  rapt  hi  wonder,  said 


8e  qnesta  speme  porto 

A  quel  dubbioso  passo ; 

Che  lo  spirito  lasso 

Non  poria  mai  in  pin  ripotaio  porto 

N'en  piu  traoquilla  fossa 

Fuggir  la  came  travagliata,  e  1'  ossa. 

Tempo  verra  ancor  forse 

Ch'  air  usato  soggioroo 

Tomi  la  (era  bella  e  mansaeta  ; 

E 1^  ov'  ella  mi  scorse 

Kel  benedetto  giomo 

Volga  la  vista  desiosa  e  lieta, 

Ceroandomi,  ed,  o  pieta. 

Oik  term  infra  le  pietre 

Vedendo,  Amor  Tinspiri 

In  guisa  ohe  sospiri 

Si  dolcemtnte  che  mercft  mMfflpetre, 

£  faccia  forza  al  cielo 

Asciugandosi  gli  occhi  col  bel  vdo. 

Da*  bei  ramtscendea 

Dolce  nella  memoria 

Una  pioggia  di  fior  sovra  *l  luo  grembo ; 

£d  ella  si  sedea, 

Homile  in  tanta  gloria 

Goverta  gi4  deU'  aaioroso  neoabo  i 

Qual  fior  cadeasul  lembo^ 

Qnal  sallc  tteeoie  bioMle,     - 

Ch*  oro  ibrbito  e'perle 

£ran  quel  di  a  vederle, 

Qntl  si  posava  in  terra,  e  quel  tall*  code  ; 

Qual  con  un  vago  errore 

Girsndo  parea  dir,  **  Qui  regim  ABore.'* 

Qusnte  volte  dissMo 

Allcr  pien  di  spavento 


"  The  groves  of  Rdea  gave  this  an^  birtk;'* 

Her  look,  her.  voice,  her  smile. 

That  m^t  all  Heaven  b^;nile. 
Wafted  my  soul  above  the  realms  of  Earth : 

The  star ^bwpangiad  akics 

Were  epen^  to  my  eyess 
Sighing  I  said,  **  Whenoe  rose  this  glittering  scene  ?" 

Since  that  aospicious  haur. 

This  bank,  andedorow  bower. 
My  morning  oouch,  and  evening  hannt,  have  been. 

Well  ma^  tkm  ^luth,  tuf  sm^. 

To  leave  the  rural  throng, 
And  fly  thuaaitlsfis  to  my  Laura's  ear| 

But,  were  thy  poet's  fire 

Ardent  as  hia  desire. 
Thou  weit  a  song  that  Heaven  m^t  stoop  to  bear* 


"GosteifMri 

Cosi  caroo  d'  oblio 

11  divin  pertameoto 

EM  volto^  e  le  parole,  e'l  doloe  nso 

M'  aveaao,  e  si  diviso 

Dall'  imagiae  Tsra, 

Ch'  i'  dicea  sospirendo, 

"  Qui  come  venn'  io,'Oqmuide  ?" 

Credendo  esser*  in  ciel,  noo  Ik  dov*  criu 

Da  indi  in  q«4  osi  piaoe 

Questa  erba  si  ch'  altrove  non  o  pace. 

9e  tn  avessi  etnamcati  quaaf  ia  Toglia, 

Potresta  arditanunfee 

Uscir  del  botoo,  e  gir*  infini  Ja  geote. 


M.   DE  VOLTAms'S 
FARAraiUSB 

07  TUB  riasT  rrAVSA, 

Chive, /iresche,  e  doki  ocque,  dCc. 

Cla»s  fontaine,  onde  aimable,  code  pare, 
Ou  la  beauty  qui  consume  mon  cosur, 
Seule  beauts,  qui  soit  dans  la  nature, 
Des  feux  du  jour  evite  la  chaleur ; 

Arbre  beureux,  doot  le  feoillage 

Agite  par  les  SSepbirs 

La  couvris  de  son  ombrage. 

Qui  rappelles  mes  soopirs. 

En  rappellant  son  image, 
Ornemens  de  ces  bords,  et  filles  da  matin, 
Vous  dont  je  suis  jak>ax,  voos  moins  brillantes 
qu'elle,  [ton  'seb, 

Flenrs,  qu'elle  omhelltssait,  qmmd  vous  todchiez 
Rossignols,  dont  la  voix  est  moins  dooce  et  ortoins 
Air  devenu  plus  par,  adorable  s^oor,  [belle. 

Immortalise  par  ses  oharmes, 
Lieaz  dangereux  et  chers,  ou  de  ses  tendres  armes 

L'amour  a  biess^  tous  mes  sensi 

Ecoutes  mesdemiersaodflos^ 

Recevez  mes  demiereB  lannes. 
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ODE  OF  J  AMI, 

ni  TVB  PtMIAK,  POtM  AMD  MtAfVtI. 


How  tweet  Uie  gale  of  monung  breathes  I 
Nevi,  that  the  raee  will  tooo  appreach 
flooB  will  a  thoaiaad  parted  loalf 
Sfiooe  tidings,  which  iu  tsnxf  heart 
Late  near  my  charmer's  flowing  robe 
Thenoa,  odonr  to  the  rose-bud^  veil, 
Painfiil  is  absence,  and  that  pain 
ThoQ  koow*f>t,  dear  maid !  when  to  thine  e 
Why  should  I  trace  lore's  mazy  path, 
Bbdc  destiny  !  my  lot  is  woe. 
In  rain,  a  friend  feus  mind  distarbs. 
When  sage  phjrsician  to  the  oooch, 
A  rovina^  stranger  in  thy  town 
TUl  this  his  name,  and  lambliiig  lay 


9«reet  newg  of  my  deliftht  he  brings  z 
the  tuneful  bird  of  mffit,  he  brings  ; 
be  led,  his  captives,  through  the  sky, 
must  ardent  flames  exciU,  he  .brings, 
be  |MM*d,  and  kiss'd  the  fragrant  hem  ; 
and  jasmine's  mantle  nhite,  he  brings, 
to  some  base  rival  oft  is  ow'd  ; 
>  fidse  tales^  contriv'd  in  spite ^  be  brings, 
since  destmy  my  bliss  ibrbids? 
to  me  no  ray  of  Ught  he  brings, 
in  vain  a  childish  trouble  gives, 
of  heartsick  love-lorn  wight^  he'brings. 
no  guidance  can  sad  Jami  find, 
to  thine  all-pierciiig  tight  he  brings. 


TBE   MV8E    RECALLED; 
AXOUE 

ON  TBS  ItUPTIAtJ  OF 

IX)RD  VISCOUNT  ALTHORP, 

AKS 

MISS  LAVINU  BINGHAM, 

UBBtr  nAUOBTSE   OP  CHAaLtS,   LOan  LOCAV, 
MAKCH  6,  1781. 

Rtnmii,  celestial  Muse ! 
By  wlme  bright  fingers  o'er  my  infimt  head, 
^IW  with  immortal  symphony,  were  spread 
Fresh  bays  and  flow'rets  of  a  thousand  haes; 

IRrturo !  thy  golden  lyre, 
^J*^  "^b  sonny  rays  of  temper'd  fire, 
Which  in  Astosa's  fane  I  fondly  hoog, 

mW  I  reclaim:  but  ah,  sweet  maid. 

Bereft  of  thy  propitiotts  aid 
My  foiee  is  tuoeles%  and  my  harp  unstrung. 

»Wi  khidle  mto  life  the  long-unwaken'd  sheU  ? 
Hs«e !  the  well-wrought  basket  bring  », 
JlMch  two  nter  Graces  wove, 
^fc«  the  third,  whose  praise  I  sing, 
^wng  sought  the  bridal  grove, 
y^«««  the  sk»w.desoending  Son 
Mt  the  how'is  of  Wimbledon. 
Jnthe  vase  mysterious  fling 
J*^«>d  rsses  gwnm'd  with  dew, 
{«;»*"  of  et^  varied  hue, 
{***8**«nfkir  of  eariy  spring, 
J*«*»mg  »weet  with  samphire  eyes, 
Sr^Irii' mingled  d^«:      ^ 
J^wwmd  the  basket  go, 
JWng  Kght  with  silent  pace, 

I^Z' **^  *'•«"»"  ^'wce  •»*  •'o^ 
i*^  prooDUBchig  thrice  I  trace 
JJ««  fclkwi  textnre  bright, 
^^^cued  in  beamy  light, 

^JI^fiwtoaisaBin^m,  and  Miss  Frances  Moles- 
IowImI^SS'"'  ^*'**^  *  basket  with  ribbands  and 


Names  of  more  than  mortal  pow'r. 

Sweetest  influence  to  diflfuse ; 

Names,  that  from  her  shadiest  bow'r 

Draw  the  soft  reluctant  Mnse. 

First,  I  with  living  gems  enchase 
The  name  of  her,  whom  for  this  festive  day 
With  zone  and  mantle  elegantly  gay   - 
The  Graces  have  adoni'd,  berKlf  a  Grnos^ 

Mdesworth — hark  I  a  swelling  note 

Seems  on  Zephyr's  wing  to  float. 
Or  lias  vain  hope  my  flatter'd  sense  beguil'd  f 

Nort,  her  who  braided  many  a  flow*r 

To  deck  her  si^r's  nuptial  bow'r, 
Biogham,  with  genfle  heart  and  aspect  mild  : 

The  charm  prevails — I  bear,  1  hear 
Strains  nearer  yet,  and  yet  more  near. 
Still  ye  nymphs  and  youths  advance. 
Sprinkle  stilt  the  balmy  show'r. 
Mingle  still  the  mazy  dance. 
Two  names  of  unresisted  pow'r. 

Behold,  in  radiant  characters  I  write : 
O  rise  I  O  leave  thy  secret  sbriue. 

For  they,  who  all  thy  nymphal  train  outshine, 
Duocannon  s,  heaveciy  Muse,  and  Devonshire  ^ 
invite.  ' 

Saw  ye  not  yon  myrtle  wave  ? 

Heard  ye  not  a  warbled  strain  } 

Yes  !  the  harp,  which  Clio  gave. 

Shall  his  .ancient  sound  regain. 
One  dearer  name  remains.     Prepare,  prepare  ! 

She  comes— bow  swift  th'  impatient  air 

Drinks  the  rising  accent  sweet ! 

Soon  the  charm  shall  be  complete. 

Return  and  wake  the  silent  string ; 

Return,  sweet  Mnse,  for  Althorp  bids  me  sing. 
^is  she — and,  as  she  smiles,  the  breathing  lyre 
Leaps  from  his  silken  bands,  and  daru  ethereal  fire. 

Bright  son  of  ev'ning,  lucid  star, 

Auspicioos  rise  thy  soften*d  beam, 

Admir*d  ere  Cjmtbia's  pearly  car 

O'er  Heav*o*s  pure  azure  spreads  her  gleam : 
^Lady  Henrietta  Spencer,  second  daughter  of 
John  eari  Spencer,  and  wife  of  the  lord  viscount  Dun- 
eannon,  eldest  son  of  the  earl  of  Besborough. 

3  Lady  Georgiana,  eldest  daughter  of  carl  Spen- 
cer, and  wifs  of  William  Cavendish,  fifth  duke  of 
Devonshire. 
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Thou  saw'st  the  blooming  pair. 
Like  thde  serenely  ^r» 
By  love  united  and  the  nuptial  vow, 
Thou  see'st  the  mirthful  tiaia 
Dance  to  th*  unlabour'd  strain, 
See^st  bound  %Uh  myrtle  ey'ry  youthful  hnm. 
Shine  forth,  ye  silver  eye*  of  night,  [light. 

And  gaze  on  virtues  crown*d  with  treasures  of  de« 

And  thou»  the  golden-tressed  child  of  mom. 
Whene'er  thy  all-inspiring  heat 

Bids  bursting  rose-buds  hill  and  mead  adorn. 

See  them  vitb  every  gift  that  Jove  bestows. 
With  ev'ry  joy  replete, 

Save,  when  they  melt  at  sight  of  human  woes. 
Flow  smoothly,  circfing  hours,  ^ 

And  o*er  their  heads  unblended  pleasure  pour  | 
Nor  let  your  fleeting  round 
Their  mortal  transports  bound. 

But  fill  their  cup  of  bliss,  eternal  pow'rs, 
Till  Time  himself  shall  cease,  and  suns  shall  Mave 
no  more. 
Each  morta,  reclin'd  on  many  a  rose 
lavinia's  *  pencH  shall  disclose 
New  forms  of  dignity  and  grace, 
Th'  expressive  air,  th'  impassion'd  face. 
The  curled  smile,  the  bubbling  tear. 
The  blooni  of  hope,  the  snow  of  foar. 
To  some  poetic  tale  fresh  beauty  give. 
And  bid  the  starting  tablet  rise  and  live ;  > 
Or  with  swHt  fingers  shall  she  touch  the  strings. 
And  in  the  magic  loom  of  harmony 
Notes  of  such  #ondr6u8  texture  weave. 
As  lit\  the  soul  on  seraph  wings. 

Which,  as  they  soar  above  the  jasper  sky,  [leave. 
Below'thefflsuns  ntiknown  and  worlds  mraumber^d 

While  thou  by  listening  crowds  approved, 
Lov'd  by  the  Muse  and  by  the  poet  lov'd, 

Althorp,  shouldst  emulate  the  fame 
Of  Roman  Patriots  and  th'  Athenian  name  j 
Shouldst  charm  with  full  persuasive  eloquence. 
With  all  thy  mother's  ^  grace,  and  all  thyfiither's 
sense, 
Th'  ai^lauding  senate ;  whilst,  above  thy  head, 
Exulting  Liberty  should  smile. 
Then,  bidding  dragon-bom  Contention  cease. 

Should  knit  the  dance  with  meek-ey*d  Peace, 
And  by  thy  vmce  rmpelKd  should  spread 
An  universal  joy  around  her  cherishM  isl& 
But  ah  !  thy  puUic  virtues,  jrouth  I  are  vaui 
In  this  voluptuons,  this  abandoned  age. 

When  Albion's  sons  wHh  frantic  rage. 
In  cr'mne^  alone  and  recreant  baseness  bold, 
FW»edom  and  Concord,  with  their  weeping  train, 
Hcpudiate ;  slaves  of  vice,  and  slaves  of  gold  I 
They,  on  starry  pinions  sailing 
Through  the  crystal  fields  of  air 
Mourn  their  efforts  unavailing, 
Leat  persuasions,  fruitless  care : 
Truth,  Justice,  Reason,  Valour,  with  them  fly 
To  seek  a  purer  soil,  a  more  congenial  sky. 

Beyond  the  vast  Atlantic  deep 
A  dome  by  viewless  genii  shall  be  raised. 
The  walls  of  adamant  compact  and  steep, 
The  portals  with  sky-tinctur'd  gems  emblajed : 

<  Lady  Althorp  has  an  extraordinary  talent  for 
drawing  historic  subj<?cts,  an$i  expressing  the  passions 
in  the  most  simple  manner. 
*  Georgiana  Poyntz,  countess  Spencer. 


There  on  a  lofty  throne  shall  Virtue  stand  ; 
To  her  the  youth  of  Delaware  shall  kneel ; 
And,  when  her  smiles  rain  plenty  o*er  the  land. 
Bow,  tyrants,  bow  beneath  the  avenging  steel  ! 
Commerce  with  fleets  shall  mock  the  wavt^ 
And  arts,  that  Hourisli  not  with  slaves, 
DanctBg  with  every  Graoe  and  ev'ry  Muse, 
Shall  bid  the vflUlies  laugh  and  lieav^ly  b^mndiflFbie. 
She  ceases  ;  and  a  strange  delight 

Still  vibrates  on  my  ravished  ear  u. 
What  floods  of  glory  drown  my  sight ! 
What  scenes  i  view  !  what  sounds  I  hear  ! 
This  for  my  friend — but,  gentle  nymphs,  no  OMice 

Darfe  I  with  spells  divine  the  Muse  recall : 
Then,  &tal  harp,  thy  transient  rapture  o*er. 
Calm  I  replace  thee  on  the  sacred  walL 
Ah  !  see  how  lifeless  hangs  the  lyre. 
Not  lightning  now,  but  glittering  wire  I 
Me  to  the  brawling  bncand  wrangles  high 
Brifht-hair'd  Sabrina  calls  and  rosy-bosom'd  Wy«» 


AN     ODE 

IH  XMITATIOV  Of 
ALC^US. 

•AXX*  M  mr'  if  Zt^h  ANAPE3  ,  • 
Aimt  r<^M»  Mwis^ 

Ale.  quoted  by  AHstidet. 

What  ooostitutes  a  stated 
Not  high  rais'd  battlement  or  labor'd  flMmnd, 

Thick  wall  or  moated  gate; 
Not  cities  j)roud*with  sph^es  and  turrets  ciowdVI  ; 

Not  bays  and  broad-armM  porta. 
Where,  laughing  at  the  storm,  rich  navies  ride. 

Nut  starr'd  and  spangled  courts. 
Where  low-brow'd  ba&eness  wafts  perfume  to  pride. 

No  :-*<«Men,  high  minded  men. 
With  pow'rs  as  far  above  dull  brutes  endued 

In  forest,  brake,  or  den. 
As  beasts  expel  cold  rocks  and  brambles  rude  ; 

Men,  who  their  duties  know. 
But  know  their  rights,  and  knowing,  dare  mahitaiBy 

Prevent  the  long-aim'd  Mow, 
And  crush  the  tyrant  while  they  rend  the  chafo  s 

These  cobstitnte  a  state. 
And  sovereign  Iaw,  that  state's  collected^wiB, 

O'er  thrones  and  globes  etote 
Sits  empress,  crawning  good,  repressing  ill ; 

Smit  by  her  sacred  frown 
The  fiend,  Discretion,  like  a  vapovr  finks. 

And  e'en  th'  all  dazzTing  crown 
Hides  his  fiiint  rays,  and  at  her  bidding  shrinkau 

Such  was  this  Heav*n  lov'd  isle. 
Than  Lesbos  fairer  and  tlte  Cretan  shore  1 

No  more  shall  freedom  smile  ? 
Sh^ll  Britons  languish,  and  be  men  no  more  ? 

Siuce  all  must  life  resign. 
Those  sweet  rewards,  which  decorate  the  brare, 

Tis  folly  to  decline. 
And  steal  inglorious  to  the  silent  gravtew 
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AN    OhB 

IN   IMITATION  or 

CALLISTRATU8. 


'a^mf  A^tuM* »  'A^tnyurm, 

«.  r«  X. 

Quod  81  pott  Idus  niias  Martias  e  Tj^nnortonif 
^nispiara  tale  aliquod  carmen  plebitradidiesetinque 
Suburram  et  fori  eircalos  et  in  ora  vulgi  intulisset, 
actum  profecto  fuisset  de  partibus  deque  domina- 
tiooe  Caesaram ;  plui  mehercoie  vaiuisset  unum 
*A^fMi  fjJtkH  quam  Ciceronis  Philippicn  omnes. 
Lowth  De  Saera  Paesi,  PneL  1 


Verdant  myrtle's  branchy  pride 
Shall  my  biting  falchion  wreathe : 

S«on  shall  grace  each  manly  side 
Tubes  that  speak,  and  points  that  breathe. 

Thus,  Harmodius  !  shone  thy  blade; 
Thus,  Aristogtton !  thine: 

Whose,  when  Britain  sighs  for  aid. 
Whose  shall  now  delay  to  shine  ? 
Dearest  youths,  in  islands  blest. 
Not.  like  recreant  idlers  dead. 
You  with  fleet  Pelides  rest, 
And  with  godlike  Diomed« 

Verdant  myrtJe's  branchy  pride 
Shall  my  thirsty  blade  entwine : 

Such,  Karmodius  !  decked  thy  side; 
Such,  Aristogiton  !  thine. 

They  the  base  Hipparchus  slew 
At  the  feast  of  Pallas  crown'd : 

Gods ! — ^how  swift  their  poniards  flew ! 
How  the  monster  tinged  the  ground  1 

Then  in  Athens  all  was  peace, 
£qoal  laws  and  liberty : 

Nurse  of  arts  and  age  of  Greece  t 
People  Taliant,  firm,  and  firee  ! 

Not  less  glorious  was  thy  deed, 
Wentworth  !  fix'd  in  Tirtue^s  cause  ; 

Not  less  brilliant  be  thy  meed, 
JAnooM.  \  friend  to  equal  laws. 

High  in  Freedom's  temple  rais'd, 
'See  Rtz^Maurice  beaming  stand, 

For  collected  virtues  prais'd, 
Wisdom^s  Toioe  and  Valour's  hand  ! 

Ne'er  shall  Fate  their  eyelids  close : 
They,  in  blooming  regions  blest, 
With  Harmodius  shall  repose  ; 
With  Aristogiton  rest. 

No,  blest  chiefs !  a  hero's  crown 
Let  th'  Athenian  patriots  claim  : 
You  less  fiercely  won  renown  ; 
You  assum'd  a  milder  name. 

They  through  blood  for  glory  strove. 
You  more  blissful  tidings  bring ; 
They  to  death  a  tyrant  drove. 
You  to  fame  restor'd  a  king. 

Rise  Britannia  !  dauntless  rise  I 
Cheer'd  with  triple  harmony. 

Monarch  good,  and  nobles  wiie, 
?Mple  valiant,  firm,  and  fr«e ! 


TUg 

FIRST  NEMEAN  ODE^ 
OF  PINDAR. 

Viiw  breathing.place  of  Alpheus  dead 

Ortygia,  graceful  branch  of  Syracuse  rcnown'd. 

Young  Dina's  tosy  bod. 

Sister  of  Deios,  thee,  with  sweet,  y#/  Iqfiy,  sound 

Bursting  numbers  cfill,  to  raise 

Of  temper-footed  steeds  the  trophies  glorious 

(Thus  Etncan  Jove  we  praise;) 

While  Chromius'  car  invites,  aod  Nemea's  plain 

For  noble  acts  victorious 

To  weave  th'  encomiastic  strain. 

I.  2. 
From  prospering  gods  the  song  begins ;        [meedi : 
Next  bails  that  godlike  man  and   virtue's  holy 
He  the  flow'r  of  greatness  wins,  f  deeds 

Whom  smiling  fortune  crowns;   and  vast  heroic 
Ev»ry  Muse  delights  to  sing. 
No^wake  to  that /air  isle  the  splendid  story. 
Which  the  great  Olympian  king, 
.love,  gave  to  Proserpine,  and  wav'd  his  locks 
Vowing,  that,  supreme  in  glory, 
Fam'd  for  swcjet  fruits,  and  nymph'd-lw'd  rocks, 

I.  3. 
Sicilians  full  nutritious  breast 
With  tow'r'd  and  wealthy  cities  be  would  crown. 
Her  the  son  of  Saturn  bless'd 
With  suitors  brazen-arm'd  for  war's  renown 
By  lance  and  fiery  steed;  yet  oft  thy  leaves, 
Olympic  olive  !  bind  their  hair 
In  wreathy  g«rld.     Great  subjects  I  prepare; 
But  none  th'  immortal  verse  deceives. 

II.  1. 
Oft  In  the  portals  was  I  plac'd 
Of  that  guest-loving  man,  and  pour*d  the  dulcet 
Where  becoming  dainties  grac'd  [strain. 

His  hospitable  bMwird ;  for  ne'er  with  efibrts  vain 
Strangers  to  his  mansion  came : 
And  thus  the  virtuous,  when  detraction  rages. 
Quench  with  lib'ral  streams  her  flame. 
Let  each  in  virtue's  path  right  onward  press. 
As  each  his  art  engage?. 
And,  urg'd  by  genius,  win  success. 

II.  2. 
Laborious  action  strength  applies. 
And  wary  conduct,  sense :  the  future  to  forest 
Nature  gives  to  few,  the  wise. 
Agesidamus'  son,  she  frankly  gave  to  thee 
Pow'rfiil  might  and  wisdom  deep, 
t  see  not  in  <!ark  cells  the  hoarded  treasure 
GrovUing  with  low  care  to  keep. 
But,  as  wealth  (lows,  to  spread  it,  and  to  hear 
Loud  fame,  with  ample  measure 
Cheering  my  friends,  since  hope  and  fear 

II.  3. 
Assail  disastrous  men.     The  praise 
Of  Hercules  with  rapture  I  embrace : 

1  This  ode  is  translated  word  for  word  with  th« 
original ;  those  epithets  and  phrases  only  being  ne- 
cessarily added  which  are  printed  in  italic  letterst 
See  Argument  of  the  Hyoms  to  Pacriti. 
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On  the  heights,  which  virtoes  raise, 

The  rapid  legend  old  hit  name  shall  place; 

For,  when  he  brooked  no  more  the  oketrltu  gloomy 

And  bunt  into  the  blaze  of  day, 

The  child  of  Jove  with  his  twin-brother  lay, 

R^ulgeni  from  the  sacred  womb. 

IIL  1. 
Not  unobserved  the  godlike  boy 
By  Juno  golden-thron'd  the  saffron'd  cradle  press'd ; 
Straight  Heav*n'B  queen  with  furious  joy        [fiest  i 
Bade  hideous  dragons  6eet  th'  unguarded  Aoor  in- 
They,  the  portals  opening  wide,  [mendous, 

RolPd  through  the  chamber*s  broad  recess  tre- 
And  in  jaws  fire-darting  tried 
The  slumbering  babe  to  close.     He,  starting  light. 
Reared  his  bold  bead  stupendous^ 
And  first  in  battle  prov'd  his  might* 

III.  2.       , 

With  both  resistless  hands  he  clasp'd   [with  death; 
Both  struggling  Aomcf  pests,  and  clothM  their  necks 
They  expiring,  as  he  grasp*d«        [veuom'd  breath. 
Ponr'd  from  their  throats  compress'd  the  fool  en- 
Horror  seizM  the  female  train, 
Who  near  Alcmena's  genial  couch  attended : 
She,  from  agonizing  pain 
Yet  weak,  unsandai'd  and  unraantled  lushMy 
And  her  lor'd  charge  defended, 
Whilst  he  the/ery  monsters  crash*d» 

in.  3. 

Swift  the  Cadm^an  leaders  ran 

In  brenen  mail  precipitately^  bold  : 

Pirst  Amphitryon,  dauntless  man, 

BarVI  his  raised  falchion  from  its  sheathHig  gold. 

While  griding  angui^  pierced  his^ulf 'mg^  brtest ; 

For  private  woes  most  keenly  bite 

Self-lovhig  man  ;  but  soon  the  heart  is  light. 

With  sorrow  not  its  own  oppressed. 

IV,  1. 

Standmg  in  deep  amazement  wild         [mous  force. 

With  rapt*rocM  pleasure  ma*d,  he  saw  th'  eoor> 

Saw  the  valour  of  hb  child :  [their  course. 

And  fated  heralds  prompt,  as  Heat^  had  shap'd 

Wafted  round  the  varied  tale : 

Then  calPd  he  from  high  Jove's  contiguoos  region^ 

Him,  whose  warnings  never  fail, 

Tiresias  blinds  who  told*  in  diction  sage. 

The  chief  and  thronging  legion 

What  fortunes  must  his  boy  engage ; 

IV.  2. 
What  lawless  tyrants  of  the  wood,  [maki. 

What  serpents  be  would  slay|  what  monsters  of  the 
W^hat  proud  foe  to  human  good,  [stains 

The  worst  of  monttcous  forms,  that  hofy  manhood 
His  huge  arm  to  death  would  dash :  [hasting^ 

How,  when  Heaven's  host,  o'er  Phlegra'tchampaign 
With  embattled  giants  rash 
Vindictive  wanr'd,  his  ponderous  mace  woald  stonn 
With  dreadful  strokes  xcide-XDasting, 
And  dust  their  glittMng  locks  deform, 

IV.  3. 
He  told ;  and  hovr  m  blissful  peace 
Through  cycles  hifinite  of  gliding  tifhCy 
When  his  mortal  task  shouki  cease. 
Sweet  prize  of  perils  hard  and  toil  sublime,  * 

In  gorgeous  mansions  be  should  bold  entraoc'd 
^ft  Hebe,  fresh  with  blooming  grace, 
And  crown,  exalting  his  majestic  race. 
The  bridal  feast  near  Jove  advancM* 


A  CHiNMSB  ops 

PAIAPmuSffD* 

Behold,  where  yon  blue  rivMct  glides 

Along  th(!  laughing  date ; 
Light  reeds  bedeck  ite  verdant  sides. 

And  frolic  in  the  gale : 
So  shines  our  prince !  In  bright  array 

•    The  virtues  round  him  wait ; 
And  sweetly  smil'd  th'  anspk:k>us  day# 

Hiat  ndd'd  him  o'er  our  state. 
As  pliant  hands  in  shapes  refiu'd 

Rich  iv'ry  carve  and  smooth. 
His  laws  thus  mouki  each  ductile  rnind^ 

And  every  passion  soothe. 
As  gems  are  tanght  by  patient  art 

In  sparkling  ranks  to  beam. 
With  manners  thus  he  forms  the  hear^ 

And  spreads  a  general  gleam. 
What  soft,  yet  awful ,  dignity  I 

What  meek,  yet  manly,  gnu^ ! 
What  sweetness  dances  in  his  eye, 

And  blossoms  in  his  ho^ ! 
So  shines  our  prince !  A  sky-bom  crowd 

Of  virtues  round  him  blaze : 
Ne'er  shall  oblivion's  murky  cloud 

Obecore  lus  deathless  praise. 


THE  VERDAL  TRAHSLATIOK. 

"  Behold  yon  reach  of  the  river  Ki  j         ^ 

Its  green  reeds  how  luxuriant !  how  luxuriant  ! 

Thus  is  our  prince  adorned  with  virtues  ; 

As  a  carver, 'as  a  filer  of  ivory. 

As  a  cutter,  as  a  polisher,  of  gems.       [composed  * 

O  how  elate  and  sagacious !    O  how  dauntless  and 

How  worthy  of  fame  !  How  worthy  of  reverence  !  - 

We  have  a  prhioe  adorned  with  virtues. 

Whom  to  the  end  of  time  we  cannot  forget.** 


A    TURKISH    ODE 

<      OF  MESIHL 
N 
Heae  !  how  the  nightingalet,  on  every  sprays 
Hail,  in  wild  notes,  the  sweet  return  of  May  ! 
— The  gale  that  o'er  3ron  waving  almond  blows. 
The  verdant  bank  with  silver  blossoms  straws; 
The  smiling  season  decks  each  flowery  glade^ 
Be  gay :  too  soon  the  flowers  of  spring  will  lade. 
What  gales  offragranoe  scent  the  vernal  ah* ! 
Hills,  dales,  and  woods,  their  loveliest  mantles  wear» 
Who  knows  what  cares  await  that  fatal  day. 
When  ruder  gusts  shall  banish  gentle  May  ? 


*<  Thou  hearest  the  tale  of  the  nvghtingale,  /  that 
the  vernal  season  approaches.'  The  spring  has 
spread  a  bower  of  Joy  in  every  grove,  where  the  - 
almond-tree  sheds  its  silver  blossoms.  Be  cheerful  ^ 
be  full  of  mirth ;  for  the  Spring  passes  soon  away  : 
it  will  not  last." 

"  The  groves  apd  hills  are  again  adorned  with  all 
sorts  of  flowers :  a  pavilkm  of  roses,  as  the  seat  of 
pleasure,  is  raised  in  the  garden.    Who  knows 
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'Ev'n  1>eatb,  perhapi,  oor  vallies  will  invade. 
Be  gay :  too  soon  the  flowers  of  spring  will  fode. 

The  tulip  now  its  Taried  hue  displays. 
And  sheds,  like  Ahmed's  eye,  celestial  rays. 
Ah,  nation  ever  faithful,  ever  true. 
The  joys  of  youth,  while  May  invites,  pursue  ! 
Will  not  these  notes  your  timorous  mtnds  persuade  ? 
Be  gay :  too  soon  the  flowers  of  spring  will  fode. 

The  sparkling  dewdrops  o»er  the  lilies  play, 
lake  orient  pearls,  or  like  the  beairts  of  day. 
If  love  and  mirth  your  wanton  thoughts  engage, 
Attend,  ye  nymphs !  a  poet's  words  are  sage ; 
While  thus  you  sit  beneath  the  trembling  «hade. 
Be  gay :  too  soon  the  flowers  of  spring  will  fade. 

The  fiiesh-biown  rose  like  ZeineVs  cheek  appears. 
When  pearls,  like  dewdrops,  glitter  in  her  ears. 
The  charms  of  youth  at  once  are  seen  and  past ; 
And  nature  says,  **  They  are  too  sweet  to  last.** 
So  blooms  the  rose ;  and  so  the  blushing  maid. 
Be  gay :  too  soon  the  flowers  of  spring  will  fade. 

See  !  yon  anemonies  their  leaves  unfold, 
With  rubies  flaming  and  with  living  gold,     fscend, 
—While  crystal  showers  from  weeping  clouds  de- 
Enjoy  the  presence  of  thy  tuneful  friend  : 
Kow,  while  the  wines  are  brought,  the  sofa's  lay'd, 
Be  gay :  too  soon  the  flowers  of  spring  will  faJe. 

TTie  plants  no  more  are  dried,  the  meadows  dead, 
No  more  the  rose-bud  bangs  her  pensire  head  : 
The  shrubs  revive  in  valleys,  meads,  and  bowers. 
And  every  stalk  is  diadem'd  with  flowers ; 
In  silken  robes  each  hillock  stands  array'd. 
Be  gay ;  too  soon  the  flowers  of  spring  will  fade. 

Clear  drops^  each  mom,  impearl  the  rose's  bloom. 
And  from  its  leaf  the  Zephyr  drinks  perfume  ; 


which  of  us  will  he  alive  when  the  feir  season  ends  ? 
Be  cheerful,"  &c. 

«*  The  edge  of  the  bower  is  filled  with  the  light 
of  Ahmed :  among  the  plants  the  fortunate  tulips 
represent  his  companions.  Come,  O  people  of 
Mohammed  I  this  is  the  season  of  merriment.  Be 
cheerful,"  &c. 

• 

"  Agam  the  dew  glitters  on  the  leaves  of  the 
lily,  like  the  water  of  a  bright  scymitar.  The  dew- 
drops  fall  through  the  air  on  the  garden  of  roses, 
listen  to  me,  listen  to  me,  if  thou  desirest  to  be 
delighted.     Be  cheerful,"  &e. 

"  The  roses  and  tuHps  are  like  the  bright  cheeks 
of  beautiful  maids,  in  whose  ears  the  pearls  hang 
like  drops  of  dew.  Deceive  not  thyself,  by  thinking 
that  these  charms  will  have  a  long  duration.  Be 
cheerful,"  &c. 

**  Tulips,  roses,  and  anemonies,  appear  in  the 
gardens :  the  showers  and  the  sunbeams,  like  sharp 
lancets,  tinge  the  banks  with  the  colour  of  blood. 
Spend  this  day  agreeably  with  thy  friends,  like  a 
prudent  man.    Be  cheerful,^'  &c. 

*•  The  time  is  passed  in  which  the  plants  were 
kick,  and  the  rose-bud  hung  its  thoughtful  head  on 
its  bosom.  The  season  comes  in  which  mountains 
and  rocks  are  coloured  with  tulips.  Be  cheerful," 
&c. 

*•  Each  morning  the  clouds  shed  gems  over  the 
rose-garden :   the  breath  of  the  gale  n  full  of  Ta- 


The  dewy  buds  expand  their  lucid  store : 
Be  this  our  wealth :  ye  damsels  ask  no  more. 
Though  wise  men  envy,  and  though  fools  upbraid, 
Be  gay  :  too  soon  the  flowers  of  spring  will  fade. 

The  dewdrops  sprinkled,  by  the  musky  gale, 
Are  chang'd  to  essence  ere  they  reach  the  date. 
The  mild  blue  sky  a  rich  pavilion  spreads, 
Without  our  labour,  o'er  our  favour'd  heads. 
Let  others  toil  in  war,  in  arts,  «r  trade : — 
Be  gay  :  too  soon  the  flowers  of  spring  will  fade. 

Late,  gloomy  whiter  chili'd  the  sullen  air. 
Till  Solinian  arose,  and  all  was  fair. 
Soft,  in* his  reign,  the  notes  of  love  resound. 
And  pleasure's  rosy  cup  goes  freely  round. 
Here  on  the  bank,  which  mantling  vines  o'ershade. 
Be  gay :  too  soon  the  flowers  of  spring  will  fade. 

May  this  rude  lay  from  age  to  age  remain, 
A  true  memorial  of  this  lovely  train. 
Come,  charming  maid  !  and  hear  thy  poet  sing. 
Thyself  the  roise,  and  he  the  bird  offspring : 
Love  bids  him  smg,  and  Love  will  be  obeyed. 
Be  gay :  too  soon  the  flowers  of  spring  will  fade. 


tarian  musk.  Be  not  neglectful  of  thy  duty  through 
too  great  a  love  of  the  world.     Be  cheerful,"  &c. 

"  The  sweetness  of  the  bower  has  made  the  air 
so  fragrant,  that  the  dew,  before  it  falls,  is  changed 
into  rose-water.  The  sky  spreads  a  pavilion  of 
bright  clouds  over  the  garden.    Be  cheerful,"  &c. 

"  Whoever  thou  art,  know  that  the  black  gusta 
of  autumn  had  seized  the  garden  ;  but  the  king  of 
the  world  again  appeared  dispensing  justice  to  all : 
in  his  reign  the  happy  cupbearer  desired  and  ob- 
tained the  flowing  wine.     Be  cheerful,"  &c. 

'*  By  these  strains  I  hoped  to  celebrate  this  de- 
lightful valley :  may  they  be  a  memorial  to  its  in- 
habitants, and  remiud  them  of  this  assembly,  and 
these  fair  maids  !  Thou  art  a  nightingale  with  a 
sweet  voice,  O  Mesihi,  when  thou  walkest  with  the 
damsels,  whose  cheeks  are  like  roses.  Be  cheer- 
ful ;  be  full  of  mirth;  for  the  spring  passes  soon 
away :  it  will  not  last !" 


THE  SAME, 

IN   IMITATION   OF 
TUB    PERVILIGIUM    VENERIS. 

Alites  audis  loquaces  per  nemora,  per  arbutos, 
Veris  adventum  canentes  tinnulo  modulamine  ; 
Dulcft  luget  per  virentes  mollis  aura  amygdalas : 
Nunc  amandum  est,  nunc  bibendum  ;   floreum  ver 
fiigit,  abit ! 

Ecce  jam  flores  refulgent  gemmeis  honoribus, 
Quique  prata,quiqucsaitiis,  quique  syivulas  amant- 
Quis  scit  an  nox  una  nobis  dormienda  xtema  sit  ? 
Nunc  amandum  est,  nunc  bibendum ;    floreum  ver 
fugtt,  abit ! 

Quantus  est  nitor  rosarom  !  quantus  hyacinthi  de- 
Non  ocellus,  ciim  renidet,  est  puellae  Istior :  [cor! 
Hie  levi  dies  amori  est,  hie  voluptati  saccr  : 
Nunc  amandum  est,  nunc  bibendum ;   floreun  ver 
fugit,  abit !  ^  , 
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Ecce  bttccattt  reeenttt  giittii1«  rorif  foicsnty 
Per  genam  tomb  cadentes,  perque'mita  lilium  : 
Auribtifl  gratum,  puelle,  sit  meum  vettris  melos ; 
NuQC  amaDdom  est,  dooc  bibendom  ;   floreum  ver 

fugit,  abit  I 
Vt  rosar  ID  pfato  refiilget,  sic  teres  virgo  nitet, 
Haeo  onusta  margaritis,  ilia  roris  getnmulis : 
Ne  pcrenoe  vel  puell»  Tel  rosae  spares  decas. 
Nunc  aiiiandom  est,  nunc  bibeiMlum;    floreum  ver 

fugit,  abit ! 
Aspice,  at  roseta  amictu  discalori  spleodeaot, 
Prata  dum  fcecandat  xther  beta  gratis  hnbribus, 
Fervidos  inter  sodales  da  volaptati  diem. 
Nunc  amandom  est,  nunc  bibendnm ;   floreum  ¥er 

ftigit,abit! 

Jam  situ  deformis  segro  noo  jacet  roscB  ealjnc ; 
Ver  adest,  ver  piogtt  bortos  purporanies  floribui, 
Perque  saxa,  perque  colks,  perque  lucos  emicai . 
Nunc  amandum  est,  nunc  bibcaMlam ;  floceum  Ttr 
fugitrabit! 

Fx*ce,  per  rosae  papiltas  suar^  rident  gottuhr, 
Quas  odortfer  resolTit  lenis  aursc  spiritus : 
Has  pyropis,  hot  smaragdis  cariores  Indicia. 
Nunc  amandum  est,  nunc  bibendum ;   floremn  yer 
fttgit,  abit ! 

Is  tenell'is  per  yireta  spirat  k  rosis  odor, 
Ut  nomm  stillaas  amomnm  ros  in  herbas  decidat, 
Suav^  olentibos  corooans  lacrymis  conopeom. 
Nunc  amandum  est,  nunc  bibendum ;   floreum  ttr 
ftigit,  abit ! 

Acris  olim  cum  nalignb  tamriit  ventb  liyems  ; 
Sed  roseto,  solis  instar,  regis  aAtkit  nitor ; 
Floruit  nemus  repents,  dnioe  OMnaTit  memm : 
Nunc  amandum  est,  nunc  bibwium ;  floranm  vtr 

fugit,abitf 
His  iners  modis,  Mesihi,  mellemn  aptabas  cbetyn  ; 
Veris  ales  eat  poeta ;  ▼erna  cantat  gandia. 
Ft  rosas  carpit  tepentes  k  pnellarum  genis. 
Nunc  amandbm  eat,  nunc  bibendnm :   florsum  rt 

f«git,abit! 


CARMU^VM  UBER. 


h    ODE  SINICA. 

Vibes  nt  agros  dolce  gemmatos  lavel 

Argentetis  riti  latex ; 
Viridcs  ut  aura  strldulo  modulamine 

Arundioes  interstrepat : 
Sic,  sic,  ameeno  pincte  riitutum  choro 

Princeps,  amabtliter  nites. 
Ut  maximo  labore,  &  arte  raanml 

Effingit  artifvfx  ebur, 
Sic  ad  betjignit&tem  amica  civium 

Standi  fignras  pectora. 
Ut  delicata  gemmolam  expolit  OMmoa    ' 

Fulgore  lucentem  aureo^ 
Sic  civitatem  mitiam  gandes  taan 

Omare  monim  lumine* 
O  quitm  verenda  micat  in  ocuUs  lenitaa  I 

Bifinantur  &  rident  simul. 
O  quanta  pulchro  dignitas  vuHa  pAtet, 

£t  quantus  inoessu  decor! 


Scilicet,  srmoBoo  docttt  viftntMBcbsi* 

Prmcaps,  amabiliter  nites. 
Annon  per  omne,  Teris  instar,  secolom 

Memoria  florescet  tui  ? 


IL    ODE  PERSICA. 

Jam  rosa  purpureum  caput  eo^ioat.   Adsit,  Brnkd, 
SuaTis  voluptatum  cobors : 
Stc  monu^re  senes. 
Nuneketisnmns;  at  citius  lasta  aTolat  sCas^ 
Quin  sacra  mutemus  mero 
Strangula  nectareo  ^ 
Dulcft  gemit  zepbyrns :  ridentem  mitte  poellaai, 
Qaam  moUi  in  amplem  tenens 
Pocnla  lasta  bibam. 
Tonge  chelyn.    Saerit  fortnna;  at  toitte  qoeiebat 
Cor  non  canoros  baibtti 
•   Elicimus  modnlos  ^ 
£n  f  flonim  regina  aitet  rosa.    Fdndite  tiai. 
Quod  amoris  extioguat  tactm, 
Nectareos  latices, 
Smt^ loquens  Philomela Taoori  ^flatvti 
Tectas  resarom  nexill 
( Veris  aTis)  taoeam  ? 


IIL    ALTERA. 

Affxk  scypftos,  &  dulci  ridentis  mert 
Purpureos  latioes 
Effunde  largit^  pner* 
Nam  ▼inum  aroores  lenit  adoleictntiaBi^ 
Difloilesque  senon 
EmolUt  sBgritudines. 
Solem  merum  nmulatur,  it  lonam  calis; 
Nectareis  foveat 
Die  luna  solem  ampteztbos* 
Flammas  nitentes  spaige :  Tini  seiKoel 
Fervidioris  aqoam 
Flammn  nitentis  aemulam. 
Qubd  si  rosarum  fragilis  avotet-deoor. 
Sparge,  puer,  liquidas 
Vini  rub^entis  rosas. 
Si  derium  Philomela  deaeril  oeoMs, 
Pocula  tota  canant 
NoQ  elaboratnm  meloa. 
lajariosB  speme  fSortonas  minat : 
Laetaqoe  mcestitiam 
Dqpellat  informem  chdys. 
Somnus  beatos,  somnus  amplcxfls  dabit  x 
Da  mihi  duloe  merum 
Sumnum  quod  alliciat  lercm. 
Dulce  est  madere  vino.    Da  caliets  aovofy 
Ut  placid&  madidus 
Oblivione  perfruar. 
Scyphum  affer  alterum,  pner,  driftdi  attonmi : 
Sen  vetitnm  Aierit, 
Amiet,  leu  licitum,  bibam. 


IV.    ODE    ABAmOJL 

AD  PABULLnif. 

DoLcUristitiam  mo  lawa^  aiit,  ailiBt*  }mi^ 
MnltA  redinet  ia  rasA^ 
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Urfere  Uandn  otMm  fmtXkn  ; 
Mjot,  dam  prate  kiwi  p«ils«t  pede  delkata  fifgo 
Coouini  imbdans  aurauD, 
Molli  cnptdinis  tepere  flamrai : 
Aot,  dam  blanda  aores  recreat  lyra,  floreo  aub 
Ad  soaTe  zephyrorom  raeks  [antro 

Kore  advocati  ipaiper  soporis : 
Hec  Ter  purpoream  dat  gaudia,  oomis  &  jnTentas, 
His,  mitedum  tempos  furet, 
I>ecet  Tacare,'  dunque  ridet  annus. 
QoieaDqiie  ant  rernm  domini  somas,  ant  graves 
Curas  egestatis  pati,  [cuacti 

Debemor  asperse,  Fabnlle,  morti. 


V.    AJD    LMUmL 

VisTTMnPTA  tnis  grata  sororibus, 
£t  dooem  lapides,  qoos  Tel  alit  Tag i 
Fhictui»  ^  celer  nodi 
Ganges  aunfisFi  lavit, 
Larii,  ai  maa  sit  dives  op«m  domut : 
Qnid  mittam  addabita    SciUott  band  mea 
SeiTo  canniua  blandit 

Nympbarom  auiibiit  iosolens, 
Qnamm  tu  potior  pectora  candidis 
llolcetf  alloqaits,  te  potiofem  amat 
Musa,  utcunqiie  puelln 
Pnlsas  iEoliap  fides. 
QaiD  iUis  actes  mittere  coinmodiis 
TornKtas  meditor»  qns  bioobribut 
Annis  coospiciendas 
Bella  innoxia  destinant » 
Qnali*  propter  aquas  aut  Lacedsempnl 
Eurotae  gelidas,  aut  Tiberis  vada, 
Coniicum  manus  albis 
Nigrans  certat  oloribus. 
Car  noo  sub  viridi  lodimus  ilicis 
UcabrA  sopponti  ?  Die  ventat  gents 
Ridens  Lydia  pulcbris, 
Et  sahare  decens  Chloc : 
Die  reddant  mibi  me.     Lndite,  virgines  ^ 
Me  tastndioeis  aut  Vcoerem  modis 
Dicente,  aut  juvenilis 
Telum  duke  Cupidinis. 


VI.    AD    LVNAM, 

Cciu  dnlcA  nitens  decns, 

Lentft  loim  manu,  Cynthia,  corripa: 

Pnlehm  teeto  peto  Cblogs, 
Et  labrom  Mseo  nectare  snaviua. 

Nob  prmlatnr  ut  improbus, 
Per  syWas  propero,  te  dnee,  devias  } 

Nee,  dun  lux  radiat  tua, 
Ultricem  meditor  figrre  cuspideoi. 

Qnem  tu,  mitis  Amor,  sem^l- 
Plaeatnm  tepidi  lentcris  fticc, 

lUom  desemit  foror, 
Et  tahim  fiicili  deddtt  I  mamu 

Nee  delicU  per  it  nefas 
Portiva  immeritns  ^ndia  persequof  | 

BlaadA  victa  ChtoS  prece 


VIL    AD    t^EXERESC 

Oao  te  tfeneri  blanda  Cupidinis 
Mater,  coeruleis  edita  fluctibus. 
Quae  grati  fruticeta  accolis  IdaH, 
Herbosamque  Amathunta,  &  viridem  ^nidoil. 
Ore,  Pyrrha,  meis  cedat  amoiibus, 
Quae  nunc,  TsQarid  immitior  lesculo, 
Mcerentis  Licint  sollicitum  melos 
Ridet    Nod  FiquidaB  carmine  tibtito, 
Non  itlam  JEoliis  iliac rymabilerti 
Plectris  dimoveat,  lenis  ut  arduam 
Cervicem  tepidum  ilectat  ad  osculum, 
(Quantum  est  &  vacuis  nectar  in  oscnlis !) 
Quod  si  carminibus  mitior  applicet  • 
Aures  ilia  meis,  si  (rigidum  gela 
Te  solvente)  ^ri  me  tepeat  face, 
Te  propter  liquidom  fScmticaU  vitnim, 
Ponam  conspicuo  marmore  hicidam, 
Te  cantans  Paphiam,  teque  Amathusiam 
Pellam  graminenm  ter  pede  cespitem, 
Tum  nigrauti  hederi  &  tempore  laurei 
Cingam,  tunc  hilares  eliciam  modos : 
At  nunc  me  juvenum  pnetereuntinm 
Me  ridet  comitum  coetus  amabilis  ; 
£t  ludens  puerorum  in  plateis  cohors 
Ostendit  digitis  me,  quia  langueo 
Demissis  oculis,  me,  quia  somnia 
Abrupta  baud  facili  virgine  saudura 
MoDstrant,  k  *violi  paliidior  gena. 


VIII.    AD    EANDEM. 

pBiFtno  ridens  Erycina  vultu, 
Seu  Joci  mater,  tenerique  Amoris, 
Seu  Papbi  regina  poteus,  Cypriqua 

Lflkior  audis, 
Unque  jncundam  Cnidon,  k  coruscnm 
Dirigens  cnrrum  levis  hue  vocanti. 
Hue  veni,  it  tecum  properet  sohito 

Crine  Thalia. 
Jam  venis !  nubes  placidi  serenas  ^ 
Passeres  findunt;  sdper  albicantes 
Dom  volat  sylvas,  celeresque  versant 

Leniter  alas. 
Rursns  ad  cesium  fuginnt    Sed  almft 
Dulce  subridens  facie,  lo<)ueIam 
Melie  conditam  liquido  jacentts 

Fundis  in  aurem. 
"  Qua  tepes,  inquis,  licini,  poellA. 
Lucidis  venanti  X)cu1is  amante;  > 
Cur  duces  rooestas  resonare  lucum. 

Care,  querelas  ? 
"  Dona  si  ridet  tua,  dona  mittet ; 
Sive  te  molli  roseos  per  hortos 
Hinnulo  vitat  levior,  sequetur 

Ispa  fugacem.'* 
Per  tuos  oro,  dea  mitis,  ignes, 
Pectus  ingrats  rigidom  Coriunae 
Lenias.    Et  te,  Venas  alma,  amore 

f orsit  Adonis.  ^ 
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LIBERTATEM    CARMEN  K 

ViBTct  reoMceiu  quern  jubet  ad  sooot 
SpartanMD  avitoe  ducere  Ubiam } 
Qnifl  fortium  coetib  id  aiurai 
JEtheriat  juyeoam  ciebit,^ 
Quoa,  Marti  amioos,  aut  hyacinthinii 
FlaTi  in  palfestri  conspicuos  comit; 
Aut  alma  Libertat  in  undlt 
Egelidif  agiles  videbat, 
CoelesterideDt?  Quis  modulabituc 
Excelia  plectio  carmina  Lesbio  ^ 
Que  dirus,  Alceo  souante, 
Au<}iit  et  tremuit  dynastes  ? 
Quit  myrtei  ensem  froode  recondituo^ 
Gustabit  ?  lllaiD»  civibus  Harmodi 
Dilecte  servatis,  tenebas : 
Tuque  fidelis  Aristogiton. 
Viz  le  refrenat  fiilmineaa  chalybs  i 
Mox  igne  dirino  emicat,  exilit; 
£t  cor  reluctantifl  tjrranni 
Perforat  ictibus  baud  cemisni  t 
O  ter  placentem  Palladl  victimam  I 
Nee  tu  minorem  Roma  dabai  Jovi  > 
£k  ore  cum  Brut)  aonarety 
Sanguine  Oesareo  rubentis, 
VcoL  grata  Divis, — grataque  Tullio ! 
Ah !  tacrymarum  be  icatebrae  fluant, 
Afl9icta  libertat,  tuarum : 

(O  pudor  !  O  miseri  Quirites !) 
Vafri  tac^bo  camificis  doles, 
Cui  nomen  Augusto  impia  plebs  dedit; 
Fletura  et  infiuidas  NeroDam 
Nequitias  odiosiorum. 
Koto  tyrannorum  improbioribus 
Sanctum  inquinari  nominibua  melos 
Quos  turpis  stas  in  Latins 
Dedecus  exttiumquc  gentis 
Produxit    His  te,  Diva,  furentibus. 
Ad  templa  cceli  et  sidereas  domes 
Vidit  jugatis  subvolantem 
Musa  aquilis  nitidoque  curm. 
At  Roma,  vasti  molibus  imped 
Snblata,  centum  nubifa  brachiis 
Differt,  odoBseoque  Olympi 
Vertice  verticibus  miuatur. 
Sed,  fervidi  instar  diluvii  ruens»  . 
Septem  relictis  tuiba  trionibus 
Formidolosorum  gigantum 
Hesperios  populatur  agros. 
Qui  plurimo  conamine,  plurimis^ 
Immane^adorti  monstrum  nluIatibuSy 
Viz  diro  anhelan  tesque  frenden 
— tesque  trahunt  strepitu  ruinain. 
Ciens,  te  remotft,  nuUa  diu  potest 
Florere.    Mox  tu  purpureasi,  Dea, 
Sedes  reliquisti  piorum. 
Ansa  novas  habitare  terras. 
Turn  vitibus  Florentia  vestiens 
CoUes  apricos,  et  nepiora  aoieo 

>  It  may  be  proper,  though  unnecessary,  to  in- 
form the  classical  reader,  that  some  stanzas  of  this 
Alcaic  are  little  more  than  a  Ubecal  translatioii  from 
Collins's  Ode  to  Liberty. 


Splendoie  maloram  i 
Te  ooluit,— colnitque  i 
Casura  amatA,  (v»  miseras  I)  i 
At  tu  petebas  pratula  moUium 
Pisaram,  oliveturnqoe  Lucas, 
Et  scopulos  tenuis^  Marini.  • 
Viz  te  vocabat,  nee  docilem  sequi, 
Duz  gloriosse  gemmifer  Adrias ; 
Qui  scandit,  baud  pauper  maritw^ 
Cosruleum  Thetidos  cubile* 
Post  exulem  te,  nobiiis  insula, 
Tntis  recepit  Corsica  rupibus : 
QuS  Marte  npn  uuo  subactl, 
Saeve  Ligur,  nimium  superbis* 
Nunc  te  nivosas,  Dhra,.  Iibentiu9 
Quiero  per  Alpes ;  durus  ubi  gel« 
Helvetius  fraught  ligone,  aut 
Remigiis  agitat  Lemanum  r 
Quero  per  urbo,  dona  maris,  nofvas, 
Et  fidasacris  tecU  ciconiis: 
Qoaero  paludosos  per  agros, 
Et  validsB  saliceta  gentis ; 
Qua  ^Imen  Albani  baud  timuit  dncis. 
Hinc  pulsa  migras  ?  quo,  Dea,  quo  fogirf 
Ah !  grata  d^lectis  Britannia 
Nympha,  tuos  video  reoessAs. 
Olim,  hsKc  reclui^t  musa  vetnstior  : 
Inter  feracis  littora  Oalltsff 
Interoue  divisum  Albiooii 
Niula  solum  resonabat  unda  r 
At  sepe  ah  loci,  non  madido  pede^ 
Saxis  verendas  ad  Dorobemi» 
Sedes  adomati  ambnlabant 
GlandiferA  Druidae  corodU 
Tunc  aestuantes  ad  mare  Sdevicaii^ 
Fluctus  ruebant  tramite  dissito. 
Quo  belloosis  borreCOrcas, 
Montibus  et  glaciata  Thute. 
Sed  mox  resurgens  oceanus  mannnr 
Effert  mioacem ;  et,  dum  crocenm  aBthcm 
Scindunt  repercussis  procellm 
Fulguribus,  valido  tridente 
Divellit  agros  dissociabiles : 
Tunc  enataA)as,  pulchra  Britannia, 
Silvisque,  et  artis,  et  sonoris 
Amnibus  egregi^  triumphans. 
Gemmata  multi  turn  Thetis  insul4 
Ristt:  saeratis  Mona,  parens  mea, 
Omata  quercetis  reAilsit ; 
Et  Zephyro  recreata  Vectis. 
Hasc  facta  nntu,  Diva  potens,  too  t 
Nam  laaaa  dulcis  pomiferas  Vagas 
Ripas,  «t  nndantis  Sabrinse, 
Nobile  peifugiuBi,  eligd^  ; 
Remota  Oallis : — Galli  etemim  truces, 
(Psychen  ut  aotthac  barbari  aniabikin»> 
Te  reppulerunt  exulantem  ; 
Gens  meritas  luitura  peenas ! 
Tunc,  in  reoessu  fertilis  iosuks 
Lecto,  sacratum  nomimbos  tois 
Fanum  smaragdis  emkabat 
Consitum  et  etbenis  pjrropie. 
Ventura  jam  turn  fema  Britanniae, 
Mir&  arte,  miris  pictae  cdoribus, 
Postesque  et  excelsum  lacunar, 
Et  variam  irradiabat  aulam. 
Depictus  ensem  protulit  et  styluos 
Sidneius ;  beros,  quern  neque  judici» 
Vultufiy  nee  in&ous  tyraani 
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Temiit  ira  diu  i 
Effulsit  ardenti  et  gUdio  at  lyra 
IVliJtonus  audens,  cui  nhidam  nimia 
.    Te,  ouda  Libertas,  vklenti 

NoK  oculos  tenebrosa  clautit: 
Nunc  templo  in  ipso,  (qui  radiai  Tetor 
Ori,  profani,  dicero,)  tatibui 
iDsertus  beroumque  turmas 
Verba  cauit  recitanda  Divis. 
O  B]rmpha  !  moesum  grata  Britanniam 
Ni  tu  revisas,  percita  civium 
Non  mite  nepenthes  lavalut 
Corda,  saltitifcrumve  moly. 
Altaribus  te  jam  tredecim  vocat, 
Te  thure  templifqiie  urge!  America: 
Audis :  AtlanteiuBque  pennis 
Ire  paras  levibus  per  aequor. 
Ah  !  ne  roseu  et  flomioa  deseras 
Dilecta  nuper :  nam  piget, — beu  piget 
Martis  nefasti  fratncids, 
Imperiique  mal^  arrogati. 
Jam,  Teris  instar,  prteiiiteas  novo 
Pacata  voitu  :  Pax  tibi  sit  comes  $ 
Quae  blaoda  citilis  duelli 
Sopiat  igniTomos  draoooes. 
Cum  traosmarinis  juDCta  sororibus, 
Kectat  choream  leta  Britannia. 
Neu  mitis  absit,  jam  solutis 
Mercibus,  baud  Tiolanda  lerae. 
O  !  qua}  paratur  copia  fulminis. 
Centum  reposti  navibus,  improboa 
Oallos  et  audaces  Iberos, 
Civibus  baud  nocitura,  frangat. 
Idibus  Martiis 


HYMNS. 


BYMN  TO  CAMDEO. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Tui  Hmdu  god,  to  whom  the  following  poem  is 
addressed,  appears  evidently  the  same  with  the 
Qrecian  Eros  and  the  Roman  Cupido ;  but  the  In- 
dian description  of  his  person  and  arms,  his  family, 
attendants,  and  attributes,  has  new  and  peculiar 
beauties. 

According  to  the  m3rtbology  of  Hindustan,  he  was 
the  son  of  Maya,  or  the  general  attracting  power, 
and  married  to  Retty  or  Affection :  and  his  bosom 
friend  is  fiessent  or  Spring :  he  is  represented  as  a 
beautiful  youth,  sometimes  conversing  with  his  mo- 
^er  and  consort,  in  the  midst  of  his  gardens  and 
temples;  sometimes  riding  by  moonlight  on  a 
parrot  or  lory,  and  attended  by  dancing-girls  or 
oymphs,  the  foremost  of  whom  bears  his  colours, 
which  are  a  fish  on  a  red  ground.  His  favorite 
place  of  resort  is  a  large  tract  of  country  round 
Agra,  and  principally  the  plains  of  Matra,  where 
Krishen  also,  and  the  niue  Gopia,  who  are  clearly 
the  ApoUo  aod  Mosea  of  the  Greeks,  usually  qpend 


the  night  with  music  and  dance.  His  bow  of  sugar- 
cane, or  flowers,  with  a  string  of  bees,  and  hb  five 
arrows,  each  pointed  with  an  Indian  blossom  of  m 
heating  quality,  are  allegories  equally  new  and 
beautiful.  He  has  at  least  twenty-three  names, 
most  of  which  are  introduced  in  the  hymn  :  that  of 
Cam,  or  Cama,  signifies  desire,  a  sense  which  it  also 
bears  in  ancient  aud  modem  Persian;  and  it  is 
possible  that  the  words  Dipuc  and  Cupid,  which 
have  the  same  signification,  may  have  the  same 
origin,  since  we  know  that  the  old  Hetruscans,  from 
whom  great  part  of  the  Roman  language  and  reli- 
gion was  derived,  and  whose  system  had  a  near  affi- 
nity with  that  of  the  Persians  and  Indians,  used  to 
write  tlieir  lines  alternately  forwards  and  backwards, 
as  furrows  are  made  by  the  plough ;  and,  though 
the  two  last  letters  of  Cupido  may  only  be  the 
grammatical  termination,  as  in  libido  and  capedo, 
yet  the  primary  root  of  cupio  is  contained  in  the 
three  first  letters.  The  seventh  stanza  alludes  to 
the  bold  attempt  of  this  deity  to  wound  the  great 
god  Mahadeo,  for  which  he  was  punished  by  a 
flame  consuming  his  corporeal  nature,  and  reduc- 
ing him  to  a  mental  essence ;  and  hence  his  chief 
dominion  is  over  the  mhids  of  mortals,  or  such  dd^ 
ties  as  be  is  permitted  to  subdue* 


THE  HYMN. 

What  potent  God  from  Agra's  orient  bow»r« 
Floats  diro'  the  lucid  air,  whilst  living  flow'rs 
With  sunny  twine  the  vocal  arbours  wreathe. 
And  gales  enamour'd  heav'nlj  fragrance  breathe  \ 

Hail,  powV  unknown !  for  at  thy  beck 

Vales  and  groves  their  bosoms  deck. 

And  ev'ry  laughing  blossom  dresses 

With  gems  of  dew  his  musky  tresses. 
I  feel,  I  feel  thy  genial  flame  divine, 
And  hallow  thee,  and  kiss  thy  shrine. 

*'  Know'st  thou  not  me  ?"  Celestial  sounds  I  hear! 
•*  Know'st  thou  not  me  ?"  Ah,  spare  a  mortal  ear ! 
"  Behold" — My  swimming  ayes  entranced  I  raise^ 
But  oh  !  they  sink  before  th'  excessive  blaze. 
Yes,  son  of  Maya,  yes,  I  know 
Thy  bloomy  shafts  and  cany  bow. 
Cheeks  with  youthful  glory  beaming, 
Locks  in  braids  ethereal  streaming. 
Thy  scaly  standard,  thy  mysterious  arms. 
And  all  thy  pains  and  all  tliy  charms. 
God  of  each  lovely  sight,  each  lovely  sound. 
Soul-kindling,  world-inflaming,  star-ycrown*df 
Eternal  Cama  !  Or  doth  Smara  bright. 
Or  proud  Ananga  give  the  more  delight  ? 
Whatever  thy  seat,  wbate'er  thy  name. 
Seas,  earth,  and  air,  thy  reign  proclaim  & 
Wreathy  smiles  and  roseate  pleasures 
Are  thy  richest,  sweetest  treasures. 
All  animals  to  thee  their  tribute  t>ring. 
And  hail  thee  universal  king  ! 
Thy  consort  mild.  Affection  ever  true, 
Graces  thy  side,  her  vest  of  glowing  hue. 
And  in  her  train  twelve  blooming  girls  advance. 
Touch  golden  strings  and  knit  the  mirthful  daocc 
Thy  dreaded  implements  they  bear. 
And  wave  them  in  the  soeoted  air, 
Each  with  pearb  her  neck  adorning. 
Brighter  than  the  tears  of  momiof  • 
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Thy  crimMn  emagn,  which  before  them  fliei. 
Pecks  with  mem  stars  the  sapphire  skies. 
Go*  of  the  flowhy  shafts  and  flow'ry  bow. 
Delight  of  all  aboye  aod  all  below ! 
Thy  lotM  companion,  constant  from  his  birth. 
In  Heav*n  clep'd  Bessent,  and  gay  Spring  on  Earth, 
Weaves  thy  green  robe  and  flaunting  bow>rs. 
And  from  thy  clouds  draws  balmy  show'fs. 
He  with  fresh  arrows  fills  thy  quiver, 
(Sweet  the  gift,  and  sweet  the  giver !) 
And  bids  the  many -plumed  warbling  throng 
Burst  the  pent  blossoms  with  their  song, 
fie  bends  the  luscious  cane,  and  twists  the  string 
With  bees,  how  sweet !  but  ah,  how  keen  their  stingl 
He  with  five  flowerets  tips  thy  ruthless  darts. 
Which  thro*  five  senses  pierce  enraptur*d  hearts : 
Strong  Chumpa,  rich  in  od*rous  gold. 
Warm  Amer,  nursM  in  heavenly  mould, 
J^ry  Nagkeser  in  silver  smiling, 
Hot  Kiticum  our  sense  beguiling, 
And  last,  to  kindle  fierce  the  scorching  flame, 
Loveshaft,  which  gods  bright  Bela  naaoe. 

Qm  men  resist  thy  pow'r,  when  Krishen  yields, 
KrisheD,  who  still  in  Matra's  holy  fields 
Tunes  harps  immoctal,  aod  to  straios  diTina 
Dances  by  moonlight  with  the  Oopia  nine  ? 
But,  when  thy  daring  arm  nntam'd 
At  Mahadeo  a  loveshaft  aim*d. 
Heaven  shook,  and,  smit  with  stony  wonder, 
ToM  his  deep  dread  in  bursts  of  thunder. 
Whilst  on  thy  beauteous  limbs  an  azure  fire 
Blaz'd  forth,  which  never  must  epcpire. 

O  thou  for  i^es  bom,  yet  ever  young, 
For  ages  may  thy  Bnmin's  lay  be  sung  I 
And,  when  thy  lory  spreads  his  em*fmld  wmgs 
To  waft  thee  high  abova  the  tow*rs  of  kings, 
Whilst  o'er  thy  throne  the  Moon's  pale  light 
Poun  her  soft  radiance  thro*  the  night. 
And  to  each  fioatmg  cloud  discovers 
The  haunts  of  blest  or  joyless  lovers. 
Thy  mildest  influence  to  tliy  bard  impart. 
To  warm,  but  not  consume  his  heart. 


TWO    HYMNS 

PRAOirn. 


THE  AKOUMENT. 

In  all  CUT  convemtions  with  tearned  Hindus,  we 
find  them  enthusiastic  admiren  of  poetry,  which 
they  consider  as  a  divine  art,  that  had  been  prac- 
tised for  numberless  ages  in  Heaven,  before  it  was 
revealed  on  Karlti  by  Yahnic,  wfaase  |:ri«t  hareic 
poem  is  fortunately  prcaervad  :  the  Brahmans  of 
course  prefer  thst  poetry,  which  they  believe  to  have 
been  actually  tnspMml ;  wWIe  the  Vaidyas,  who  are 
in  gemral  pafibct  gnamarians  and  good  poets,  bat 
are  not  siaerad  to  read  any  of  the  saered  writings 
except  the  Ajfurveda,  or  body  of  akedioal  tnets, 
speak  with  raptttre  of  their  itanMMmUa  papular 
poems,  epic,  lyric,  and  dimmatie,  which  were  com- 
posed by  men  aat  MlesaMy  iiyiwd,  hiit  oalla4,me- 


taphorically,  the  sons  of  Sereswati,  or  Mioerra  : 
among  whom  the  Pandits  of  all  sects,  nations,  and 
degrees,  are  unanfmoat.in  giving  the  prize  of  glory 
to  Caljdasa,  who  flourished  in  the  cooiHaf  Vicrama^ 
ditya,  fifty-seven  years  before  Christ  He  wrote 
several  dramas,  one  of  which,  entitled  Saoootata,  b 
in  my  possession  ;  and  the  sul^t  of  it  appears  to 
be  as  interesting  as  the  compowtioq  is  beaotifnl : 
besides  these  he  published  the  Meghaduta,  or  cloud- 
ipessenger,  and  the  Nalodaya,  orriseof  Nala,  both 
elegant  love*tales;  the  RaghuTansa,  an  heroia 
poem ;  and  the  Gumara  Samhhava,  or  birth  of  te- 
mara,  which  supplied  me  with  materials  fyr  the 
first  of  the  following  odes.  I  have  not  indeed  yet 
read  it ;  since  k  could  not  he  ooirectly  copied  for 
me  during  the  short  interval  in  which  it  is  io  my 
power  to  amuse  myself  with  literature :  but  I  bare 
heard  the  story  tokl,  both  in  Sanscrit  and  Persian,- 
by  many  Paadlts,  who  had  no  communication  witH 
each  other ;  and  their  outline  of  it  cornered  so  per- 
fectly, that  I  am  conrinced  of  its  oormctness :  that 
outline  is  here  filled  np,  and  exhibited  in  a  lyrie 
form,  partly  in  the  Indian,  partly  in  the  Oreciatt 
taste  ;  and  great  will  be  my  pleasure,  when  I  can 
again  find  time  for  such  amusements,  in  reading 
the  whole  poem  of  Calidasa,  and  in  comparing  ray 
descriptions  with  the  original  composition.  To  aa* 
ticipate  the  story  in  a  prefoce  would  be  to  destroy 
the  interest,  that  may  be  taken  in  the  poem  ;  a 
disadvantage  attendhig  all  prefatory  arguments,  of 
which  those  prefixed  to  the  several  books  of  Tassoi^ 
aod  to  the  dramas  of  Metastasio,  are  obvious  instan- 
ces ;  but,  that  any  inteiest  may  be  taken  in  the 
two  hymns  addressed  to  Pracriti,  under  diflemC 
names,  it  is  unnecessary  to  render  them  iotelligiWe 
by  a  previous  explanation  of  the  mythological  allu- 
sions, which  could  not  but  occur  in  them. 

Iswara  or  Isa,  and  Isani  or  Isi,  are  unquestioD- 
ably  the  Osiris  and  Isis  of  Egypt  -,  for  though  neither 
a  resemblance  of  names,  nor  a  similarity  of  charac- 
ter, would  separately  prove  the  identity  of  Indian 
and  Egyptian  deities,  yet,  when  they  both  concur 
with  the  addition  of  numberless  corroborating  cir- 
cumstances, they  form  a  proof  little  short  of  de- 
monstration. Tb%  female  dtvini^,  in  Ihe  mytholo- 
gical systems  in  the  East,  represents  the  active 
power  of  the  male ;  aod  that  Isi  means  active  nature, 
appears  evidently  finom  the  word  ^oeta,  which  is  da- 
rived  from  s^acti,  or  power,  and  applied  to  thoa^ 
Hindus,  who  direct  their  adoration  principally  to 
that  guddess :  this  feminine  oharacter  of  Pracriti^ 
or  created  nature,  is  so  familiar  in  most  languages, 
and  even  in  our  own,  that  the  gravest  EngUsh  writers,' 
on  tlM  moat  serious  subjects  of  religioa  and  philoao- 
phy,  speak  of  her  operations,  as  if  she  were  aetual-^ 
ly  an  animated  being ;  but  such  personificatioas  are 
easily  misoonoeived  by  the  multitude,  and  h«ve  m 
strong  tendency  to  polytheism.  The  principal  ope* 
rations  of  nature  are,  not  th(B  absolute  aaaihila&a 
and  new  creation  of  what  we  call  maturiat  st^Ktm- 
cos,  but  the  temporary  estioctioa  and  reproduction, 
or,  rather  in  one  word,  the  transmutation  of  forms; 
whence  the  epithet  Polymorpbos  is  aptly  given  to 
Nature  by  European  philosophers :  hence  Iswara, 
Sfva,  Hara  (for  thoae  are  bis  names  and  near  m 
thousand  more,)  united  with  Id,  represent  the  seoon-» 
dary  causes,  whatever  they  may  be,  of  natural  phe- 
nomena, and  principally  those  of  temporal^  de« 
sbructioBaad  regeoaratioQ  ^  but  the  IndiaB  Imn^ 
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pean  in  a  vaiietjr  of  oharacteit,  especially  in  those 
ai  P»nrati»  Celt,  Durge,  and  BhaTant,  which  bear  a 
etroa^  rasemblaiice  to  the  Jmio  of  Homer,  to  He->. 
caht,  to  ttMs  anned  Pallas»  and  to  the  Lucretian 

Tbe  name  Parrati  took  its  rise  from  a  wild 
poetical  fiction.  UiaEiala3r<W  or  tbe  Mansion  of  Snow, 
is  Uw  titla  given  by  the  Hindus  to  that  Tast  chain  of 
nooatans,  which  limits  India  to  the  north,  and 
cBibnbca  it  wilh  its  eastern  and  western  arms,  both 
cxtttodUng  to  tbe  ocean;  tbeibnner  of  those  arms 
is  called Caiandrssac^ra,  or  the  M6on*s  Rook;  and 
tbe  TconH,  which  reaches  as  far  i^esi  as  the  month 
of  the  loAost  was  named  by  the  ancients  Montes 
ParvelL  Thesehillsarebeldsacredby  tbe  Indians, 
who  aoppoae  them  to  be  the  tenrestrial  banntof  the 
9od  Iswrunsu  Tbe  mountain  Himalaya,  being  per- 
sonified, ia  represented  as  a  powerful  monarch, 
whoae  wife  was  Mena:  their  daughter  is  named 
Panrati,  or  mountain-bom,  and  Durga,  or  of  diffi- 
cult aocesa;  bat  the  Hindus  believe  her  to  have 
bc«Q  married  to  Siva  in  a  pre-existent  state,  when 
site  bote  tbe  name  of  Sail  The  daughter  of  Hima« 
laya  had  two  sons ;  Ganesa,  or  the  lord  of  spirits, 
adored  as  tbe  wisest  of  deities,  and  always  invoked 
at  the  beginning  of  every  literary  work,  and  Cuma* 
ra,  Scanda,  or  Carticeya,  commander  of  the  celea- 


Tbe  pleasing  fiction  of  Osma,  the  Indian  Cupid, 
and  his  friend  Vasaata,  or  the  Spring,  has  been  the 
sabfect  of  another  poem;  and  here  it  must  be  re- 
nembered,  that  the  god  of  k)ve  is  named  also 
Scaara,  Osndarpa,  and  Aoanga*  One  ofshis  arrows 
is  callei  aieUica,  tbe  nyctantbes  of  our  botanisis, 
who  wery  unadvisedly  reject  tbe  vernacular  names 
of  naoat  Asiatio  planU :  it  is  beautifully  introduced 
by  C^lidiiiai  into  tbgi  lively  couplet: 

Mellicamucule  bhati  gaii|anmattamadhuvratah, 
Prayane  pancbaoanasya  sancliamapurayannivB. 

"Tbe  intoaacated  bee  shines  and  murmurs  in 
tbe  fresh  blown  Mellica»  like  him  who  gives 
breath  to  a  white  conch  ia  tbe  prooeision  of  tbe 
God  with  five  arrows.'' 

A  critic  to  whom  CliKdisa  repeated  this  tene  ob- 
aerred,  that  the  comparison  was  not  sacsct :  since 
the  bee  siu  on  tbe  blossom  itself,  and  does  not  mur- 
mnr  at  the  end  of  tbe  tube»  like  him  who  bkms  a 
cooch.  'Mwasawareof  that,*' said  the  poet,  "and, 
therefore,  described  tbe  bee  as  Intoxicated:  a 
draoken  orasician  would  blow  the  shell  at  the  wrong 
ead :"  There  was  more  than  wit  in  this  answer :  it 
was  ajost  rebuke  to  a  dull  critic;  for  poetry  de- 
hgfats  in  general  images,  and  is  so  far  from  being 
a  perfect  imitation,  that  a  scrupulous  exactness  of 
descriptions  and  slmilies,  by  leaving  nothing  for 
the  imagination  to  supply,  never  fails  to  diminish 
or  desaoy  the  pleasure  of  every  reader,  who  has  an 
iamgiuation  to  be  gratified. 

It  may  here  be  observed,  thatnymphoea,  not 
ktoa,  is  the  generic  name  in  Europe  of  the  flower 
ooosecrated  to  Isis:  the  Perdans  know  by  tbe 
aafteof  nihtfer  that  species  of  it  whidi  the  bota- 
aisls  ridiculously  caH  nelumbo,  and  which  is  re- 
BarkaMe  for  its  curious  pericarpium,  where  each 
of  ae  seeds  eoatains  in  nnniature  the  leaves  of  a 
perfe^  vegetable.  Tbe  lotos  of  Homer  was  proba- 
bly the  sogar-caae,  and  that  of  linnseus  is  a  papi- 
ant;   but  he  gives  the  same  same  to 


anoCher  species  of  the  aympbcsa;  and  the  word  is 
so  constantly  applied^unong  us  in  India  to  the  ni« 
Xdkr,  that  any  other  would  be  hardly  intelligible : 
the  blue  lotos  grows  in  CashmSr  and  in  Persia,  but, 
not  in  Bengal,  where  we  see  only  the  red  and  white  ; 
and  hence  occasion  is  taken  to  feign,  that  tbe  lotos 
of  Hindustan  was  dyed  crimson  by  the  blood  of 
Siva. 

Cuv^ra,  nientioaed  in  the  fburteenth  stanza,  is 
tbe  god  of  wealth,  supposed  to  reside  in  a  magnifi« 
cent  city,  called  Alag^;  and  Vrihaspati,  or  the 
genius  of  the  planet  Jupiter,  is  the  preceptor  of  the 
gods  in  Swerga  or  the  firmament :  he  is  usually  re« 
presented  as  their  orator,  when  any  message  is  car-* 
ried  from  them  to  one  of  their  superior  dehies. 

The  lamentations  of  Rati,  the  wife  of  Gama,  fill 
a  whole  book  m  the  Sanscrit  poem,  as  I  am  in« 
formed  ^y  my  teacher,  a  learned  Vaidya  ;  who  ia 
restrained  oniy  from  reading  the  book,  which  con- 
tains a  description  of  the  nuptials ;  for  the  cere* 
monies  of  a  marriage  where  Brahini  himself  offi- 
ciated as  the  frther  of  tbe  bridegroom,  are  too  holy 
to  be  known  by  any  but  Br4hmans. 

The  acbiev^OMnts  of  Durgi  in  her  martial  cba*  ^ 
racter  as  the  patroness  of  rirtue,  and  her  battle 
with  a  demon  in  the  shape  of  a  buffido^  are  tbe  sub« 
ject  of  many  episodes  in  tbe  purftaas  and  c4vyas. 
or  sacred  and  popular  poems ;  bat  a  full  aooooat 
of  them  would  have  destroyed  the  unity  of  the  ode, 
and  they  are  barely  alluded  to  in  the  last  stanaa. 

It  seemed  proper  to  change  the  measure,  when 
the  goddess  was  to  be  addressed  as  Bfaaviai,  or  the 
power  of  fecundity ;  but  such  a  change,  though 
very  common  in  Sanscrit,  has  its  inconveaieocies  ia 
European  poetry :  a  distinct  hymn  is  therefbi^  ap^ 
propriated  to  her  in  that  capacity ;  fi>r  tbe  expla* 
nation  of  which  we  need  only  premise,  that  Lacsh* 
mi  is  the  goddess  of  abundance ;  that  the  cetata  it 
a  fragrant  and  beautiful  plant  of  the  dioscian  kmd, 
known  to  botanists  by  the  name  pandanus ;  and 
that  the  d6rg6t8ava,  or  great  festival  of  Bbavani  at 
the  close  of  the  raiqs,  ends  in  throwing  the  image 
of  the  goddess  into  the  Ganges,  or  other  sacred 
waters. 

I  am  not  conscious  of  having  left  miexplained 
any  difficult  aUusion  in  the  two  poems ;  and  have 
only  to  add  (lest  European  critics  should  oonider 
a  few  of  the  images  as  inapplicable  to  Indian  man- 
ners) that  the  ideas  of  snow  and  ice  are  frmiliar  tn 
the  Hindus ;  that  the  mountains  of  Himalaya  may 
be  cleariy  discerned  from  a  part  of  Bengal ;  that 
the  Grecian  Usmus  is  the  Sanscrit  word  haimas; 
meaning  snowy ;  and  that  funeral  nms  may  be 
seen  perpetually  on  the  baofes  of  the  river. 

Tbe  two  hymns  are  neither  transhitums  flrom  any. 
other  poems,  nor  imitatkww  of  aoy ;  and  have  no- 
thing of  Pindar  in  them  eaoept  the  measvres,  wfaidb 
are  neasly  the  same,  f<yl)able  tor  syllable,  with 
those  of  the  first  and  second  Nemean  Odes :  mora 
musical  atanaaa might  perhaps  have  been  frrmed; 
but,  in  every  art,  variety  and  novelty  are  conuider^ 
ablesoaroasofpfaaaure.  Tbe  style  and  maaner  af 
Pindar  have  been  greatly  mistaken ;  aild,  that  a 
distinct  idea  of  them  asay  be  oonoeived  by  such,  m 
have  not  access  to  that  inimitable  poet  in  his  own 
language,  I  cannot  refiraia  from  sulqoiaing  tbe  fint 
Nemeaa  Ode  >,  not  only  in  tbe  same  measure  «§ 

1  Sae  page  46*1* 
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nearly  as  possible,  tmt  mimost  word  for  word  with 
the  original ;  those  e^hets  and  phrases  only  being 
necessarily  added,  which  are  printed  in  Italic  let- 
ttrs. 


k 


THE  HYMN  TO  BVRGA. 

I.  1. 
From  thee  begins  the  solemn  air, 
Ador'd  Gan6s& ;  next,  thy.sire  we  praise 
(Him,  from  whose  red  clustering  hair 
A  new -bom  crescent  sheds  propitious  rays, 
Fair  as  Oang&'s  curling  foam,) 
Dread  Is'wara ;  who  lov'd  o'er  awful  mountains. 
Rapt  in  prescience  deep,  to  roam, 
But  chiefly  those,  whence  holy  rivers  gush. 
Bright  from  their  secret  fountains, 
And  o*ec  the  realms  of  Brahmi  rush. 

I.  2. 
Rock  above  rock  they  ride  sublime. 
And  lose  their  Summits  in  blue  fields  of  day, 
TlashionM  first,  when  roHing  Time, 
Vast  infant,  in  his  golden  cradle  lay. 
Bidding  endless  ages  run 
And  wreathe  their  giant  heads  in  snows  eternal 
Gilt  by  each  revolving  sun ; 
Though  neither  morning  beam,  nor  noontide  glare. 
In  wmtry  sign  or  vernal. 
Their  adamantine  strength  impah: ; 

I.  3. 
Nor  e'en  the  fiercest  summer  heat 
Could  thrill  the  palace,  where  their  monarch  reign*d 
On  his  frost-impearled  seat, 
(Such  height  had  unremitted  virtue  gain'd  !) 
Btm&laya,  to  whom  a  lovely  child, 
^eet  Parvati,  sage  M^na  bore. 
Who  now,  in  earliest  bloom,  saw  Heav'n  adore 
Her  charms  ',  Earth  languish,  till  she  smiled, 

IL  1. 
But  she  to  love  no  tribute  paid  ; 
Great  Iswara  her  pious  cares  engag'd  % 
Him,  who  Qods  and  fiends  dismay'd. 
She  sooth'd  with  oflfringsmeek,  when  most  he  rag'd. 
On  a  mom,  when,  edg'd  with  light. 
The  lake-bom  flow'rs  tbeir  sapphire  cups  eipanded 
Laughing  at  the  scattered  night, 
A  vale  remote  and  silent  pool  she  sought. 
Smooth-footed,  lotos-handed. 
And  braids  of  sacred  blossoms  wrought; 

IL  % 
Kot  for  her  neck,  which,  unadoro*d, 
Bade  envjring  antelopes  their  beauties  hide : 
Art  she  knew  not,  or  she  scora'd ; 
Nor  had  her  language  e'en  a  name  for  pride. 
To  the  god,  who,  fix'd  in  thought. 
Sat  in  a  crystal  cave  new  worlds  designing. 
Softly  sweet  her  gift  she  brought. 
And  spread  the  garland  o*er  his  shoulders  broad. 
Where  serpents  huge  lay  twbing. 
Whose  hiss  the  round  creation  aw'd. 

n.  3. 
'Heview'd,  half-smilmg,  half-severe,  [rocks 

iThe  prostrate  maid--that  moment   through  the 
He,  who  decks  the  purple  year, 
VaMata,  vain  of  QdoftTnms  locks. 


WHh  Gama,  horsed  on  mfiint  breezes  flew  t 
(Who  knows  not  Gama,  nature's  king?) 
Vasanta  barb'd  the  shaft  and  fiz*d  the  string; 
The  living  bow  Candarpa  drew. 

IIL  1. 
Dire  sacrilege !  The  chosen  reed. 
That  Smara  pointed  with  transeendant  ait, 
Glanc'd  with  unimagin'd  speed. 
And  ting'd  its  blooming  barb  in  Siva's  hearts 
Glorious  flow'r,  in  Heaven  proclaimed 
Rich  mellici,  with  balmy  breath  delicious. 
And  on  earth  nyctanthes  nam'd ! 
Some  drops  divine,  that  o*er  the  lotos  blu» 
Trickled  in  rills  auspicious. 
Still  mark  it  with  a  crimson  hue.  . 

HI.  2. 
Soon  clbs'd  the  wound  its  hallow'd  lips; 
But  nature  felt  the  pain :  Heav'n's  blauBing  ey# 
Sank  absorb'd  in  sad  eclipse. 
And  meteors  rare  betray'd  the  tremhUng  sky  ; 
When  a  flame,  to  which  compar'd 
The  keenest  lightnings  were  but  idle  flashes. 
From  (hat  orb  all-piercing  glar'd. 
Which  in  the  front  of  wrathful  Hara  rolls. 
And  soon  to  silver  ashes 
Reduc'd  the  inflamer  of  pur  souls. 

IIL  3. 
Vasant,  for  thee  a  milder  doom, 
Accomplioe  rash,  a  thundering  voice  decreed  : 
"  With'ring  live  in  joyless  giMim, 
While  ten  gay  signsthe  dancing  seasons  lead. 
Thy  flow*rs,  perennial  once,  now  annual  made. 
The  fish  and  ram  shall  still  adorn  ; 
But,  when  the  bull  has  rear'd  his  golden  honv 
Shall,  like  yon  idling  rainbow,  fiide." 

IV.  1. 
The  thunder  ceas'd ;  the  day  retum'd ; 
But  Siva  from  terrertrial  haunts  had  fled : 
Smit  with  rapt'rous  love  he  buro'd. 
And  sigh'd  on  genun'd  Cail&sa's  viewless  head. 
Lonely  down  the  mountain  steep. 
With  flutt'ring  heart,  soft  Parvati  descended  ; 
Nor  in  drops  oif  nectar'd  sleep 
Drank  solace  through  the  night,  but  lay  alarm'd^ 
Lest  her  mean  gifts  emended 
The  god  her  powerful  beauty  charm'd. 

IV.  2. 
All  arts  her  son^wing  damsels  tried,         f smoother 
Her  brow,  where    wrinkled    anguish    low'r'd,  to 
And,  her  troubled  soul  to  soothe,  • 
Sagacious  Mena  mild  reproof  applied ; 
Bui^or  art  nor  counsel  sage. 
Nor  e^n  her  sacred  parent's  tender  chiding, 
Ck>uld  her  only  pain  assuage : 
The  mountain  drear  she  sought,  in  mantling  shade 
Her  tears  and  transports  hiding,, 
And  oft  to  her  adorer  pray'd. 

IV.  3. 
There  on  a  crag  whose  icy  rift 
H^ri'd  night  and  horrour  o'er  the  pool  profound. 
That  with  madding  eddy  swift 
Revengeful  bark'd  his  ragged  base  around, 
The  b^uteons  hermit  sat ;  but  soon  perceiT'd 
A  Bdihman  old  before  her  stand, 
His  rude  staff  quivMng  in  his  widier'd  hand. 
Who,  &lt'ring,  adiUfor  whom  she  griev'd. 
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«'  Wbftt  graceful  youth,  with  accenti  mild. 

Eyes  like  twin  stars,  and  lips  like  early  moniy 

Has  thy  pensive  heart  beguiL*d  ?" 

"  No  mortal  youth,"  she  said  with  modest  scorn , 

**  E'er  beguiPd  my  guiltless  heart : 

Him  have  I  lost,  who  to  these  mountains  hoaiy 

Bloom  celestial  could  impart     ' 

Tbee  1  salute,  thee  ▼en*rate,  thee  deplore. 

Dread  Siva,  source  of  glory. 

Which  OQ  these  locks  must  gleam  no  more  !'' 

V.  2. 
**  Rare  object  of  a  damsePs  love,*» 
Tike  wizard  bold  replied,  "  who,  rude  and  wild 
leaTes  eternal  bliss  above. 
And  roves  O'er  wastes  where  nature  neyer  smilM, 
Mounted  on  his  milkwhite  bull ! 
Seek  lodra  with  aerial  bow  victorious. 
Who  from  va$«  ever  full 
Onaffii  k>Te  and  nectar ;  seek  the  fSesUve  hall. 
Rich  caves,  and  mansion  glorious 
Of  young  Cuvera,  k>v*d  by  all ; 

V.  3. 

**  But  spurn  that  sullen  wayward  God, 

That  three-ey'd  monster,  hideous,  fierce,  untam*d, 

Uoattied.  ill-girt,  unshod " 

*'  Such  fell  impiety,"  the  nymph  eicclaim'd. 
Who  speaks,  must  agonize  ;  who  hears,  must  die ; 
Nor  can  this  vital  frame  sustain 
The  pois*nou8  taint,  that  runs  from  vein  to  vein ; 
Death  may  atone  the  blasphemy." 

VL  1. 
She  spoke,  and  oV  the  rifted  rodcs 
Her  lovely  form  with  pious  phrenzy  threw  ; 
But  beneath  her  floating  locks 
And  waving  robes  a  thousand  breezes  flew. 
Knitting  close  their  silky  plumes. 
And  in  mid-air  a  downy  pillow  spreading; 
Tin,  in  clouds  of  rich  perfumes 
Embalmed,  they  bore  hef  to  a  mjrstic  wood  ; 
Where  streams  of  glory  shedding. 
The  weU-feignM  Br&bman,  Siva,  stood. 

VL  2. 
Tlic  rest  my  soi^  conceal : 
Unha]low*d  ears  the  sacrilege  might  rue. 
Gods  alone  to  gods  reveal 
in  what  stupendous  notes  th'  immortals  woo. 
Straight  the  sons  of  light  prepared  • 
The  mipttal  feast,  Heav'n*s  opal  gates  unfolding. 
Which  th*  empyreal  army  shar'd ; 
And  sage  Himialaya  shed  blissful  tears 
With  aged  eyes  behokling 
His  dau^ter  empress  of  the  ^heres. 

VI.  3. 
Whilst  ev»ry  lip  with  nectar  glow'd. 

Hie  bridegroom  blithe  bis  transformation  told : 

Boond  the  mirthful  goblet  flow'd. 

And  laughter  free  o'er  plains  of  ether  roll'd : 

"  Thee  tuo,  like  Vishnu,'*  said  the  Mushing  queen, 

**  Soft  Maya,  guileful  maid,  attends ; 

Bat  in  delight  soprme  the  phantasm  ends  ; 

Love  crowoa  the  visionary  scene.'* 

VII.  1. 
Then  rose  Vrihaspati,  who  reigns 
Beyond  red  Mangala's  terrific  sphere* 
Waod'riog  o*er  cereolean  plains : 

His  periods  doquent  Heat*n  loves  to  hear 


Soft  as  dew  on  waking  fkm'rtk 

He  told,  how  Taraca  with  snaky  l^ioos. 

Envious  of  supernal  pow'rs. 

Had  menac'd  long  old  Meni's  golden' head^ 

And  Indra's  beaming  regions 

With  desoUUion  wild  had  spread : 

VII.  2. 
How,  when  the  gods  to  Brahma  flew 
In  routed  squadrons,  and  his  help  deplor'd; 
"  Sons  !"  he  said,  **  from  vengoince  due 
The  fiend  must  wield  secure  his  fiery  sword 
(Thus  tb'  unerriog  Will  ordains,) 
Till  from  the  Great  Destroyer's  pure  embracei^ 
Knit  in  love's  mysterious  chains 
With  her,  who,  daughter  to  the  mountain-king» 
Yon  snowy  mansion  graces, 
Cumara,  warrior-child,  shall  spring; 

VII.  3. 

"  WIm)  bright  in  arms  of  heav*o1y  proof. 

His  crest  a  blazing  star,  his  diamond  mail 

Coloured  in  the  rainbow^s  woof, 

The  rash  invaders  fiercely  shall  assail. 

And,  on  a  stately  peacock  borne,  shall  rush 

Against  the  dragon  of  the  deep ; 

Nor  shall  his  thund'ring  mace  insatiate  sieep. 

Till  their  infernal  chief  it  crush." 

VHI.  1. 
"  The  splendid  host  with  solemn  skite 
(Still  spoke  tb'  ethereal  orator  uublam'd) 
Reasoned  high  in  long  debate ; 
Till,  through  my  counsel  provident,  they  claim'd 
Hapless  Cama's  potent  aid :  * 

At  Indra's  wish  appeared  the  soul^s  inflamer. 
And,  in  vernal  arms  array'd, 
Bngag'd  (ah,  thoughtless  !)  in  the  bold  emprlzA 
To  tame  wide  nature's  tamer. 
And  soften  him  who  shakes  the  skies. 

VIII.  2. 

"  See  now  the  god,  whom  all  ador'd. 

An  ashy  heap,  the  jest  of  every  gale  ! 

Loss  by  Ueav'n  and  Earth  deplor  d  ! 

For,  love  extinguish'd.  Earth  and  Ueav'n  must  fail^ 

Mark  how  Reti  bears  his  um. 

And  tow'rd  her  widow'd  pile  with  piercing  ditty 

Points  the  flames— ah,  see  it  bum  ! 

Huw  ill  the  ftin'ral  with  the  feast  agrees  1 

Come  Love's  pale  sister,  Pity ; 

Gome,  and  the  lorer^s  wrath  appease." 

VIII.  3. 
Tumultuous  passions  whilst  he  spoke 
In  heav'niy  bosoms  mix'd  their  bursting  fire^ 
Scorning  frigid  Wisdom's  yoke. 
Disdain,  revenge^  devotion,  hope,  desire : 
Then  grief  prevailed  ;  but  pity  won  the  prize. 
Not  Siva  could  the  charm  resist : 
"  Rise,  holy  love,"  he  said,  -and  kiss'd 
The  pearls,  that  gush'd  from  Durga's  eyes. 

DC.  1. 
That  instant  through  the  blest  abode. 
His  youthful  charms  renew 'd,  Ananga  camei 
High  on  em'rald  plumes  be  rode 
With  Reti  brightened  by  th'  eluded  flame  ; 
Nor  could  young  Vasanu  mourn 
(Oflioions  friend  !)  his  darling  lord  attending^ 
Though  of  annual  beauty  shorn : 
"  Love-shafts  enow  one  season  shall  supply^ 
He  menac'd  unofiendiog. 
To  rule  the  ruleis  of  the  iky."  ^<^  t 
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With  ihoats  Hie  VmndlaBi  numskm  rang; 

And,  !■  sublime  accord,  the  radiant  quire 

StraiD»  of  bridal  lapCnre  sang 

With  glowing  conquest  join^  and  martial  ire : 

*'  Spring  to  life,  triumphant  ton, 

Hell's  future  dread,  aiid  fiear>n*s  eternal  wonder ! 

Helm  and  flaming  habeiyeon 

For  thee,  behold,  immortal  artists  weave^ 

And  edge  with  keen  blue  thunder 

The  bl«t0»  that  shall  th'  oppressor  cleav^'' 

IX.  3. 
O  Dnrga,  thou  hast  deign'd  to  shield 
Mao*8  feeble  virtue  with  celestial  might, 
Gliding  from  yon  jasper  field, 
And,  on  a  lion  borne,  hast  brav'd  the  fight ; 
For,  when  the  demon  Vioe  thy  realms  defied. 
And  arm*d  with  death  each  arched  horn. 
Thy  golden  lance,  O  Goddess  mountain-bonit 
Touch'd  but  the  pest— ^e  roar'd  and  died« 


THE  HYMN  TO  BHAVAKL 

Whsm  Time  was  drown'd  in  sacred  sleep. 

And  raven  Darkness  brooded  o'er  the  deiqp,— 

Reposing  on  primeval  pillows 

Of  tossing  billows. 

The  forms  of  animated  nature  lay; 

Till  o*er  the  wide  abyss  where  Love 

Sat  like  a  nestling  dove. 

From  Heav'n's  dun  concave  shot  a  golden  ray. 

Still  brighter  and  more  bright  it  streamed. 
Then,  like  a  thousand  suns,  resistless  gleam'd; 
Whilst  on  the  placid  waters  blooming. 
The  sky  perfuming. 

An  o^'ning  lotos  rose,  and  smiling  spread 
His  azure  skirts  and  vase  of  gold. 
While  o'er  his  foliage  roU'd 
Drops,  that  impearl  Bhavani^s  orient  bed* 

Mother  of  gods,  rich  nature's  queen. 
Thy  genial  fire  emblaz'd  the  bursting  scene  ; 
For,  on  th'  expanded  blossom  sitting. 
With  sun-beams  knitting 
That  mysfic  veil  for  ever  unreniov'd,- 
Thou  bad'st  the  softly-kindling  flame 
Pervade  this  peopled  frame. 
And  smiles,  with  blushes  ting'd,  the  work  approt'd. 

Goddess,  around  thy  radiant  throne 
The  scaly  shoab  in  spangled  veitofa  shoae, 
Some  slowly,  through  green  waves  advancing. 
Some  swiftly  glancing. 

As  each  thy  mild  mysterkHu  pow'r  impdl'd: 
E'en  oics  and  river  -dragons  lelt 
Their  iron  bospms  melt 
With  scorching  heat ;  for  love  the  mightiesi  qadfd. 

But  straight  ascending  vapours  rare 
CVercanopi^  thy  seat  with  lucid  air. 
While,  through  young  ladra's.nev  dotniniopi 
Unnumber'd  piniens 

Mix'd  with  thy  beams  a  thnnsand  varying  dyes. 
Of  birds  or  insectfe,  who  pursued 
Their  flying  loves,  or  woo'd 
Them  jtekUng,  and  with  nmsic  fill'd  the  skies. ' 

And  now  bedeck'd  with  sparkling  isles 
Like  rising. stars,  ^e  wafry  desert  smiles; 
.  Smooth  plains  by  waving  forests  bounded. 
With  hillocks  rounded. 


Send  forth  a  shaggy  brood,  who,  frisking  light 

In  mingled  flocln  or  faithful  pairs, 

Impart  thehr  tender  cares : 

All  animals  to  love  their  kind  invite. 

Nor  they  alone :  those  vivid  gems, 
That  dance  and  glitter  on  their  leafy  stems. 
Thy  voice  inspires,  thy  bounty  dresses. 
Thy  rapture  blesses. 

From  yon  tall  psJm,  who,  like  a  sunbom  kbg;^ 
His  proud  tiara  spreads  elate. 
To  those,  who  throng  Ms  gate, 
Where  purple  chieftains  vernal  tribute  bring. 

A  gale  so  sweet  o'er  Ganga  breathes. 
That  m  soft  smiles  her  gra(^ul  cheek  she  wreafbs« 
Mark,  where  her  argent  brow  she  raises. 
And  blushing  gazes 

On  yon  f^esh  C^taca,  whose  am^t>us  flow*r 
Throws  fragrance  fh>m  his  flaunting  hair. 
While  with  his  blooming  fair 
He  blends  perfume,  and  multiplies  the  bow*r. 

Thus,  in  one  vast  eternal  gyre, 
Compact  or  fluid  shapes,  instinct  with  fire. 
Lead,  as  they  dance,  this  gay  creation. 
Whose  mild  gradation 
Of  melting  tints  illudes  the  visual  ray : 
Dense  earth  in  springing  herbage  lives, 
Hience  life  and  nurture  gives 
To  sentient  forms,  that  sink  again  to  day. 

Ye  maids  and  youths  on  firuitfiil  plains. 
Where  Lsschmi  revels  and  Bhavani  reigns. 
Oh,  haste !  oh,  briiq:  your  flow'ry  treasur«^ 
To  rapid  measures 

Tripping  at  eve  ttasse  hallow'd  baaks  rieog  } 
The  pow'r,  in  yon  dim  shriaes  •dor'd. 
To  primal  waves  restored. 
With  many  a  fiailiog  race  shall  Mess  your  i 


HYMN  TO  OfDRji. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

So  many  allusions  to  Hindu  roythok^y  occur  {9 
the  foUowiug  ode,  that  it  w6uld  be  scarce  intelli- 
gible without  an  eaplanatory  introductioo,  whidi,  - 
on  evcrv  account,  and  on  all  occasions,  appeaif 
preferable  to  notes  in  the  margin. 

A  distinct  idea  of  the  god,  whom  the  poem  cele- 
brates, may  be  collected  from  a  passage  hi  the 
ninth  section  of  the  GitA^  where  the  sudden  change 
of  measure  has  an  efJbct  similar  to  that  of  the  finest 
modulatkms. 

te  punyamasadya  surendra  locam 
asnanti  divjran  dividevabhogan, 
te  tam  bhuctwa  swergalocam  visalam 
cshine  punye  mertyalocam  visanti. 
**  These,  having  through  virtue  reached  lh« 
mansioo  of  the  king  of  Sura's,  fieast  on  the  ex* 
quisite  heavenly  food  of  the  gods :  they,  who  hava 
enjoyed  this  lofty  region  of  Swerga,  but  whoae 
virtue  is  exhausted,  revisit  the  habitation  of  mor- 
tals.»» 

Indra,  therefore.^  or  the  k'mg  of  immortals,  corres- 
ponds With  one  of  the  ancient  Jupiteis  (for  several 
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of  tiimt  name  were  wonhipped  in  Eorope),  and  par- 
ticular with  Jupiter  the  Conductor,  whose  attributes 
are  to  nobly  described  by  the  Platonic  philosophers: 
one  of  his  nninerous  titles  is  Dyupeti,  or,  in  the  no- 
oninatiTe  case  before  certain  letters,  Dyupetir; 
which  means  the  lord  of  Heaven,  and  seems  a  more 
probable  origin  of  the  Hetruscan  woid  than  Juvans 
Pater;  as  Diespiter  was  probably,  not  the  father, 
but  the  lord,  of  day.  He  may  be  considered  as 
the  Jove  of  £ontus  in  his  memonble  Ime : 

Aspice  hoc  sublime  candens,  quern  invocant  omnes 
Jovem — 

where  the  poet  clearly  means  the  firmament,  of 
which  Indra  is  the  personification.  He  is  the  god 
of  thunder  and  the  five  elements,  with  inferior  genii 
under  his  command  ;  and  is  conceived  to  govern 
the  eastern  quarter  of  the  world,  but  to  preside, 
like  the  genius  or  agatbtxlxmon  of  the  ancients, 
over  the  celestial  bands,  which  are  stationed  on  the 
summit  of  Meru  or  the  north-pole,  where  he  so- 
laces the  gods  with  nectar  and  heavenly  music: 
hence,  perhaps,  the  Hindus,  who  give  evidence,  and 
the  magistrates,  who  hear  it,  are  directed  to  stand 
fronting  the  east  or  the  north. 

Tliis  imaginary  mount  is  here  feigned  to  have 
been  seen  in  a  vision  at  Varanassi,  very  improperly 
called  Baoaris,  which  takes  its  name  from  two  rivu- 
lets that  embrace  the  city ;  and  the  bard,  who  was 
favoured  with  the  sight,  is  supposed  to  have  been 
Vyasa,  samamed  Dwaipayana,  or  dwelling  in  an 
island  ;  who,  if  he  really  composed  tbeGitii,  makes 
▼cry  flattering  mention  of  himself  in  the  tenth 
chapter.  The  plant  latli,  which  he  describes  weav- 
ing a  net  round  the  mountain  Mandara,  is  trans- 
ported by  a  poetical  liberty  to  Sumeru,  which  the 
great  author  of  the  Mahabharat  has  richly  painted 
in  lour  beautiful  couplets :  it  is  the  generic  name 
for  a  creeper,  though  represented  here  as  a  species, 
of  which  many  elegant  varieties  are  found  in  Asia. 

The  genii  named  Cinuaras  are  the  male  dancers 
in  Swcrga,  or  the  Heaven  6f  Indra ;  and  the  Apsaras 
are  his  dancing-girls,  answering  to  the  fairies  of  the 
Persians,  and  to  the  damsels  called  in  the  Koran 
hhuruMfiyun,  or  with  antelopes*  eyes.  For  the  story 
of  Chitrarat*ha,  the  chief  musician  of  the  Indian 
paradise,  whose  painted  car  was  burned  by  Arjun, 
and  for  that  of  the  Chaturdesaretna,  or  fourteen 
gems,  as  they  are  called,  which  were  produced  by 
churning  the  ocean,  the  reader  must  be  referred  to 
Mr.  Wilkins's  leamed  annotations  on  his  accurate 
version  of  the  Bhagavadgit4.  The  fable  of  the  pome- 
granate-flower is  borrowed  from  the  popular  my- 
thology of  Nepal  and  Tibet. 

In  this  poem  the  same  form  of  stanza  is  repeated 
with  variations,  on  a  principle  entirely  new  in  mo- 
dem lyric  poetry,  which  on  some  future  occasion 
may  be  explained. 


THE  HYMV. 

BiTT  ah  !  what  glories  yon  blue  vanlt  emblaze  ? 
What  living  meteors  fmm  the  zenith  stream  ? 
Or  hath  a  rapt'rous  dream 
Perplex'd  the  isle-born  bard  in  fiction*s  maze  ? 
He  wmkes ;  he  hears;  he  views  no  fancied  rays. 
*Tis  Indra  mounted  on  the  Sun's  bright  beam  ; 
And  round  him  revels  his  empyreal  train : 
How  rich  their  tintel  bow  sweet  their  strain  I 
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Like  shooting  stars  aitMsd  his  regal  lest 
A  ved  of  many-colour'd  light  they  weave 
That  eyes  unholy  would  of  sense  bereave': 
Their  sparkling  hands  and  lightly-trippiug  feet 
Tit  d  gales  and  panting  clouds  behind  them  leava. 
With  love  of  song  and  sacred  beauty  smit 
The  mystic  dance  they  knit ; 
Pursuing,  circling,  whirling,  twining,  leading. 
Now  chasing,  now  receding ; 
Till  the  gay  pageant  from  the  sky  descends 
On  charmed  Sumeru,  who  with  homage  bendi. 

Hail,  mountain  of  delight,   v 
^lace  of  glory,  bless'd  by  glory»s  king » 
With  pnwpVing  shade  embow'r  me,  whilst  T  sine 
Thy  wonders  yet  unreached  by  morUl  flight. 
Sky-piercing  mountain  !  In  thy  bow'rs  of  love 
No  tears  are  seen,  save  where  medicinal  stalks 
Weep  drops  balsamic  o'er  the  silver»d  walks : 
No  plamts  are  heard,  save  where  the  restless  doro 
Of  coy  repulse  and  mild  reluctance  talks : 
Mantled  in  woven  gold,  with  gems  unchas»d. 
With  em'rald  hillocs  grac'd. 
From  whose  fresh  laps  in  young  fimtasUc  mazaf 
Soft  crystal  bounds  and  blazes 
Bathing  the  lithe  convolvulus,  that  winds 
Obsequious,  and  each  flaunting  arbour  bmds. 

When  sapient  Brahma  this  new  world  appror'cL 
On  woody  wings  eight  primal  mountains  mov'd  • 
But  Indra  marked  Sumeru  for  his  own, 
And  motionless  was  ev'ry  stone. 

Dazzling  the  Moon,  he  rears  his  golden  head : 
Nor  bards  inspired,  nor  Heav'n's  allperfect  speech, 
I^s  may  unhallow»d  rhyme  his  beauties  teach. 
Or  paint  the  pavement  which  th»  immortals  tread  ; 
Nor  thought  of  man  his  awful  height  can  reach  : 
Who  sees  it,  maddens;  who  approaches,  dies  • 
For,  with  flame-darting  eyes, 
Around  it  roll  a  thousand  sleepless  dragons; 
While  from  their  diamond  flagons, 
The  feasting  gods  exhaustless  nectar  sip. 
Which  glows  and  sparkles  on  each  fragrant  lip. 
This  fe&st  in  mem'ry  of  the  churned  wave 
Great  Ind.a  gave,  when  Amrit  first  was  won 
From  impious  demons,  who  to  Miya's  eyes 
ResignM  the  prize,  and  rued  the  fight  begun. 

Now,  while  each  ardent  Cinnara  persuades 
The  soft  ey'd  Apsara  to  break  the  dauce. 
And  leads  her  loth,  yet  with  love  beaming  gUmct, 
To  banks  of  marjoram  and  champac  shades. 
Celestial  genii  towVd  their  king  advance 
(So  cali'd  by  men,  in  Heav'n  Gandharvas  nam»d) 
For  matchless  music  fam*d. 
Soon,  where  the  bands  in  lucid  rows  assemble. 
Flutes  breathe,  and  citherns  tremble  j 
Till  Chitraratha  sings — His  painted  car. 
Yet  unoonsum'd,  gleams  like  an  orient  star. 

Hush'd  was  ev'ry  breezy  pinion, 
Ev'ry  breeze  his  fall  suspended : 
Silence  reign'd  ;  whose  sole  dominion 
Soon  was  rais'd,  but  soon  was  ended. 

He  sing?,  how  "  whilom  fWim  the  troubled  main 
The  sov'reign  elephant  Airavan  sprang ; 
Tlie  breathing  shell,  that  peals  of  conquest  rang  ; 
The  parent  cow,  whom  none  implores  in  vain ; 
The  milkwhite  steed,  the  bow  with  deifning  clang  • 
The  goddesses  of  beauty,  wealth,  and  wine  2 
Flow'r  s,  that  unfading  shine. 
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Narayan's  gem,  the  moonlight's  tender  languisb ; 
Blue  Teiioni,  source  of  anguisb : 
The  solemn  leech,  slow-moving  o*er  the  strand, 
A  vase  of  long-sought  amrit  in  his  hand. 
To  soften  human  ills  dread  Siva  drank 
The  pois'nous  flood,  that  stained  his  azure  neck  ; 
The  rest  thy  mansions  deck. 
High  Swerga !  stor'd  in  many  a  blazing  rank. 
Thou,  god  of  thunder  !  sat'st  on  Meru  thron*d, 
Cloud-riding,  mountain- piercing,  thousand -ey'd, 
*With  young  Pulomaja,  Iby  blooming  bride, . 
Whilst  air  and  skies  thy  boundless  empire  own'd; 
Hail,  Dynpetir,  dismay  to  Bala*s  pride  ! 
Or  speaks  Pnrander  best  thy  martial  fame, 
Or^iacra,  mystic  name } 
With  various  praise  in  odes  and  hallowM  story 
Sweet  bards  shall  hymn  thy  glory. 
Thou,  Vasava,  from  this  unmeasured  height 
Shed'st  pearl,  sbed'st  odours  o'er  the  sons  of  light  \** 

The  genius  rested ;  for  his  pow*rful  art 
Had  swelPd  the  monarch's  heart  with  ardour  vain. 
That  threaten'd  rash  disdain  and  seem'd  to  low^r 
On  gods  of  loftier  powV  and  ampler  reign. 

^e  smil'd;  and,  warbling  in  a  softer  mode. 
Sang  *'  the  red  lightning,  hail,  and  whelming  rain 
O'er  Gocul  green  and  Vraga's  nymph-lov*d  plain 
By  IiKlra  burPd,  whose  altars  ne'er  had  glowed. 
Since  infant  Crishna  rul'd  the  rustic  train 
Now  thriird  with  terrour — ^Them  the  heav'nly  child 
Cali'd,  and  with  looks  ambrosial  smil'd. 
Then  with  one  finger  rear'd  the  vast  Oovirdhen, 
Beneath  whose  rocky  burden 
On  pastures  dry  the  maids  and  herdsmen  trod : 
The  lord  of  thunder  fielt  a  mightier  god  !" 

What  furies  potent  modulation  sooths ! 
E'en  the  dilated  heart  of  Indra  shrinks : 
His  ruflled  brow  he  smooths. 
His  lance  half-rais'd  with  listless  languor  sinks. 

A  sweeter  strain  the  sage  musician  chose  t 
He  told,  how,  *<  Sachi,  soft  as  morning  light, 
Blytbe  Sachi,  from  her  lord  Indrani  bight. 
When  through  clear  skies  their  car  ether^  lOie 
Fix'd  on  a  garden  trim  her  wand'rhig  sight. 
Where  gay  pomegranates,  fresh  with  early  dew. 
Vaunted  their  blossoms  new :  [droses 

*  Oh  1   pluck,  she  said,  yon  gems,  which  nature 
To  grace  my  darker  tresses.* 
In  form  a  shepherd's  boy,  a  god  in  soul. 
He  hasten'd,  and  the  blooming  treasure  stole. 

"  The  reckless  peasant,  who  those  glowing  flow'rs. 
Hopeful  of  rubied  fruit,  had  fbster'd  long, 
Seiz'd  and  with  cordage  strong 
Shackled  the  god,  wbo  gave  him  show'rs. 
Straight  from  sev'n  winds  immortal  genii  flew. 
Green  Varuna,  whom  foamy  waves  obey. 
Bright  Vahni  flaming  like  the  lamp  of  day, 
Cuvera'sought  by  all,  ei^oyed  by  few, 
Marut,  who  bids  the  whiged  breezes  play. 
Stem  Yama,  ruthless  judge,  and  Isa  cold 
With  Nairrit  mildly  bold : 

They  with  the  mddy  flash,  that  points  his  thunde^. 
Bend  his  vain  bands,  asnnder. 
Th'  exulting  god  resumes  his  thousand  eyes. 
Four  arms  divine,  «nd  robes  of  changing  dyes    ** 

Soft  memory  retraced  the  youthful  scene ; 
The  tiinnd'rer  yielded  tp  resutless  charms. 
Then  smil'd  enai^ooHd  on  hii  blushing  qoeen. 
And  melted  in  her  wauk 


Sudi  was  the  vision,  which— on  Varan's  brttiA 
Or  Asi  pure  with  ofiQer'd  blossoms  fill'd-- 
Dwaipayan  slumbering  saw ;  (thus  Nared  wtUVl) 
FOr  waking  eye  such  glory  never  bless'd. 
Nor  waking  ear  such  music  ever  thrili'd. 
It  vanish'd  with  light  sleep :  he,  rising,  prais'd 
The  guarded  monnt  high-raised,  [sow* 

And  pray'd  the  thund'ring  power,  that  riieafy  tre^ 
Mild  show'rs  and  vernal  pleasures. 
The  laboring  youth  in  mead  and  vale  might  cheer. 
And  cherish'd  herdsmen  Mess  th*  abundant  year* 
Thee,  darter  of  the  swift  blue  bolt !  be  sang ; 
Sprinkler  of  genial  dews  and  fruitful  rains 
0*er  hills  and  thirsty  plains! 
**  When  through  tbe  waves  ofwar  thy  charger  qnog. 
Each  rock  rebeHow'd  and  each  forest  rang. 
Till  vanquish'd  Asurs  felt  avenghig  pains. 
Send  o'er  their  seats  the  snake,  that  never  dieiy 
But  waft  the  virtuous  to  thy  skies !" 


HYMN  TO  SURYjL 

ARGUMENT. 
A  PLAusiBLB  opinion  has  been  entertained  by  learn- 
ed men,  that  the  principal  source  of  idolatry 
among  the  ancients  was  thenr  enthusiastic  admira- 
tion of  the  Suu ;  and  that,  when  the  primitive  reli- 
gion of  mankind  was  lost  amid  the  distractions  of 
establishing  the  regal  government,  or  neglected  amid 
the  allurements  of  vice,  they  ascribed  to  the  great 
visible  luminary,  or  to  the  wonderful  fluid,  of  which 
it  is  the  general  reservoir,  those  powers  of  pervadmg 
all  space  and  animating  all  nature,  which  thc^  an- 
cestors had  attributed  to  one  eternal  Mind,  by  whom 
the  substance  of  fire  had  been  created  as  an  inani- 
mate and  secondary  cause  of  natural  phenomena. 
Tbe  mythology  of  the  east  confirms  this  opinion ; 
and  it  is  probable,  that  the  triple  divinity  of  the 
Hmdus  was  originally  no  noore  than  a  personifica- 
tion of  the  Suu,  whom  they  called  Tireyiteou,  or 
three-bodied,  in  his  triple  capacity,  of  producing 
forms  by  his  genial  heat,  preserving  them  by  his 
light,  or  destrojring  them  by  the  concentrated  force 
of  his  igneous  matter ;  this  with  the  wilder  con- 
ceit of  a  female  power  united  with  the  godhead,  and 
ruling  nature  by  his  authority,  will  account  for 
nearly  the  whole  system  of  Egyptian,  Indian,  and 
Grecian  polytheism,  distinguished  fixHn  the  sublime 
theology  of  the  philosophers  whose  understandings 
were  too  strong  to  admit  the  popular  belief,  but 
whose  influence  was  too  weak  to  reform  it 

Surya,  the  PboDbus  of  European  heathens,  has 
near  fifty  names  or  epithets  in  the  Sansorit  language; 
most  of  which,  or  at  least  the  meaning  of  them,  are 
introduced  in  tbe  following  ode ;  and  every  image, 
that  seemed  capable  of  poetical  ornament,  has  been 
selected  from  books  of  the  highest  authority  among 
the  Hindus :  the  title  Area  is  very  singular  ;  and  H 
is  remarkable,  that  tbe  Tibetians  represent  the  Sun's 
car  in  the  form  of  a  boat 

It  will  be  necessary  to  explain  a  few  other  parti- 
cnlara  of  the  Hindu  mythology,  to  which  allustons 
are  made  in  the  poem.  Soma,  or  the  Moon,  is  a 
male  deity  m  the  Indian  system,  as  Mooa  was,  I 
believe^  among  the  Saioos,  and  Luans  among  soiba 
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of  the  nations  who  settled  in  Italy :  his  titles  also, 
with  one  or  two  of  the  ancient  fables,  to  which  they 
i«fer,  are  exhibited  in  the  second  stanza.  Most  of 
the  lunar  mansions  are  believed  to  be  the  daughters 
of  Gisyapa,  the  first  production  of  Brahm^^s  head ; 
mod  from  their  names  are  derived  those  of  the  twelve 
iQOQths»whoars  here  feigned  to  hare  married  as  many 
coostetlations  :  this  primeval  Brahman  and  Vinata 
are  also  supposed  to  have  been  the  parents  of  Arun, 
the  charioteer  of  the  Sun,  and  uf  the  bird  Qaruda, 
the  eagle  of  the  great  Indian  Jove,  one  of  whose 
epithets  is  Madhava.  After  this  explanation,  the 
Hymn  will  have  few  or  no  difficulties,  especially  if 
the  reader  has  perused  and  studied  the  Bhagavad- 
Sita,  with  which  our  literature  has  been  lately  en- 
riched,  and  the  fine  episode  from  the  Mahabharat, 
on  the  production  of  the  Amrita,  which  seems  to  be 
almost  wholly  astronoBiical,  but  abounds  with  poe- 
tical beaoties.  Let  the  following  description  of  the 
demon  Rahu,  decapitated  by  Narayan,  be  compared 
with  similar  passages  in  Hesiod  and  Milton. 

tach  ch'hailasringapratiman  danavasya  sior  mabat 
chacrach'binnam  c*hamutpatya  nenaditi  bhayanca- 

ram, 
tat  cabandham  pepatasya  visp'hurad  dharanitale 
aapervatavanadwipan  daityasyacampayanmahim. 


THE  HYMN. 

FoDHTAiN  of  living  lidit, 
Tliat  o*er  all  nature  streams. 
Of  this  vast  microcosm  both  nerve  and  soul ; 
Whose  swift  and  subtil  beams. 
Eluding  mortal  sight. 

Pervade,  attract,  sustain  th'  effulgent  whole. 
Unite,  impel,  dilate,  calcine. 
Give  to  gold  its  weight  and  blaze. 
Dart  from  the  diamond  many-tinted  rays. 
Condense,  protrude,  transform,  concoct,  refine 
The  sparkling  daughters  of  the  mine ; 
Lord  of  the  lotos,  father,  friend,  and  king, 
O  Sun,  thy  pow'rs  1  sing : 
Thy  substance  Indra  with  his  heavenly  bands 
Nor  sings  nor  understands  ; 
Nor  e'en  the  Vedas  three  to  man  explain 
Thy  mystic  orb  triform,  though  Brahma  tun^d  the 
strain. 

Thou,  nectar-beaming  Moon, 

Regent  of  dewy  night. 

Prom  yon  black  roe,  that  in  thy  bosom  sleeps. 

Pawn -spotted  Sasin  hight ; 

Wilt  thou  desert  so  soon 

Thy  night-flow*rs  pale,  whom  liquid  odour  steeps. 

And  Oshadhi's  transcendent  beam 

Burning  in  the  darkest  glade  ? 

Will  no  lov*d  name  thy  gentle  mind  persuade 

Yet  one  short  hour  to  shed  thy  cooling  stream  ? 

But  all !  we  court  a  passing  dream  : 

Our  pray*r  nor  Indu  nor  Himansu  hears ; 

He  fades ;  he  disappears 

E'en  Casyapa's  gay  daoghters  twinkling  die. 

And  silence  lulls  the  sky, 

l^ill  Chatacs  twitter  from  the  moving  brake. 

And  sandal-breatbing  gales  on  beds  of  ttbtr  wtke. 

vot.  !xvm. 


Burst  into  song,  ye  spheres; 
A  greater  light  proclaim, 

And  hymn,  concentric  orbs  I  with  sevWoId  chime. 
The  god  with  many  a  name  ; 
Nor  let  unhallowM  ears 

Drink  life  and  rapture  firom  your  charm  sublime : 
'*  Our  bosoms,  Aryama,  inspire, 
Gem  of  Heav'n,  and  flower  of  day, 
Vivaswat,  lancer  of  the  golden  ray, 
Divacara,  pure  source  of  h  >ly  fire. 
Victorious  Ramans  fervid  sire, 
Dread  child  of  Aditi,  Martunda  bless'd. 
Or  Sura  be  address'd, 
Ravi,  or  Mihira,  or  Bh&nu  bold. 
Or  Area,  title  old. 

Or  Heridaswa  drawn  by  green-hair'd  steeds. 
Or  Carmasacshi  keen,  attesting  secret  deeds. 
What  fiend,  what  monster  fierce 
E'er  durst  thy  throne  invade  ? 
Malignant  Rahu.     Him  thy  wakeful  sight. 
That  could  the  deepest  shade 
Of  snaky  Narac  pierce, 

Mark'd  quafSog  nectar ;  whom  by  magic  sleight 
A  Sura's  lovely  form  he  wore, 
Rob'd  in  light,  with  lotos  crown*d. 
What  time  th'  immortals  peerless  treasures  found 
On  the  chum*d  ocean's  gem- bespangled  shore, 
And  Mandar's  load  the  tortoise  bore : 
Thy  voice  revcalM  the  daring  sacrilege ; 
Then,  by  the  deathful  edge 
Of  bright  Sndersan  cleft,  his  dragon  bead 
Dismay  and  horrour  spread, 
Kickintc  the  skies,  and  stmggling  to  impair 
I'he  radiance  of  thy  robes,  and  stain  thy  goldea 
hair. 

"  With  smiles  of  stem  disdain 
Thou,  sovereign  victor !  see'st 
His  impious  rage  :  soon  from  the  mad  assault 
The  coursers  fly  released  ; 
Then  toss  each  verdant  mane. 
And  gallop  o'er  the  smooth  aerial  vault; 
Whilst  in  charm 'd  Gocul's  od'rous  vale 
Blue-ey'd  Yamuna  descends 
Exulting,  and  her  tripping  tide  suspends. 
The  triumph  of  her  mighty  sire  to  hail : 
So  mubt  they  fall,  who  gods  assail ! 
For  now  the  demon  rues  his  rash  emprise, 
Y^,  bellowing  blasphemies 
With  pois'nous  throat,  for  horrid  vengeance  tbint^ 
And  oft  with  tempest  bursts. 
As  oft  repel  I'd  he  groans  in  fiery  chains. 
And  o'er  the  realms  of  day,  unvanquish'd  Sui3rm 
reigns." 

Ye  clouds,  in  wavy  wreaths 

Your  dusky  van  unfold; 

O'er  dimpled  sands,  ye  surges,  gently  flow. 

With  sapphires  edg'd  and  gold  ! 

I/x)se-trcssed  morning  breathes. 

And  spreads  her  blushes  with  expansive  glow  ; 

But  chiefly  where  Heav'u's  op'ning  eye 

Sparkles  at  her  safifron  gate. 

How  rich,  how  regal  in  his  orient  state  ! 

Ere  long  he  shall  emblaze  th'  tmbounded  sky : 

The  fiends  of  darkness;  yelling  fly ; 

While  birds  of  liveliest  note  and  liglite&t  wing 

The  rising  day-star  sing, 

Who  skirts  th'  horizon  with  ^  blazing  line 

Of  topazes  divine ; 
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E*cn,  in  their  prelude,  brighter  and  more  bright, 
Flaines  the  red  east,  and  pours  insufferable  light  K 

First  o*er  blue  hills  appear,' 

With  many  an  agate  hoof  [green  j 

And  pasterns  fVingM  with  pearl,  sev'n  couriers 

Nor  boasts  yon  arched  woof, 

That  girds  the  showery  sphere. 

Such  heav'n-spun  threads  of  coloured  light  serene. 

As  tinge  the  reins,  which  Aran  guides. 

Glowing  with  immortal  grace, 

Young  Aran  loveliest  of  Vinatiau  race. 

Though  younger.     He,  whom  Madhava  bestrides. 

When  high  on^gle-plumes  he  rides : 

But  oh  !  what  pencil  of  a  living  star 

Could  paint  that  gorgeous  car, 

In  which,  as  m  an  ark  supremely  brigbt. 

The  lord  of  boundless  light 

Ascending  calm  o'er  th*  empyrean  sails, 

And  with  ten  thousand  beams  kis  awful  beauty  veils. 

Behind  the  glowing  wheels 

Six  jocund  seasons  dance, 

A  radiant  month  in  each  quick-shifting  hand  ; 

Alternate  they  advance, 

While  buxom  nature  feels 

The  grateful  changes  of  the  frolic  band : 

£ach  month  a^constellation  fair 

Knit  in  youthful  wedlock  hohis  ; 

And  o'er  each  bed  a  varied  sun  unfolds. 

Lest  one  vast  blaze  our  visual  force  impair, 

A  canopy  of  woven  air. 

Vasanta  blythe  with  many  a  laughing  flow'r 

Becks  his  Candarpa's  bow'r ; 

The  drooping  pastures  thirsty  Grishma  dries. 

Till  Versha  bids  them  rise ; 

Than  Sarat  with  full  sheaves  the  champaign  fills, 

Whicb  Sisira  bedews,  and  stem  Hemanta  chills. 

If  ark,  how  th*^  all-kindlmg  orb 

Meridian  glory  gains ! 

Bound  Meru*s  breathii^  zone  heinrinds  obKque 

O'er  pure  oeralean  plains : 

His  jealous  flaaies  absorb 

All  meaner  lights,  and  unresisted  strike 

The  world  with  rapthtHis  joy  and  dread. 

Ocean,  smit  with  meltuig  pain. 

Shrinks,  and  the  fiercest  monster  of  the  main 

Mantles  in  caves  profound  his  tusky  head 

With  sea-weeds  dank  and  coral  spread : 

I^eas  can  mild  Earth  and  her  green  daughters  bear 

The  noon's  wide-wasting  glare ; 

To  rocks  the  panther  creeps  ^  to  woody  night 

The  vulture  steals  bis  flight ; 

E'en  cold  cameleons  pant  in  thickets  dun. 

And  o'er  th'  burning  grit  th'  imwinged  locusts  ma. 

But  when  thy  foaming  steeds 

Descend  with  rapid  paoe 

Thy  fervent  axle  hast'ntng  to  allay, — 

yfhat  majesty^  what  grace 

Part  o'er  the  western  meads 

From  thy  relenting  eye  their  blended  fiy  I 

Soon  may  th'  undazzled  sense  behokl 

Bich  as  Vishnu's  diadem. 

Or  Amrit  sparkling  in  an  azure  gem. 

The  horizontal  globe  of  molten  gold,  < 

Which  pearl'd  and  rubied  clouds  infold. 

it  sinks ;  and  myriads  of  diffbsive  dyes 

Stream  o'er  the  tissued  skies, 

>  Sae  Gray's  Letters,  p.  382,  4to.  tad  the  aote. 


Till  Soma  smiles,  attracted  by  the  long 

Of  many  a  plumed  throng 

In  groves,  meads,  vales ;  and,  whilst  he  glides  abofc 

Each  bush  and  dancing  bough,  quaffi  harmooy  mnd 

love. 
Then  rovei  thy  poet  free,  » 

Who  with  no  borrow'd  art  [blaze. 

Dares  hymn  thy  pow'r;  and  durst  provoke  thy 
But  felt  thy  thrilling  dart; 
And  now,  on  lowly  knee. 

From  him,  who  gave  the  wound,  the  balsam  pray** 
Herbs,  that  assuage  the  fever's  pain. 
Scatter  from  thy  rolling  car, 
CulPd  by  sage  Aswin  and  divine  Cumar  ; 
And,  if  they  ask,  "  What  mortal  pours  the  strain?** 
Say  (for  thou  ^ee'st  earth,  air,  and  main) 
Say  :  **  From  the  bosom  of  yon  silver  isle. 
Where  skies  more  softly  smile. 
He  came;  and,  lispuig,  our  celestial  tongue. 
Though  not  from  Brahma  sprung. 
Draws  orient  knowledge  from  its  fountains  pare. 
Through  caves  obstructed  long,  and  paths  too  IflOf 

obscure."  , 

Yes ;  though  the  Sanscrit  song 
Be  strown  with  fismcy's  wreaths. 
And  emblems  rich,  beyond  low  thoughts  refin'4i 
Yet  heav'niy  truth  it  breathes 
With  attestation  strong, — 
That,  loftier  than  thy  sphere,  th'  Eternal  Miad^ 
Unmov'd,  unrtvai'd,  undefiPd, 
Reigns  with  providence  benign : 
He  still'd  the  rude  abyss,  and  bade  it  Aine  ; 
(While  Sapience  with  approving  aspect  miM 
Saw  the  stupendous  work,  and  smil'd ;) 
Next,  thee,  his  flaming  minister,  bade  riae 
O'er  young  and  wondering  skies. 
Since  thou,  great  orb  !  with  all-enligfat*niag  nj 
Rulest  the  golden  day. 
How  far  more>  glorious  he,  who  said,  tereoe. 
Be,  and  thou  wast— Himself  unform'd,  uachaii^d^ 


HYMN  TO  LACSBML 


ARGUMENT. 

Most  of  the  allusions  to  Indian  geography  and  my- 
thology, which  occur  in  the  following  ode  to  the 
goddess  of  abundance,  have  been  explained  on 
former  occasions ;  and  the  rest  are  sufl&sieotly 
clear.  Lacshmi,  or  Sri,  the  Ceres  of  India,,  is  the 
preserving  power  of  nature^  or  in  the  lango^ge 
of  allegory,  the  consort  of  Vishnu  or  Hen,  « 
personification  of  the  divine  goodness;  and  her 
origin  is  variously  deduced  in  the  several  Puranas, 
as  we  might  e]q>ect  from  a  system  wholly  figtlnb- 
tive  ai)d  emblematical.  Some  represent  her  as 
the  daughter  of  Bhrigu,  a  son  of  Brahma  ;  but, 
in  the  Marcandeya  Purau,  the  Indian  Isis,  or 
Nature,  b  said  to  have  assumed  three  transcend- 
ent forms,  according  to  her  three  gunas  or  qua- 
lities; and,  in  each  of  them,  to  have  produced  a 
pair  of  divinities,  Brahma  and  Lacshmi,  Mahesa 
and  Sereswati,  Vishnu  fjaA  Cali ;  after  whose  faa- 
termarriage,  Brahma  ai4  Sereswati  fiQ«ined  tha 
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Bundoie  egg,  which  Mabesa  and  Cali  divided 
into  halves;  and  Visbau  together  with  Licshini 
preseired  it  horn  destruction :  a  third  story  sup- 
poses her  to  have  sprung  from  a  sea  of  milk, 
vben  it  was  churned  ou  the  secbud  incarnation 
of  Heri,  who  is  often  painted  leanins  on  the  ser- 
pent Ananta,  the  emblem  of  eternity ;  and  this 
hbie,  whatever  may  be  the  meaning  of  it,  has  been 
chosen  as  the  most  poetical.  The  other  names 
of  Sri  or  proqterity,  are  Heripriya,  Pedmalaya, 
or  Pedma,  and  Camala;  the  first  implying  the 
wife  of  Vtshmi,  and  Hie  rest  derived  from  the 
oames  of  the  lotos.  As  to  the  tale  of  Sudaman, 
whose  wealth  is  proverbial  among  the  Hindus,  it 
is  related  at  considerable  length  in  the  Bhagavat, 
or  great  Pnran  on  the  achievements  of  Crishna : 
the  Brahmen  who  read  it  with  me,  was  frequently 
itopped  by  his  tears.  We  may  be  inclined,  per- 
haps, to  think,  that  the  wild  fables  of  idolaters 
are  not  worth  knowing,  and  that  we  may  be  sa- 
ti«6ed  with  mispending  our  time  in  learning  the 
Pa^n  tbe<>logy  of  old  Greece  and  Rome ;  but 
we  must  consider,  that  the  allegories  contained 
ID  the  hymn  to  Lacshmi  constitute  at  this  mo- 
ment the  preva'ling  religion  of  a  most  extensive 
and  celebrated  empire,  and  are  devoutly  be- 
lieved by  many  millions,  whose  industry  adds  to 
the  revenue  of  Britain,  and  whose  manners  which 
are  huterwoveD  with  their  religious  opinions, 
nearly  affect  all  Europeans  who  reside  among 


THE  HYMN. 

DAQoiTtB  of  ocean  and  prioFieva!  night. 

Who,  fisd  with  moon-beams  dropping  silver  dew, 

Ani  cradled  in  a  wild  wave  dancmg  light, 

Saw^tt  with  a  smile  new  chores  and  creatures  new^ 

Thee,  goddfss '  I  salute;  thy  gifts  1  sing. 

And,  not  with  idle  wii^. 
Soar  ttom  tiib  fragrant  bow'r  through  tepid  skies, 
£fe  yet  the  steeds  of  noon*s  effulgent  kihg 
Shake  their  green  manes  and  blaze  with  rubied  eyes: 
Hence,  floatmg  o'er  the  smooth  expanse  of  day. 

Thy  bounties  1  survey. 
See  through  man's  oval  realm  thy  charms  disp1ay*d, 
See  doods,  air,  earth,  performing  thy  behest. 
Plains  by  soft  showers,  thy  tripping  4iandmaids, 

di-ess: 
And  fhritfiil  wo'jds,  in  gold  and  gems  amy*d; 

Spangling  the  mingled  shade ; 
While  antomn  boon  his  yellow  ensign  rears, 
Aad  stores  the  world's  true  wealth  in  ripening  ears, 
te  most  that  central  tract  thj  smile  adorns, 
'Which  old  Himala  clips  with  rost'ring  arms, 
Af  with  a  wexing  moon's  half  circling  horns. 
And  shields  fixxn  bandits  fell,  or  worse  alarms 
Of  l^itar  bortie,  from  Yuoan  late  subdued. 

Or  Bactrian  bowmen  rude ; 
Soow^erownM  Himala,  whence,  with  wavy  wings 
Ftr  spread,  as  fislcons  o'er  their  nestlmgs  brood, 
PsoiM  Brahqnputra  joy  and  verdure  brings, 
And  Sindhu's  five-arm'd  flood  from  Cashghar  hastes. 

To  cheer  the  rocky  wastes,  [plains ; 

ThroDgh  western  this,   and  that  hrough  orient 
While  bluish  Yamuna  between  them  streams, 
ind  Gbupga  purs  with  tunny  radiance  gleunsi 


Till  Van!  whoih  a  russet  ochre  stains. 

Their  destin'd  confluence  gains ; 
Then  flows  in  mazy  knot  the  triple  pow'r     , 
CVer  laughing  Magadh  and  the  vales  of  Gour. 
Not  long  inswathM  the  sacred  infant  lay  : 
(Celestial  forms  full  soon  their  prime  attain  :) 
Her  eyes,  ofl  darted  o'er  the  liquid  way, 
With  golden  light  emblaz'd  the  darkling  main  ; 
And  those  firm  breasts,  whence  all  our  comforts  well, 

.  Rose  with  enchanting  swell ; 
Her  j^>se  hair  with  the  bounding  billows  play'd. 
And  caught  in  charming  toils  each  pearly  shell. 
That  idling  through  the  surgy  forest  stray'd  j 
When  ocean  suffer'd  a  portentous  change, 

Toss'd  with  convulsion  strange ; 
For  lofty  Mandar  from  bis  base  was  torn,  [whirl'd. 
With  streams,  rocks,  woods,  by  gods  and  demons 
While  round  his  craggy  sides  the  mad  spray  curl'd^ 
Huge  mountain,  by  the  passive  tortoise  borne  : 

Then  sole,  but  not  forlorn, 
Shipp'd  in  a  flow'r,  that  balmy  sweets  exhaled. 
O'er  waves  of  dulcet  cream  Pedmala  sail'd. 

So  name  the  goddess  from  her  lotos  blue. 
Or  Camala,  if  more  auspicious  deem'd  : 
With  many-petal'd  wings  the  blossom  flew. 
And  from  the  mount  a  flqtt'ring  sea-bird  scem'd. 
Till  on  the  shore  it  stopp'd,  the  heav'n-lov'd  shore. 

Bright  with  unvalued  store 
Of  gems  marine  by  mirthful  Indra  won ; 
But  she,  (what  brighter  gem  had  shone  before  ?) 
No  bride  for  old  Maricha's  frolic  sun. 
On  azure  Hen  fix'd  her  prosp'ring  eyes : 

Love  bade  the  bridegroom  rise ;        [rush'fl. 
Straight  o'er  the  deep,  then  dimpling  smooth,  he 
And  tow'rd  th'  unmeasured  snake,  stupendous  bed. 
The  worid's  great  mother,  not  reluctant,  led  : 
All  nature  glow'd,  whene'er  she  smiPd  or  blush'd  ; 

The  king  of  serpents  bush'd 
His  thousand  heads,  where  diamond  mirrors  blaz'd, 
Thkt  multiplied  her  image,  as  he  gaz'd. 

Tbns  multiplied,  thus  wedded,  they  pervade. 
In  varying  myriads  of  ethereal  forms. 
This  pendent  egg  by  dovelike  Maya  laid. 
And  quell  Mahesa's  ire,  when  most  it  storms  ; 
Ride  on  keen  lightivng  and  disarm  its  flash. 

Or  bid  loud  surges  lash 
Th'  impassive  rock,  and  leave  the  rolling  barque 
With  oars  unshatter'd  milder  seas  to  dash ; 
And  oft,  as  man's  unnumber'd  woes  they  mark. 
They  spring  to  birth  in  some  high-favour'd  line. 

Half  human,  half  divine. 
And  tread  life's  ma;^  transfigur'd,  unimpdr^d.:* 
As  when,  through  blest  Vrindavan'^  od'rous  grove. 
They  deign'd  with  hinds  and  village  girls  to  rove  j 
And  mirth  or  toil  in  field  or  dairy  shar'd, 
I  As  lowly  rustics  fer'd  : 

Blytbe  Radha  she,  with  speaking  eyes,  wai  nam'd. 
He  Crishna,  lov'd  in  youth,  in  manhood  fam'd. 


Though  long  in  Mathure  with  milkmaids  bred. 
Each  bush  attuning  with  his  past'ral  flut^, 
Ananda's  holy  steers  the  herdsman  fed. 
His  nobler  mind  aspired  to  nobler  fruit ; 
The  fiercest  monsters  of  each  brake  or  wood 

His  youthful  arm  withstood. 
And  from  the  rank  mire  of  the  stagnant  lake 
Brew  the  crush'd  serpent  with  ensanguin'd  hood ; 
Thetti  worie  than  nv'mni^  beast  or  fenny  snake. 
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A  nithlew  king  bb  pondVous  naoe  lud  Vm, 

And  HeaT*n  approvM  the  Wow ; 
No  more  in  bow'r  or  wattled  cabin  pent. 
By  rills  he  scom'd  and  flow>ry  banks  to  dwell ; 
His  pipe  lay  tnaeleM,  and  bis  wreathy  shell 
With  martial  dangout  hilU  and  fbresU  rent; 
^  On  crimson  waves  intent 

He  sway'd  high  Dwaraca,  that  fronts  the  month 
Of  gulfy  Sindhu  from  the  homing  south. 

A  Brahmen  young,  who,  when  the  hcaT^nty  boy 
In  Vr^ja  green  and  scented  Goool  playM, 
Partook  each  transient  care,  each  flitting  joy, 
And  hand  in  band  through  dale  or  thicket  stray'd, 
By  fortune  severM  from  the  bliissful  seat. 

Had  sought  a  lone  retreat; 
Where  in  a  costless  hut  sad  hours  he  pass'd. 
Its  mean  thatch  pervious  to  the  day-star's  heat. 
And  fenceless  from  night's  dew  or  pinching  blast: 
firm  virtue  be  possessed  and  rigorous  health, 

,       But  they  were  all  his  wealth. 
Sudaman  was  he  natn'd ;  and  many  a  year 
(If  glowing  song  can  life  and  honour  give) 
From  sun  to  sun  his  honoured  name  shall  live : 
Oft  strove  his  consort  wife  their  gloom  to  cheer. 

And  hide  the  stealing  tear; 
But  all  her  thrift  could  scarce  each  eve  afford 
The  needful  sprinkling  of  their  scanty  board. 

Now  Fame,  who  rides  on  snn-beams,  and  eooveys 
To  woods  and  antres  deep  her  spreading  gleam, 
lltumiu'd  Earth  and  Heav'n  with  Crishna's  praise  ; 
Fach  forest  echoed  loud  th^  joyous  theme : 
But  keener  joy  Sudaman's  bosom  thrillH), 

And  tears  ecstatic  rillM : 
«« My  friend,'' he  cried,  « is  monarch  of  the  skies  !*> 
Then  connselPd  she,  who  nought  unseemly  will*d : 
**Oh!  haste;  oht  seek  the  God  with  htos  eyes : 
The  pow'r  that  stoops  to  soften  human  pohi. 

None  e*er  implor'd  in  vain  I" 
To  Dwaraca's  rich  tow'rs  the  pilgrim  sped. 
Though  bashful  penury  his  hope  depressed  ; 
A  tatter'd  cincture  was  his  only  vest, 
And  o'er  his  weaker  shoulder  loosely  spread 

Floated  the  mystic  thread : 
Secure  from  scorn  the  crowded  paths  he  trode 
Thro*  yielding  ranks,  and  hail'd  the  shepherd  god. 

'*  Friend' of  my  childhood,  lov'd  in  riper  age, 
A  dearer  guest  these  mansions  never  graced  : 
O  meek  in  social  hours,  in  council  sage  !" 
So  spake  the  warrior,  and  his  neck  embrac'd  ; 
And  e'en  the  goddess  left  her  golden  seat  ^ 

Her  lord's  compeer  to  greet : 
He  charm'd,  but  prostrate  on  the  hallow'd  floor. 
Their  porfled  vestments  kiss'd  and  radiant  feet ; 
Then  firom  a  small  fresh  leaf,  a  borrow'd  store 
(Such  off 'rings  e'en  to  mortal  kings  are  due) 

Of  modest  rice  he  drew. 
Some  proffer'd  grains  the  soft-ey'd  hero  ate. 
And  more  had  eaten,  but  with  placid  mien,  [queen) 
Bright   Rocmini    (thus   name  th'   all-bounteous 
Bxclaim'd :  "  Ah,  hold !  enough  for  mortal  state  1" 

Hien  grave  on  themes  elate 
Discoursing,  or  on  past  adventures  gay. 
They  cloi'd  with  converse  mild  the  rapt'rous  day* 

At  sinile  of  dawn,  disroiss'd  ungifted,  home  ' 

The  hermit  plodded,  till  sublimely  rais'd 
On  granite  columns  many  a  sumptuous  dome 
He  yiew'd,  and  numy  a  spire,  that  richly  Vha*d, 


And  seem'd,  impnrpled  by  the  blush  of  mora, 

The  lowlier  plains  to  scorn 
Imperious :  they,  with  conscious  worHi  serene, 
Laugh'd  at  vain  pride,  and  bade  new  gems  adorn 
Each  rising  shrub,  that  clad  them.    Lovely  scene 
And  more  than  human  !  His  astonish'd  sight 

Drank  deep  the  strange  delight : 
He  saw  brisk  fountains  dance,  crisp  riv'lets  wind 
O'er  border  trim,  and  round  inwoven  bow'rs. 
Where  sportive  creepers,  threading  ruby  flow'A 
On  em'rald  stalks,  each  vernal  aroh  entwined 

Luxuriant  though  confin'd ; 
And  heard  sweet-breathing  gales  in  whispers  teTl 
From  what  young  bloom  they  sipp'd  their  q>icy  smetl. 

Soon  from  the  palace-gate  in  broad  array 
A  maiden  legion,  touching  tuneful  strings. 
Descending  strow'd  with  flow'rs  the  brigbten'd  way  ; 
And  straight,  their  jocund  van  in  equsd  wings 
Unfolding,  in  their  vacant  centre  show'd 

Their  chief,  whose  vesture  glow'd 
With  cib-buncles  and  smiling  pearls  atween  ; 
And  o'er  her  head  a  veil  tranriucent  flow'd. 
Which,  dropping  light,  disclos'd  a  beauteous  qoeeii^ 
Who,  breathing  love,  and  swift  with  timid  grace. 

Sprang  to  her  lord's  embrace 
With  ardent  greeting  and  sweet  blandishment ; 
His  were  the  marble  tow'rs,  th'  oflicious  train. 
The  gems  unequall'd  and  the  large  domain. 
When  bursting  joy  its  rapid  stream  had  spent,— 

The  stores  which  Heav'n  had  lent. 
He  spread  unsparing ;  unattach'd,  employ'd ; 
With  meekness  view'd  ;  with  temp- rate  bliss  enjoy 'di 

Such  were  thy  gifts,  Pddaala,  stfch  thy  pow'r  I 
For  when  thy  smile  irradiates  yon  blue  fields. 
Observant  Indra  sheds  the  gealai  show'r. 
And  pregnant  Earth  her  springing  tribute  yidds 
Of  spicy  blades,  that  clothe  the  chsunpoign  dank. 

Or  skirt  the  verd'rous  bank. 
That  in  th'  o'erflowing  rill  allays  his  thirst : 
Then,  rising  gay  in  many  a  waving  rank. 
The  stalks  reduodant  into  laughter  burst ; 
The  rivers  broad,  like  busy  sbonld'Hng  bfuids 

Clap  tiksir  applauding  hands; 
The  marish  dances  and  the  forest  sings ; 
The  vaunting  trees  their  bkwmy  banners  rear  ; 
And  shouting  hiHs  proclaim  th'  abondant  yesur. 
That  food  to  herds,  to  herdsmen  plen^  biiBga^ 

And  wealth  to  guardian  kings. 
Shall  man  unthankfiil  riot  on  thy  stores  ? 
Ah,  no  ! — ^he  bends,  he  blesses,  be  adores. 

But,  when  his  vices  rank  thy  frowns  excite. 
Excessive  show'rs  the  plains  and  vallies  drench. 
Or  warping  insects  heath  and  coppice  blight. 
Or  dnmght  unceashsg,   which   not  streams   oaa 

quench. 
The  germin  shrivels,  or  contracts  the  shoot. 

Or  bums  the  wasted  root; 
Then  fede  the  grores  with  gather'd  crust  imbrown'd^ 
The  hills  lie  gasping,  and  the  woods  are  mute. 
Low  sink  the  riv'lets  flrom  the  yawning  ground  ; 
Till  Famine  gaunt  her  screaming  pack  lets  sl'qp. 

And  diakes  her  scorpk>n  whip; 
JXn  fbms  of  deeth  ^read  havoc^  as  die  flies. 
Pain  at  her  skirts  and  Bfis'ry  by  her  side^ 
And  jabbering  spectres  o^er  her  traces  gHde; 
The  mother  clasps  her  babe,  wHh  livid  eyes, 

Tbaa,  CMoOy  ihflskii^dies; 
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He  droept  cspiring,  or  but  litet  to  fed 
The  Tultures  bick'ring  for  their  horrid  meaL 

From  ills,  that,  painted,  harrow  up  the  breaft, 
(What  agonies  if  real  must  they  give !) 
Preserve  thy  vot'ries :  be  their  labours  blest! 
Oh  !  bid  the  patient  Hindu  rise  and  live. 
Uis  erring  mind,  that  wizard  lore  beguile^ 

Clouded  by  priestly  wiles, 
.To  senseless  nature  bows  for  nature^s  God. 
Kow  stretchM  o*er  ocean's  vast  from  happier  isles. 
He  sees  the  wand  of  empire,  not  the  rod : 
Ah,  may  those  beams,  that  western  skies  illume. 

Disperse  th'  unholy  gloom  ! 
Meanwhile  may  laws,  by  myriads  long  revcr»d. 
Their  strifie  appease,  their  gentler  claims  decide; 
So  shall  their  victors,  mild  with  virtuous  pride. 
To  many  a  cherish'd  grateful  race  endear'd. 

With  temMr'd  love  be  fear'd  : 
Though  misti  profiuie  obscure  their  narrow  ken. 
They  enr,  yet  feel  j  though  Pagans,  they  are  men. 


BYMN  TO  NARAYENA. 


ARGUMENT. 

A  coMPim  mtroductioo  to  the  following  ode,  would 
be  no  less  than  a  full  comment  on  the  Vayds  and 
the  Porans  of  the  Hindus,  the  remains  of  Egyptian 
and  Peniian  theology^  and  the  tenets  of  the  Ionic 
sumJ  Italic  schools ;  but  this  is  not  the  place  for  so 
▼■St  a  disquisition.  It  will  be  sufficient  here  to  pre- 
mise, that  the  inextricable  difficulties  attending  the 
▼ulgar  DotioQ  of  material  substances,  concerning 
which 

We  know  this  only,  that  we  nothing  know, 
induced  many  of  the  wisest  among  the  ancients,  and 
•ome  of  the  most  enlightened  among  the  moderns, 
to  believe  that  the  whole  creation  was  rather  an 
energy  than  a  work,  by  which  the  infinite  Being, 
who  is  present  at  all  times  in  all  places,  exhibits  to 
the  minds  of  his  creatures  a  set  of  perceptions,  like 
a  wonderful  picture  or  piece  of  music,  always  varied, 
yet  always  uniform  ;  so  that  all  bodies  and  their  qua- 
lities exist  indeed  toe\erywise  and  useful  purpose, 
but  exist  only  as  for  as  they  are  perceived  j  a  theory 
no  less  pious  than  sublime,  and  as  different  from  any 
principle  of  atheism,  as  the  brighte<;t  sunshine 
differs  from  the  blackest  midnight.  This  illusive 
operation  of  the  deity  the  Hindu  philosophers  called 
Maya,  or  deception ;  and  the  word  occurs  in  this 
sense  more  than  once  in  ihe  commentary  on  the 
Rig  Vayd,  by  the  great  Vasishtha,  of  which  Mr. 
Halhed  has  given  us  an  admirable  specimen. 

The  first  stanza  of  the  hymn  represents  the  sub- 
Itmest  attributes  of  the  Supreme  Being,  and  the 
three  forms,  in  which  they  most  clearly  appear  £o 
lis,  power,  wisdom,  and  goodness,  or,  in  the  language 
of  Orpheus  and  his  disciples,  love:  the  second  com- 
prises the  Indian  and  Egyptian  doctrine  of  the  di  - 
▼iue  essence  and  archetypal  ideas;  for  a  distinct 
account  of  which  the  reader  must  be  referred  to  a 
noble  descriptioD  in  the  sixth  book  of  Plato's  repub- 
lic ;  and  the  fine  explanation  of  that  passage  in  an 
elegant  discourse  by  the  author  of  Cyras^  from  wboie 


learned  work  a  hint  has  been  borrowed  for  the  con- 
clusion of  this  piece,  llie  third  and  fourth  ara 
taken  from  the  Institutes  of  Menu,  and  the  eigh- 
teenth Puran  of  Vyasa,  entitled  Srey  Bhagawat,  part 
of  which  has  been  translated  into  Persian,  not  with- 
out elegance,  but  rather  too  pamphrastically.  Prom 
Brehme,  or  the  great  being,  in  the  neuter  gender, 
is  formed  Brehma  in  the  masculine ;  and  the  se- 
cond word  is  appropriated  to  the  creative  power  of 
the  divinity. 

The  Spirit  of  God,  called  Narayena,  or  moving 
on  the  water,  has  a  multitude  of  other  epithets  in 
Sanscrit,  the  principal  of  which  are  introduced,  ex- 
pressly or  by  allusion,  in  the  fifth  stanza ;  and  two 
of  them  contain  the  names  of  the  evil  beings,  who 
are  feigned  to  have  sprung  from  the  ears  of  Vishnu; 
for  thus  the  divine  spirit  is  entitled,  when  considered 
as  the  preserving  power :  the  sixth  ascribes  the 
perception  of  secondary  qualities  by  our  senses  to 
the  immediate  influence  of  Maya,  and  the  seventh 
imputes  to  her  operation  the  primary  qualities  of 
extension  and  solidity.  ' 


THE  HYMN. 

SpitiT  of  Spirits  I  who  through  ev'ry  part 
Of  space  expanded  and  of  endless  time, 
Beyond  the  stretch  of  laboring  thought  sublime, 
Bad*st  uproar  into  beauteous  order  start. 
Before  Heav*n  was,  thou  art : 
Ere  spheres  beneath  us  rolPd,  or  spheres  above, 
Ere  Kartk  in  firmamental  ether  hung. 
Thou  8at*8t  alone  :  till  through  thy  mystic  love, 
Thinc^s  unexisting  to  existence  sprung. 
And  grateful  descant  sung. 
What  first  impell'd  thee  to  exert  thy  mights 
Goodness  unlimited     What  glorious  light 
Thy  powV  directed  ?  Wisdom  without  bound. 
What  provM  it  first  ?  Oh  !  guide  my  fancy  right ; 
Oh  I  raise  from  cumb'rous  ground 
My  soul  in  rapture  drown'd. 
That  fearless  it  may  soar  on  wings  of  fire ; 
For  thou,  who  only  know'st,  thou  only  cans*t  ia- 
spire. 

Wrapt  in  eternal  solitary  shade, 
Th'  impenetrable  gloom  of  light  intense. 
Impervious,  inaccessible,  immense. 
Ere  spirits  were  infused  or  forms  display'd, 
Brehm  his  own  mind  surveyed, 
As  mortal  eyes  (thus  finite  we  compare 
With  infinite)  in  smoothest  mirrors  gaze  : 
Swift,  at  his  look,  a  shape  supremely  fair 
Leap'd  into  being  with  a  boundless  blase. 
That  fifty  suns  might  daze. 
Primeval  Maya  was  the  goddess  nam*d, 
Who  to  her  sire,  with  love  divine  inflam*d, 
A  casket  gave  with  rich  ideas  filPd, 
From  which  this  gorgeous  universe  be  fraos'd  ; 
For  whenth*  Almighty  will'd 
UonumberM  worlds  to  build, 
From  Unity  diversified  be  sprang,  [rang. 

While  gay  creation  laughed,  and  procreant  nature 
First  an  all-potent  all-pervading  sound 
Bade  flow  the  waters — ^and  the  waters  flow'd 
Exulting  in  their  measureless  abode, 
DiflTusive,  multitudinous,  profound^ 
Above,  beneath,  around  i-^  i 
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Then  o>r  the  vtL^  expanse  primordial  wind 
Breath 'd  gently,  till  a  hicid  buhble  rose, 
Which  grew  iu  perfect  shape  an  egg  refin*d : 
Created  substance  no  such  lustre  shows. 
Earth  no  such  beauty  knows. 
Above  the  warring  waves  it  danc'd  elate, 
Till  from  its  bursting  <>hell  with  lovely  state 
A  form  cerulean  fluttered  o*er  the  deep. 
Brightest  of  beings,  greatest  of  the  great : 
Who,  not  as  mortals  steep. 
Their  eyes  in  dewy  sleep, 
Bm,  heav'niy-pensive,  on  the  lotos  lay, 
Thbt  blossom  d  at  his  touch  and  shed  a  golden  ray. 

Hail,  primal  blossom  !  hail  empyreal  gem ! 
Kernel  or  Pedma,  or  whate'er  high  name 
Deliglit  thee,  say,  what  four-form'd    godhead 
With  graceful  stole  and  beamy  diadem,     [came. 
Forth  from  thy  verdant  stem  ? 
Full -gifted  Brehma  !  rapt  in  solemn  thought 
He  stood,  and  round  his  eyes  fire-darting  threw  ^ 
But,  whilst  his  viewless  origin  he  sought. 
One  plain  he  saw  uf  living  waters  blue. 
Their  spring  nor  saw  nor  knew. 
Then,  in  bis  parent  stalk  again  retir'd. 

With  restless  pain  fur  ages  he  inquired      [ferr'd : 
What  were  his  powers,  by  whom,  and  why  con- 
With  doubts  perplexed,  with  keen  impatience  fiHd 
He  rose,  and  rising  heard 
Th*  unknown  all-knowing  Word, 
**  Brehma  !  no  more  in  vain  research  persist : 
"My  veil  thou  canst  not  more — Go  ;  bid  all  worlds 
exist" 

Hail,  self-existent,  in  celestial  speech 

Narayen,  from  thy  wat*ry  cradle,  nam*d; 
Or  Venamaly  may  I  sing  unblam*d. 
With  flow'ry  braids,  that  to  thy  sandals  reach. 
Whose  beauties,  who  can  teach  ? 
Or  high  Peitamber  clad  in  yellow  robes 
Than  sunbeams  brighter  in  meridian  glow. 
That  weave  their  heav'n-spun  light  o'er  circling 

globes  ? 
Unwearied,  lotos-eyed,  with  dreadful  bow. 
Dire  EviPs  constant  foe ! 
Great  Pedmanabha,  o'er  thy  cherish'd  work), 
The  pointed  Cheirra,  by  thy  fingers  whirl'd  ; 
Fierce  Kytabh  shall  destroy  and  Medhu  grim 
To  black  despair  and  deqp  destruction  hurl'd. 
Such  views  my  senses  dim, 
IMy  eyes  in  darkness  swim : 
What  eye  can  bear  thy  blaze,  what  ntt*rance  tell 
Thy  deeds  with  silver  trump  or  many-wreathed 

shell? 
Omniscient  Spirit !  whose  all-ruHng  pow'r 

Bids  from  each  sense  bright  emanations  beam ; 
Glows  in  the  rainbow,  sparkles  in  the  stream. 
Smiles  in  the  bud,  and  glistens  in  the  flow*r 
That  crowns  each  vernal  bow'r  j 
Sighs  in  the  gale,  apd  warbles  in  the  throat 
Of  ev'ry  bird  that  hails  the  bloomy  spring. 
Or  tells  his  love  in  many  a  liquid  note, 
Whilst  envious  artists  touch  the  rival  string. 
Till  rocks  and  forests  ring; 
Breathes  in  rich  fragrance  from  the  sandal  grove. 
Or  where  the  precious  musk-deer  playful  rove ; 
In  dulcet  juice  from  clustering  fruit  distils, 
iknd  burns  salubrious  in  the  tasteful  clove  t 
Soft  banks  and  verd'rous  hills 
Thy  present  influence  fills  ; 


In  sir,  in  floods,  in  caverns,  woods,  and  plains  ; 
Thy  will  inspirits  all,  thy  sovereign  M^ya  reigpa. 
Blu«*  crystal  vault,  and  elemental  fires, 
'Htat  in  the  e^real  fluid  blaze  and  breathe* 
Thou  tossing  main,  whoae  snaky  branches  wreathe 
This  pensile  orb  with  intertwisted  gyres; 
Mountains,  whose  radiant  spires 
Presumptuous  rear  then'  summits  to  the  rides. 
And  blend  their  emerald  hue  with  sapphire  Ifgbt ; 
Smooth  meads  and  lawns,  that  glow  with  rwcjing 

dyes 
Of  dew-bespangled  leaves  and  blossonis  brigfat* 
Hence  vanish  from  my  sight : 
Delusive  pictures,  unsubstantial  shows ! 
My  soul  absorbed  one  only  being  knows. 
Of  all  perceptions  one  abundant  sotirce. 
Whence  ev*ry  object  ev'ry  n^oment  flows, 
Suns  hence  derive  their  force. 
Hence  planets  learn' their  course ; 
But  suns  and  fading  worlds  1  view  no  more  : 
God  only  i  perceive  i  God  only  I  adore. 


HYMN  TO  SERESfTATT.  ' 

ARGUMENT. 
The  Hindu  goddesses  are  uniformly  lepicacnted  as 
the  subordinate  powers  of  their  respective  lords : 
thus  Lacshmy,  the  consort  of  Vishnu  the  preserver, 
is  the  goddess  of  abundance  and  prosperity ;  Bbm- 
vany,  the  wife  of  Mahadev,  is  the  gknial  power  of 
fecundity ;  and  Sereswaty,  whose  husband  was  tiie 
creator  Brehma,  possesses  the  powers  of  imagtoa^ 
tion  and  invention,  which  may  justly  be  termed 
creative.  She  is,  therefore,  adored  as  the  patron- 
ess of  the  tine  arts,  especially  of  music  and  rheto- 
ric, as  the  invcntress  of  the  Sanscrit  language^  of 
the  Devanagry  letters,  and  of  the  sciences,  which 
writing  perpetuates  j  so  that  her  attributes  corres- 
pond with  those  of  MinerVa  Musica,  in  Greece  and 
Italy,  who  invented  the  flute,  and  presided  over  li- 
terature. In  this  character  she  is  addressed  in  the 
following  ode,  and  particularly  as  the  guddets  of 
harmony,  since  the  Indians  usually  paint  4ier  with 
a  muii(»l  instrument  in  her  hand :  the  seven  notes, 
an  artful  combination  of  which  constitutes  music, 
and  variously  affects  the  passions,  are^gned  to  be 
her  earliest  production  $  and  the  greatest  part  of 
the  hymn  exhibits  a  correct  delineation  of  the 
Ragmala,  or  necklace  of  musical  modes,  which 
may  be  considered  as  the  most  pleasing  invention 
of  the  ancient  Hindus,  and  the  most  beautiful  nnion 
of  painting  with  poetical  mythology  and  the  geniune 
theory  of  music  , 

The  different  positions  of  the  two  semitones,  m 
the  scale  of  seven  notes,  gives  birth  to  seven  pri- 
mary modes ;  and,  as  the  whole  series  consists  of 
twelve  semitones,  every  onex>f  which  may  he  made 
a  modal  note  or  tonic,  there  are  in  nature,  (thqugh 
not  universally  in  practice)  seventy-seven  other 
modes,  which  may  be  called  derivative :  all  the 
eighty-four  are  distributed  by  the. Persians,  under 
the  notion  of  locality,  into  three  classes,  consisting 
of  twelve  rooms,  twenty-four  angles,  and  forty- 
eight  recesses ;  but  the  Hindu  arrangement  is  ele- 
gantly formed  on  the  variations  of  the  Indian  yeav» 
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•od  Che  aaociation  of  idaas;  •  powerful  atniliary 
to  the  ordinary  effect  of  modulation.  The  modes 
in  this  system  are  deified ;  and,  as  there  are  six 
•easons  in  India,  namely,  two  springs,  summer, 
autnmn,  and  two  winters,  an  original  Rag,  or  god 
of  the  mode,  is  conceived  to  preside  oyer  a  parti- 
calar  season ;  each  principal  mode  is  attended  by 
tiVe  Ragnys  or  nymphs  of  harmony ;  each  has 
eight  sons  or  genii  oif  the  same  divine  art ;  and 
each  Rag,  with  his  family,  is  appropriated  to  a  dis- 
tract season,  in  which  alone  his  melody  can  be 
vung  or  played  at  prescribed  hours  of  the  day  and 
night :  th^  mode  of  Deipec,  or  Cuptd  the  inflamer, 
is  supposed  tu  be  lost ;  and  a  tradition  is  current 
In  Hindustan,  that  a  musician  who  attempted  to 
restore  it,  was  consumfKl  by  fire  from  Heaven.  The 
natural  distribution  of  modes  would  have  been, 
seven,  thirty-three,  and  forty-four,  according  to  the 
numt)er  of  the  minor  and  major  secondary  tones ; 
but  this  order  was  varied  for  the  sake  of  the  charm- 
iDg  fiction  above  mentioned.  Nared,  who  is  de- 
scribed -n  the  third  stanza,  was  one  of  the  first  createtl 
beings,  corn^sponding  with  the  Mercury  of  the 
Italians,  inventor  of  the  Vene,  a  fretted  instrument, 
supported  by  two  large  gourds,  and  confessedly  the 
finest  u>ed  in  Asia. 

A  full  discussion  of  so  copious  a  subject  would 
require  a  separate  dissertation  ;  but  here  it  will  be 
sufficient  to  say,  that  almost  every  allusion  and 
every  epithet  in  the  poem,  ^s  well  as  the  names, 
are  selected  from  approved  treatises,  either  origi- 
nally Persian,  or  translated  from  the  Sanscrit, 
which  contain  as  lively  a  display  of  genius  as  hu- 
man imagination  ever  exhibited. 

The  last  couplet  alludes  to  the  celebrated  place 
of  pilgrimage,  at  the  confluence  of  the  Ganga  and 
Yamna,  which  the  Sereswaty,  another  sacred  river, 
is  supposed  to  join  under  ground. 


THE   HYMN. 

SwsBT  grace  of  Brehma*s  bed  ! 

Thou,  when  thy  glorious  lord 
Bade  airy  nothing  breathe  and  bless  his  pow'r, 

Sat*st  with  illumin'd  head. 

And,  in  sublime  accord, 
Sev*n  sprightly  notes,  to  hail  th'  auspicious  hoar, 

Led'st  from  their  secret  bowV : 

They  drank  the  air ;  they  came 

With  many  a  sparkling  glance. 

And  knit  the  mazy  dance. 
Like  yon  bright  orbs,  that  gird  the  solar  flame. 

Now  parted,  now  combined. 
Clear  as  thy  speech  and  various  as  thy  mind. 

Young  passions  at  the  sound 

In  shadowy  forms  arose, 
0*er  hearts,  yet  uncreated,  sure  to  reign ; 

Joy,  that  o'erleaps  all  bound. 

Grief,  that  in  silence  grows, 
Hope,  that  with  honey  blends  the  cup  of  pain, 

Pale  Fear,  and  stem  Disdain, 

Grim  Wrath's  avenging  band. 

Love,  nurs*d  in  dimple  smooth. 

That  ev'ry  pang  can  soothe ; 
But,  when  soft  Pity  her  meek  trembling  band 


StretchM,  like  a  new-bom  girl. 
Each  sigh  was  music,  and  each  tear  a  ptarl. 

Thee  her  great  parent  owns 

All-ruling  Eloquence, 
That,  like  full  Oanga,  pours  her  stream  dime,    . 

Alarmmg  states  and  thrones : 

To  fix  thy  flying  sense 
Of  words,  thy  daughters,  by  the  varied  line 

(Stupeiodous  art !)  was  thine; 

Thine,  with  pointed  reed 

To  give  primeval  trath 

Tir  unfading  bloom  of  youth. 
And  paint  on  deathless  le  ives  high  virtue's  mesd : 

Fairscirnce,  heav'n-born  child. 
And  playful  fancy  on  thy  boiom  smil'd. 

Who  bi<ls  the  fretted  Vene 

Start  from  his  deep  repose. 
And  wakes  to  melody  the  quiv'ring  frame  ? 

What  youth  with  i  Kllike  mien 

O'er  his  bright  sho»jlder  throws 
The  verdant  gourd,  that  swells  with  straggling'flame? 

Nared,  immortal  name  1 

He,  like  h's  potent  sire. 

Creative  spreads  around 

The  mighty  world  of  sound. 
And  calls  from  speaking  word  ethereal  fire; 

While  to  th'  accordant  strings 
Of  boundless  heav'ns  and  heav'niy  deeds  he  sings* 

But  look  I  the  joirund  houn 

A  lovelier  scene  display. 
Young  Hindol  s^rortive  iu  bis  golden  swuup 

High  canopied  with  flow'rs;  ^ 

While  Ragnys  ever  gay 
Toss  the  light  cordage,  and  in  cadence  sing 

The  sweet  return  of  spring : 

Here  dark  Virawer  stands  ; 

There  Ramcary  divine 

And  fawn-ey^d  Leiit  shine ; 
But  stem  D.iysasha  leads  her  warring  baodfl^ 

And  slow  in  ebon  clouds 
Petmenjary  her  fading  beauty  shroodt. 

Ah  !  where  has  Deipec  veiPd 

His  flame-encircled  head  ? 
Where  flow  his  lays  too  sweet  for  mortal  ean  } 

O  loss,  how  long  bewaiPd  ! 

Is  yellow  Camod  fled  ? 
And  biythe  Camaty  vaunting  o*er  ber  peers  i 

Where  stream  Caydara's  tears 

Intent  on  scenes  above, 

A  beauteous  anchorite  ? 

No  more  shall  Daysa  bright 
With  gentle  numbers  call  her  tardy  love  ? 

Has  Netta,  martial  maid, 
Lock'd  in  sad  slumbers  her  sky-temper'd  blade } 

Once,  when  the  vernal  noon 

Blaz'd  with  resistless  glare. 
The  Sun^s  eye  sparkled,  -and  a  god  was  bom : 
He  smil^d ;  but  vanish'd  soon 

Then  groaned  the  northern  air ; 
The  clouds,  in  thunder  mutt'riug  sullen  8Coni« 

Deluged  the  thirsty  com. 

But,  earth-born  artist,  hold  ! 

If  e'er  thy  soaring  lyre 

To  Deipec*s  notes  aspire. 
Thy  strings,  thy  bow'r,  thy  breast  with  rapture  bold. 

Red  lightning  shall  consume ; 
Nor  can  thy  sweetest  song  avert  the  doom* 
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See  aky-fomi'd  Maygfa  descend 

Id  fertilising  rain, 
Whilst  io  his  hand  a  ftilchioii  gleams  otisbeathM ! 

Soft  nymphs  his  car  attend. 

And  raise  (he  golden  grain, 
Their  tresses  dank  with  dusky  spikenard  WT«ath*d: 

(A  sweeter  gale  ne'er  breaUi'd) 

Tenca  with  langhing  eyes, 

And  Onjry's  bloomy  cheeky 

Melar  with  dimple  sled^ 
On  whose  fahr  front  two  nlnsky  ciwcenta  riie : 

While  Payscar  his  rich  neck 
And  ihild  Bhopaly  with  fresh  jasmin  deck. 

Is  that  the  king  of  dread 

With  ashy  musing  hce,  [springs  } 

From    whose  mooa-siWer*d    locks   fam'd  Qangm 

Tis  Bbairan,  wbos«  g^ty  bed 

Five  blushing  damsels  grace. 
And  rouse  old  Autumn  wtUi  immoctal  striiqiSy 

Till  ev'ry  forest  rings  ; 

Bengaly  lotos-crown'd, 

Vaindy  like  the  momy 

Sindvy  with  looks  of  scorn. 
And  Bhairavy,  her  brow  with  obampa's  bound  ; 

But  Medhumadha's  eyes 
Speak  love,  and  from  h^  breasts  pomtgranatas  rise. 

Sing  loud,  ye  lucid  spheres  | 

Ye  gales,  more  briskly  play. 
And  wake  with  harmony  the  drooping  meads; 

The  cooler  seasim  cheers 

Each  bird,  that  panting  lay. 

And  Siry  bland  his  dancing  bery  leads 

Hymning  celestial  deeds : 

Marva  ^with  robes  like  fire, 

Vasant  whose  hair  perfumes 

With  musk  its  rich-eyed  plumes, 
Asavery,  whom  listening  asps  admire, 

Dhenasry,  flowV  of  glades. 
And  Malsry  whom  the  branching  Amra  shades. 

Malcaus  apart  reclines 
Bedeck'd  witl^  heaven-strung  pesils, 
Blue-mantled,  wanton,  drunk  wilb  youthful  pride ; 

Nor  with  vain  16ve  repines, 

While  softly-smiling  girls 
Mek  on  his  cheek  or  frplic  by  his  side, 

And  wintry  winds  deride ; 

Shambhawty  leads  along 
Cocabfa  with  Jierchief  rent. 

And  Gwury  wine-besprent. 
Warm  Guncary,  and  Toda  sweet  in  song. 

Whom  anteh^pes  surround 
With  smooth  tall  necks^  and  quaff  the  streaming 
sound. 

Nor  deem  these  nuptial  joys 

With  lovely  fruit  unbleft  : 
No ;  from  each  god  an  eaual  race  proceeds. 

From  each  eight  blooming  boys ; 

Who,  their  high  birth  confess'd, 
With  infant  lips  gave  breath  in  living  reeds 

In  valleys,  groves,  and  meads ; 

Mark  how  they  bound  and  glance  1 

Some  climb  the  vocal  trees, 

Some  catch  the  sighing  breeze, 
Some,  like  new  stars  with  twinklipg  sandals  dance; 

Some  the  young  shamma  snare. 
Some  warble  wild,  and  some  the  burden  bear. 


These  are  ^y  woindroaB  arts  ; 

Queen  of  the  flowing  speech. 
Thence  Sereswaty  nam'd  and  Vahy  bright ! 

<Ob,  joy  of  mortal  hearts. 

Thy  mystic  wisdom  teach ; 
Ejtpond  thy  leaves,  and  with  ethereal  flght 

Spangle  the  veil  of  nigl^t 

If  Lepit  please  the  more. 

Or  Brahmy  awful  name. 

Dread  Brahroy^s  aid  we  claim. 
And  thirst,  Vacadevy ;  for  thy  lial^y  hf 

Drawn  from  that  rd>ied  cave, 
Where  meek-ey'd  pilgrims  hail  the  triple  %ave* 
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ARGUMENT. 


This  poem  would  be  rather  obscure  withoat  geo- 
graphkal  notes;  but  a  short  introductory  expla- 
nation will  supply  the  place  of  them,  and  give  less 
interruption  to  the  reader. 

We  are  obliged  to  a  late  illustrious  Chinese  mo- 
narch named  Can-hi,  who  directed  an  accurate 
survey  to  be  ooade  of  t'otyid,  or  (as  it  is  called  by 
the  Arabs)  Tebbut,  for  our  knowledge,  that  a 
chain  of  mountains  neariy  parallel  with  Imana, 
and  called  Cantese  by  the  Tartars,  forms  a  line  dt 
separation  between  the  sources  of  two  vast  rivers  ; 
which,  as  we  have  abundant  reiison  to  believe,  run 
at  first  in  two  opposite  directions,  and,  having 
finished  a  winding  circuit  of  two  thousand  miles, 
meet  a  little  below  Dhaca,  so  as  to  enclose  the 
richest  and  most  beautiful  peninsula  on  Earth,  in 
which  the  British  nation,  after  a  prosperous  course 
of  brilliant  actions  in  peace  and  war,  have  now  the 
principal  sway.  Those  rivers  ate  deified  in  India  ; 
that,  which  rises  on  the  western  edge  of  the  moun- 
tain, being  considered  as  the  daughter  of  Msiha- 
deva,  or  Siva,  and  the  other  as  the  son  of  Brahma : 
their  loves,  wanderings,  and  nuptials,  are  the  chief 
subjects  of  the  following  ode,  which  is  feigned  to 
have  been  the  work  of  a  Brahmen,  in  an  early  age 
of  Hindu  antiquity,  who,  by  a  prophetical  spirit, 
discerns  the  toleration  and  equity  of  the  British  go- 
vernment, and  concludes  with  a  prayer  for  its  peace- 
ful duration  under  good  laws  well  administered. 

After  a  general  description  of  the  Ganges,  an 
account  is  given  of  her  fabulous  birth,  like  that  ef 
Pallas,  firoro  the  forehead  of  Siva,  the  Jupiter  To- 
nans  and  Genitor  of  the  Latins ;  and  the  creation 
of  her  lover  by  an  act  of  Brahma*s  will  is  the  sub- 
ject of  another  stanza,,  in  which  his  course  im  de- 
lineated through  the  country  of  P6tyid,  by  the 
name  of  Sanpo,  or  Supreme  Bliss,  where  he  passes 
near  the  fortress  of  Rirobu,  the  island  of  Palte  or 
Yambro,  (known  to  be  the  seat  of  a  high  priestess  al- 
most equally  venerated  with  the  goddess  Bhawani,) 
and  Trashilumbo  (as  a  Potyaor  Tebbuttaa  would  pro- 
nounce it),  or  the  sacred  mansion  of  the  Lama  next 
in  dignity  to  that  of  Potala,  who  resides  in  a  city, 
to  the  south  of  the  Sanpo,  which  the  Italian,  tra- 
vellers write  Sgigatzbi,  but  whieb,  according  to  the 
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letters,  oogtitratber  to  be  written  in  a  manner  that 
would  appear  still  more  barbarous  in  our  orthogra- 
phy. The  Brnhmaputra  is  not  mentioned  again 
till  tlie  twelfth  stanza,  where  bis  progress  is  traced, 
by  very  probable  conjecture,  through  Rangamatt, 
the  ancient  Ransramritica  or  Rangamar,  celebrated 
f»r  the  finest  spikenard,  and  Srihat  or  Siret,  the 
Serratff  of  Elian,  whence  the  fragrant  essence  ex- 
tracted from  the  malobathrum,  called  sadah  by 
the  Persians,  and  t^apatra  by  the  Indians,  was 
carried  by  the  Persian  gnlf  to  Syria,  and  from  that 
coast  into  Greece  and  Italy.  It  is  not,  howerer, 
positively  certain,  that  the  Brahmaputra  rises  as 
it  is  here  describcMi :  two  great  geographers  are  de- 
cidedly of  opposite  opinions  on  this  very  point; 
nor  is  it  impossible  that  the  Indian  river  may  be 
one  arm  of  the  Saopo,  and  the  Nau-cyan,  another ; 
diverging  from  the  mountains  of  Arham,  after  they 
have  been  enriched  by  many  rivers  from  the  rocks 
of  China. 

The  fourth  and  fifth  stanzas  represent  the  god- 
dess obstructed  in  her  passage  to  the  west  by  the 
bills  of  Emodi,  so  called  from  a  Sanscrit  word  sig- 
nifying snow,  from  which  also  are  derived  both 
InMus  and  Himalaya  or  Himola.  The  sixth  de- 
fcribea  her,  after  her  entrance  into  Hindustan, 
through  the  straits  of  Copala,  flowing  near  Sam- 
bal,  the  Sambalaca  of  Ptolemy,  famed  for  a  beau- 
tiful plant  of  the  like  name,  and  thence  to  the  now 
opulent  city  and  royal  place  of  residence,  Canya- 
cuTJa,  erroneoosly  named  Calinipaxa  by  the  Greeks, 
and  Canauj,  not  very  accurately,  by  the  modem 
Asiatics :  here  she  is  joined  by  the  Calinadi,  and, 
pursues  her  course  to  Prayaga,  whence  the  people 
of  Bahar  were  named  Prasii,  and  where  the  Ya< 
muna,  having  received  the  Sereswati  below  Indxa- 
prcst'ba  or  Delhi,  and  watered  the  poetical  ground 
of  Mat^hura  and  Agara,  mingles  her  noble  stream 
with  the  Gangit  close  to  the  modem  fort  of  liaha- 
bod.  This  place  is  considered  as  the  confluence  of 
three  sacred  rivers,  and  known  by  the  name  of 
Triveni,  or  the  three  plaited  locks;  from  which  a 
number  of  pilgrims,  who  there  begin  the  ceremo- 
nies to  be  completed  at  Oaya,  are  continually 
bringing  vases  of  water,  which  they  preserve  with 
superstitious  veneration,  and  are  greeted  by  all  the 
Hindus,  who  meet  them  on  (heir  return. 

Six  of  the  principal  rivers,  which  bring  their 
tribute  to  the  Ganges,  are  next  enumerated,  and 
are  succinctly  described  from  real  properties  e  thus 
the  Gandac,  which  the  Greeks  knew  by  a  similar 
name,  abounds,  according  to  Giorgi,  with  croco- 
diles of  enormous  magnitude ;  and  the  Mahanadi 
runs  by  the  plain  of  Gaura,  once  a  populous  dis- 
trict with  a  magnificent  capital,  from  which  the 
Bengalese  were  probably  called  Gangardiae.  but 
now  the  seat  of  desolation,  and  the  haunt  of  wild 
beastx.  From  Prayaga  she  hastens  to  Casi,  or,  as 
the  Muslimans  name  it,  Benares;  and  here  oc- 
casion is  taken  to  condemn  the  cruel  and  intolerant 
spirit  of  the  crafty  tyrant  Aurangzib,  whom  the 
Hindus  of  Cashmircall  Aurangasur,  or  the  demon, 
not  the  ornament  of  the  throne.  She  next  bathes 
the  skirts  of  Pataliputra,  changed  into  Patna, 
which,  both  in  situation  and  name,  agrees  better 
on  the  whole  with  the  ancient  Palibottira,  than 
either  Prayaga,  or  Oinyncuvja :  if  Megasthenes 
and  the  ambassadors  of  Seleucus  visited  the  last- 
name<l  city,  and  called  it  Palibothra,  thcy^were 
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palpably  mistaken.  After  this  are  introduced  the 
beautiful  hill  of  Muctigiri,  or  Mengir,  and  the 
wonderful  pool  of  Sita,  which  takes  its  name  from 
the  wife  of  R&ma,  whose  conquest  of  Sinhaldwip, 
or  Silan,  and  victory  over  the  giant  Rawan,  are 
celebrated  by  the  immortal  Valmici,  and  by  the 
other  epic  poets  of  India. 

7*he  pleasant  hills  of  Caligram  and  Gangapusad 
are  then  introduced,  and  give  oc4»sion  to  deplore 
and  extol  the  late  excellent  Augustus  Cleveland, 
esq.,  who  neariy  conapleted  by  lenity  the  glorioof 
work,  which  severity  could  not  have  accomplished, 
of  civilizing  a  fisrocious  race  of  Indians,  wbove 
mountains  were  formerly,  perhaps,  a  rocky  island, 
or  washed  at  lenst  by  that  sea,  from  which  the  fer- 
tile champaign  of  Bengal  has  been  gained  in  a 
course  of  ages.  The  westem  arm  of  the  Ganges  it 
called  Bhagirat*hi,  finom  a  poetical  fiible  of  a  demi- 
god, or  holy  man,  named  Bhagerat'ha,  whose  de- 
votion had  obtained  from  Siva  the  privilege  of 
leading  after  him  a  great  part  of  the  heavenly 
water,  and  who  drew  it  accordingly  in  two  branches, 
which  embrace  the  fine  island,  now  denominated 
firom  Kasimbazar,  and  famed  for  the  defeat  of  the 
monster  Sirejuddaulah,  and,  having  met  near  the 
venerable  Hindu  seminary  of  Nafradwip,  or  Na^ 
duga,  flow  in  a  copious  stream  by  the  eeveral  Eu- 
ropean settlements,  and  reach  the  Bay  at  an  island 
which  assumes  the  name  of  Sagar,  either  from  the 
sea  or  from  an  ancient  Raja  of  distinguished  piety. 
The  Sundarabans,  or  beautiful  woods,  an  appella- 
tkm  to  which  they  are  justly  entitled,  are  inciden- 
Ully  mentioned,  as  lying  between  the  Bhagirat'U 
and  the  Great  River,  or  Eastern  arm,  which,  by  ili 
junction  with  the  Brahmaputra,  forms  many  con- 
siderable islands ;  one  of  which,  as  well  as  a  town 
near  the  conflux,  derives  its  name  from  f.«<fhmij 
the  goddess  of  abundance. 

It  wilt  soon  be  perceived,  that  the  fbrm  of  the 
stanza,  which  is  partly  borrowed  from  Gray,  and 
to  which  he  was  probably  partial,  as  he  uses  it  six 
times  in  nine,  is  enlarg^  in  the  following  hymn 
by  a  line  of  fourteen  syllables,  expressing  the  long 
and  solemn  march  of  the  great  Asiatic  rhrers. 


THE  HYMN.  ^ 

How  sweetly  Ganga  smiles,  and  glides 
Luxuriant  o'er  her  broad  autumnal  bed  ! 
f^er  waves  perpetual  verdure  spread. 
Whilst  health  and  plenty  deck  her  golden  sides : 
As  when  an  eagle,  child  of  Irght, 
On  Cambala's  unmeasured  height. 
By  Patala,  the  pontiff's  throne  rever'd, 
0*er  her  cjnry  proudly  rear'd 
Sits  broodmg,  and  her  plumage  vast  expands. 
Thus  Ganga  o*er  her  cherishM  lands. 
To  Brahma's  grateful  race  endear'd, 
Throws  wide  her  fbst'ring  arms,  and  on  her  banks 
dirine  [her  crystal  shine. 

Sees  temples,  groves,  and  glittering  tow'rs,  that  in 

Above  the  stretch  of  mortal  ken. 

On  bless'd  Cailasa's  top,  where  ev'ry  stem 

Glow'd  with  a  vegetable  gem, 

Mahesa  stood,  the  dread  and  joy  of  men  ; 

While  Parvati,  to  gain  a  boon, 

FixM  on  bis  locks  a  beamy  moon. 
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And  hid  bis  fironUl  eye,  in  jocimd  pUy, 

With  reluctant  sweet  delay  :^ 

All  nature  straight  was  lock'd  in  dim  edipae 

Till  Brahmens  purewi^  hallow'd  lips 

And  warbled  pray'rs  restored  the  day ;     . 

When  Oanga  from  bis  brow  by  hear*nly  fingers 

pressed  [of  the  west. 

Sprang  radiant,  and  desceodnig  grac'd  the  caverns 
The  Sun's  car  blaz'd,  and  laagbM  the  mom ; 
What  time  near  proud  Cantesa's  eaatera  bow'fs, 
(While  Deratas  rain'd  living  flow'rs) 
A  river-god,  so  Brahma  will'd,  was  bora. 
And  roird  mature  his  vivid  stream 
Impetuous  with  celestial  gleam :  [claim'd, 

Tbe  charms  of  Ganga,  through  all  worlds^  pro- 
Sopn  his  youthful  breast  inflamed, 
But  destiny  the  bridal  bour  delay'd  ; 
Then,  distant  from  the  west'ring  maid, 
He  flowed,  now  blissful  Sanpo  nam'd, 
By  Paite  crowned  with  hills,  bold  Rimba*s  tow'ring 

state,  [form  renate. 

And  where  sage  Trasbilhumbo  bails  her  Lama's 
But  she,  whose  mind,  at  Siva's  nod 
The  picture  of  that  sov'reign  youth  had  seen. 
With  graceful  port  and  warlike  mien. 
In  arms  and  vesture  like  his  parent  god, 
Smit  with  the  bright  idea  rush'd. 
And  from  her  sacred  mansion  gush'd, 
Yet  ah  !  with  erring  step— The  wettera  hills 
Pride,  not  pious  ardour,  fills : 
In  fierce  confederacy  the  giant  bends 
Advance  with  venom-darting  hands. 
Fed  by  their  own  malignant  rills  ; 
Nor   cuuld   her   placid   grace  their  savage  fury 

quell :  [flood  repel. 

The  madding  rifts  and  should'ring  crags  her  foamy 
"  Confusion  wild  and  anxious  woe 
Haunt  your  waste  bruws*'  she  said,  "  miholy  rocks. 
Far  from  the  nectar-dropping  locks ! 
But  thou,  lov'd  father,  teach  my  waves  to  flow." 
I/)ud  thunder  her  high  birth  confessed  ; 
Then  from  th'  inhospitable  west 
She  tum'd,  and  gliding  o*er  a  lovelier  plain, 
Cheer'd  the  pearled  East  again : 
Through  groves  of  nard  she  roll'd,  o*er  spicy  reeds. 
Through  golden  vales  and  em'rald  meads } 
Till,  piefi»'d  with  Indra's  fa,\T  domain. 
She  won  thfough  yielding  marl  her  heav'n-direct- 

ednay:  [a  blaze  of  day. 

With  lengtliefi'd  notes  her  eddies  curl'd,  and  poured 

Smoothly  by  Sambal's  flatknting  bow'rs, 
Smoothly  she  flows,  where  Calinadi  brings 
V  To  Canyacutja,  seat  of  kings, 
On  prostrate  waves  her  tributary  flow'n  ; 
Whilst  YamuD^  whose  waters  clear, 
Fam'd  Indrapresthali  vallies  cheer, 
With  Sereswati  knit  in  mystic  chain. 
Gurgles  o'er  the  vocal  plam 
Of  Mathura,  by  sweet  firindiivan's  grove. 
Where  Gopa's  love-lorn  daughters  rove. 
And  burls  her  azure  stream  amain. 
Till  blest  Pray4ga's  point  beholds  three  mingling 
tides,  [tar,  as  it  glides. 

Where  pilgfims  on  the  fiur-aoaghl  bank  drink  nec- 
From  Himola's  perennial  snow. 
And  southern  Paltfmau's  lets  daring  steep^ 
Sonorous  rivers,  bright  though  deqp, 


O'er  thirsty  deserts  youth  and  fireshntss  thiov. 
"  A  goddess  comes,"  cried  Gumti  chaste,     *- 
And  roird  her  flood  with  zealous  baste : 
Her  follow'd  Sk>ma  with  pellucid  wave 
Dancing  from  her  diaouMid  care. 
Broad  Gogra,  rushing  swift  from  northern  hiUsy 
Red  Gandac,  drawn  by  crocodiles, 
(Herds,  drink  not  there,  nor  herdsmen  lave  I) 
Cosa,  whose  bounteous  band  nepalian  odour  flings. 
And  Mabanadi  laughing  wild  at  cities,  throoes^ 
and  kings. 

Thy  temples,  Casi,  next  she  sought. 
And  verd'rous  flames  by  tepid  breezes  frmi^. 
Where  health  extends  her  pbioos  bland, 
Thy  groves,  where  pious  Valmic  sat  and  tfaooghty 
Where  Vy&sa  pour'd  the  strain  sublime. 
That  laughs  at  all  consuming  time. 
And  Brihmans  wrapt  tbe  lofty  Veda  sing 
Cease,  oh  !  cease— a  nifl&an  king, 
The  demon  of  his  empire,  not  the  grace. 
His  ruthless  bandits  bids  6e(koe 
7^  shrines,  whence  gifts  ethereal  spring : 
So  shall  hb  frantic  sons  with  discoid  rend  his 
throne,  [yet  unknown. 

And  his  £fur-smiling  realms  be  sway*d  by  natioos 

Less  hallow'd  scenes  her  course  prolong ; 
But  Same,  restless  pow'r,  forbids  delay : 
To  love  all  virtues  homage  pay. 
E'en  stern  religion  yields.     How  full,  how  strong 
Her  trembling  panting  surges  run. 
Where  Patali's  immortal  son 
To  domes  and  turrets  gives  his  awful  name 
Fragrant  in  tbe  gales  of  fame ! 
Nor  stopt,  where  Rama,  bright  from  dire  alarms^ 
Sinks  in  chaste  Sita*s  constant  arms. 
While  bards  his  wars  and  truth  proclaim  s 
There  from  a  fiery  cave  the  bubbling  crystal  flows. 
And  Mactigir,  delightftU   hill,   with    mirth   and 
'    beauty  glows. 

Oh!  rising  bow'rs,  great  Ctli's  boast. 
And  thou,  from  Oangi  nam'd,  eocbantmg  moanl^ 
What  voice  your  waitings  can  reoount 
Borne  by  shrill  echo  o'er  each  howling  ooasi. 
When  he  who  bade  your  forests  bloom. 
Shall  seal  his  eyes  in  iron  gloom  ? 
Exalted  youth !  The  godless  mountaineer. 
Roaming  round  his  thickets  drear, 
Whom  rigour  fir'd,  nor  legions  could  appal, 
I  see  before  thy  mildness  fall. 
Thy  wisdom  bve,  thy  justice  fear : 
A  race,  whom  rapine  nurs'd,  whom  gory  murder 
stains,  [trains. 

Thy  fiur  example  wins  to  peace,  to  gentle  virtua 

But  mark,  where  old  Bhigirath  leads 
(This  boon  his  pray'rs  of  Mab4d&w  obtain  : 
Grace  more  distinguish'd  who  could  gain  ?) 
Her  calmer  current  o'er  his  western  meads. 
Which  trips  the  fertile  plains  along. 
When  vengeance  waits  th'  oppressor's  wrong  ; 
Then  girds,  fair  Nawadwip,  thy  shaded  cells. 
Where  the  Pendit  musing  dwelb ; 
Thence  by  th'  abode  of  arts  and  commerce  glides. 
Till  Sagar  breasts  the  bitter  tides :   ' 
While  she,  whom  struggling  passkm  swells. 
Beyond  the  lab3rrinth  green,  where  pards  l^  moon- 
light prowl,  [her  mighty  soaL 
With  raptm«  seeks  her  destin'd  lord,  and  poora 
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•bile  o'er¥6t3ricl^  innsky  dales, 
Gmy  RaDgamar,  where  sweetest  spikenard  blooms, 
And  Siret,  fiun'd  for  strong  perfumtes, 
Tbat.  flong  from  shbing  tresses,  lull  the  gales, 
'Vinid  Brahmaputra  winding  flows. 
And  murmurs  hoarse  his  am'rous  woes  ; 
Tbeo,  charming  Oapga  seen,  the  heav'nly  boy 
Rmhes  with  tumultuous  joy : 
<Can  aught  but  lore  to  men  or  gods  be  sweet  ?) 
^Then  she,  the  long-lost  youth  to  greet, 
Dsiti,  not  as  earth-bom  lov^  toy, 
^^A  blending  her  fierce  waves,  and  teeming  rer- 

dant  isles;  [sounding ocean  smiles. 

'While   buxom    Lacshmi   crowns  their  bed,   and 
"What  name,  sweet  bird  !  will  best  allure 
Thy  sacred  ear,  and  give  the  honour  due  ? 
Viahnnpedi  ?  Mild  Bhbmarsu  ? 
Smooth  Suranimnaga  ?  Trisrota  pure  } 
By  that  I  call ;  its  power  confess ; 
"With  growing  gifts  thy  suppliants  bless, 
li^lw  with  full  sails  in  many  a  light-oar'd  boat 
On  thy  jasper  bosom  float ; 
Nor  frowii,  dread  goddess,  on  a  peerless  race 
With  tib'ral  heart  and  martial  g^ce. 
Wafted  from  colder  isles  remote : 
As  they  preserve  our  laws,  and  bid  our  terrour 

cease,  [and  peace ! 

So  be  their  darling  laws  preserved  in  hodth,  in  joy. 


TALES. 


THB 

PALACE  OF  FORTUNE, 

AK  INDUN  TALB. 

Miu>  was  the  venal  gale,  and  calm  the  day. 
When  Maim  near  a  crystal  fountain  lay, 
Yooi^  Maia,  foirest  of  the  blne^yed  maids. 
That  rofv'd  at  noon  in  Tibet's  musky  shades ; 
But,  haply,  wandermg  through  the  fields  of  air. 
Bone  fiend  had  whi9per*d — ^Maia,  thou  art^ir ! 
HflDoe  swdlrog  pride  bad  filPd  her  simple  breast, 
Jind  rising  passions  robb'd  her  mind  of  rest ; 
In  courts  and  glittering  towers  she  wish'd  to  dwell. 
And  sconi'd  her  labouring  parent's  lowly  celL 
And  now,  as  gazing  o'er  the  glassy  stream. 
She  saw  her  blooming  cheek's  reflected  b^mi, 
Her  tresses  brighter  than  the  morning  sky, 
And  the  mild  radiance  of  her  -sparkling  eye, 
low  sighs  and  trickling  tears  by  turns  she  stole. 
And  thus  discharg'd  the  anguish  of  her  soul : 
*'  Why  glow  those  cheeks,  tf  nnadmir'd  they  glow  ? 
Why  low  those  tresses,  if  unprais'd  they  flow  ? 
Why  dart  those  eyes  their  liquid  ray  serene, 
Uflfolt  their  influence,  and  their  light  unseen  ? 
Ye  Heavens  1  was  {hat  love-breathing  bpsbm  made 
To  warm  dull  groves,  and  cheer  the  lonely  glade  ? 
Ah,  no :  those  blushes,  that  enchanting  foce. 
Some  tap'stried  hall,  or  gilded  bower,  might  grace ; 
Might  deck  the  scenes,  where  love  and  pleasure 

reign. 
And  fire  with  amorous  flames  the  youthful  train." 

While  thus  she  spoke,  a  sudden  blaze  of  light 
Shot  tbcough  the  elouds,  and  struck  her  dazzled 
She  rais'd  her  bead,  astonish'd,  to  the  skies,  [sight. 
And  fcil'd  with  trembling  hands  her  aching  eyes  j 


When  through  the  yielding  air  she  SKw  firom  fiur 
A  goddess  gliding  in  a  golden  car. 
That  soon  descended  op  the  flowery  lawn. 
By  two  foir  yokes  of  starry  peaqpcks  drawn : 
A  thousand  nymphs  with  many  a  sprightly  stance 
Form'd  round  the  radiant  wheels  an  airy  danoe. 
Celestial  shapes !  in  fluid  lig^t  array'd ; 
Uke  twinkling  stars  their  b^my  sandals  play'd; 
Their  lucid  mantles  glitter'd  in  the  Sun, 
(Webs  half  so  bright  the  silkworm  never  spun) 
Transparent  robes,  that  bore  the  rainbow's  hue. 
And  finer  than -the  nets  of  pearly  dew 
That  morning  spreads  o'er  every  opening  flow'r. 
When  sportive  Summer  decks  his  bridal  bow'r. 
The  queen  heiself,  too  fiiir  for  mortal  sights 
Sat  in  the  centre  of  encircling  light. 
Soon  with  ^ft  touch  she  rais'd  the  trembling  maid. 
And  by  her  side  in  silent  slumber  laid : 
Straight  the  gay  birds  display'd  their  spangled  train, 
And  flew  reagent  through  tb'  aerial  plain; 
The  foiry  band  their  shining  pinions  ^read. 
And,  as  they  rose,  fresh  gales  of  sweetness  shed  ; 
Fann'd  with  their  flowing  skirts,  the  sky  was  mild  ; 
And  Heaven's  blue  fields  with  brighter  radiance 
smil'd. 

Now  in  a  garden  deck'd  with  verdant  bow'rs 
The  glittering  car  descends  on  bending  flow'n: 
The  goddess  still  with  looks  divinely  iair 
Surveys  the  sleeping  otigect  of  her  care ; 
Then  o'er  her  cheek  her  magic  finger  lays. 
Soft  as  the  gale  that  o'er  a  violet  plays. 
And  thus  in  sounds,  that  favour'd  mortals  hear, 
She  gently  whispers  in  her  ravish'd  ear: 

**  Awake,  sweet  maid,  and  view  this  charming 
scene 
For  ever  beauteous,  and  for  evergreen; 
Here  living  rills  of  purest  nectar  flow 
O'er  meads  that  with  un£sding  flowerets  glow; 
Here  amorous  gales  their  scented  wings  diq>lay. 
Mot* d  by  the  breath  of  ever-blooming  May  ; 
Here  in  the  lap  of  pleasure  shalt  thou  rest. 
Our  lov'd  companion,  and  our  honour'd  guest" 
The  damsel  hears  the  heav'niy  notes  disUI, 
Like  melting  snow,  or  like  a  vernal  rill. 
She  lifts  her  head,  and,  on  her  arm  reclined. 
Drinks  the  sweet  accents  m  her  grateful  mhid : 
On  all  around  she  turns  her  roving  eyes. 
And  views  the  splendid  scene  with  glad  surprise; 
Fresh  lawns,  and  sunny  banks,  and  roseate  bow'rs. 
Hills  white  with  flocks,  and  meadows  gemm'd  with 

flow'rs ; 
Cool  shades,  a  sure  defence  from  summer's  ray. 
And  silver  brooks,  (where  wanton  damsels  pfay,) 
Which  with  soft  notes  their  dimpled  crjrstal  roll'd 
O'er  colour'd  shells  and  sand  of  native  gold ; 
A  risipg  fountain  play'dfinom  every  stream, 
Smil'd  as  it  rose,  and  cast  a  transient  gleam. 
Then,  gently  falling  in  a  vocal  show'r, 
Bath'd  every  shrub,  and  sprinkled  every  flow'r. 
That  on  the  banks,  Uke  many  a  lovely  bride, 
View'd  in  the  liquid  glass  their  blushing  pride  ; 
Whilst  on  each  branch,  with  purple  blossoms  hung. 
The  sportful  birds  their  joyous  descant  sung. 

While  Maia,  thus  entranc'd  in  sweet  deligl^ 
With  each  gay  object  fed  her  eag^er  sight. 
The  goddess  mildly  caught  her  willing  hand. 
And  led  ber  trembling  o'er  the  flow'ry  land ; 
Soon  she  beheld  where,  through  ari  opening  glade, 
A  spacious  lake  its  clear  expanse  display'd  -, 
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In  mazy  cnite,  the  flowing:  jasper  wav'd 
0*er  its  smooth  bed,  with  polsh'd  agate  pav'd ; 
And  on  a  rock  of  ice,  by  magic  rals*d, 
High  in  the  midst  a  gorgeous  palace  blaz'd ; 
The  sunbeams  on  the  gilded  portals  gtanc'd, 
Play*d  on  the  spires,  and  on  the  turrets  danc'd  ; 
Tq  four  bright  gates  ibur  ivory  bridge  led, 
"With  pearls  illumm'd,  and  with  roses  spread : 
And  now,  more  radiant  than  the  morning  Sun, 
Her  easy  way  the  gliding  goddess  won ; 
Still  by  bcr  hand  she  held  the  fiearfnl  maid. 
And,  as  she  pass'd,  the  fsuries  homage  paid : 
They  enter'd,  straight,  the  sumptuous  palaoe*haII, 
Where  silken  tapestry  emblsjs^d  the  wall. 
Refulgent  tissue,  of  an  heavenly  woof; 
And  gems  unnumber'd  sparkled  on  the  roof. 
On  whose  blue  arch  the  flamhig  diamonds  playM, 
As  on  a  sky  with  llvrog  stars  inlay'd  ^ 
Of  i^recious  diadems  a  regal  store,  [floor; 

Wiih  gidbes  and  scepters,  fttrew'd  the  porphyry 
Kich  vests  of  eastern  khigs  around  were  spread. 
And  gtittering  zones  a  starry  lustre  shed  : 
But  MaiaiDOst  admir*d  the  pearly  strings, 
<38y  bracelets,  golden  chains,  and  sperkting  rings. 

High,  in  the  centre  of  the  palace,  shon«. 
Suspended  in  mid-air,  an  opal  throne : 
To  this  the  queen  ascends,  with  royal  pride. 
And  sets  the  favour'd  damsel  by  her  side. 
Around  the  throne,  in  mystic  o«der,  stand 
The  fairy  train,  and  wait  her  high  conmiand ; 
When  thus  she  speaks :  (the  maid  attentive  sips 
£ach  irord  that  flows,  tike  nectfir,  from  her  Kps.) 

**  Favourite  of  Heaven,  my  moch-lov'd  Maia, 
know. 
Tram  me  all  joys,  all  earthly  blessing9,'flow : 
Me  suppliant  men  imperial  Fortune  call. 
Hie  mighty  empress  of  yon  rolling  ball :" 
(She  rais'd  her  finger,  and  the  wondering  maid. 
At  distance  hung,  the  dusky  globe  surveyed ; 
Saw  the  round  ^rth  with  foaming  oceans  veinVl, 
And  labouring  crowds  on  monntain  tops  sustain^.) 
"  To  me  has  fate  the  pleasing  task  assigned. 
To  rule  the  various  thoughts  of  humankind  ; 
To  catch  each  rising  wish,  each  ardent  prayer. 
And  some  to  grant,  and  some  to  waste  in  air. 
Know  farther, — ^as  I  rangM  the  crystal  sky, 
I  saw  thee  near  the  murmuring  fountain  lie ; 
Marked  the  rough  storm  that  gather'd  in  thy  breMt, 
And  knew  what  care  thy  joyless  soul  opprest. 
Straight  I  resolvVi  to  bring  thee  quick  relief. 
Ease  every  weight,  and  sdten  every  grief; 
If  in  tbis  court  contented  thou  canst  live. 
And  taste  the  joys  these  happy  gardens  give  :— 
Bot  fltl  tby  mind  With  vain  desires  no  more. 
And  view  without  a  with  yon  shining  store. 
Soon  shall  a  numerous  train  before  me  bend. 
And  kneeling  votaries  my  shrine  attend ; 
Wahi'd  by  their  empty  vanities  beware, 
And  scorn  the  folly  of  each  human  prayer." 
She  said;  and  straight  a  damsel  of  her  train 
With  tender  fingers  touched  a  golden  chain. 
Now  a  soft  bell  delighted  Maia  hears. 
That  sweetly  trembles  on  her  listening  ears ; 
Through  the  calm  air  the  melting  numbers  float. 
And  wanton  Echo  lengthens  every  note. 
Soon  through  the  dome  a  mingled  hum  orose^ 
Like  the  swift  stream  that  o'er  a  valley  flows ; 
Now  louder  still  it  grew,  and  still  more  loud. 
As  ditftant  thunder  breaks  the  banting  cloud : 


Through  the  fmr  portals  rvoAM  a  varioos  tkfoi^^ 
That  like  a  w'mtry  torrent  pour'd  along : 
A  crowd  of  every  tongue  and  every  hue. 
Toward  the  bright  throne,  with  eager  rapture,  flav. 
A  lovely  stripling »  stepp'd  before  the  rest 
With  hasty  pace,  and  tow'rd  the  goddess  prcot ; 
His  mien  was  graceful,  and  his  looks  were  mild. 
And  in  his  eye  celestial  sweetness  smil'd : 
Youth's  purple  gIo«r,  and  beatay*s  rosy  beaoi. 
O'er  his  smooth  cheeks  diffused  a  lively  gleam  ; 
The  floating  ringlets  of  his  musky  hair 
Wav'd  on  the  bosom  of  the  wanton  air: 
With  modest  grace,  the  goddess  he  addrest. 
And,  thoughtless,  thus  preferr'd  his  fond  reqoert. 

"  Queen  of  the  world !  whose  wide-extended  swi^. 
Gay  youth,  firm  manhood,  and  cold  age  obey. 
Grant  me,  while  life's  fresh  blooming  rases  smile. 
The  day  with  varied  pleasures  to  bc^ile  ; 
Let  me  on  beds  of  dewy  flowers  recline. 
And  quaff,  with  glowing  lips,  the  sparlding  wine; 
Grant  me  to  feed  on  beauty's  rifled  clUmis, 
And  clasp  a  willing  damsel  in  my  arms, — 
Her  bosom,  fiurer  than  a  hill  of  snow, 
And  gently  bounding  like  a  playful  roe  ; 
Her  lips  more  fragrant  than  the  summer  air ; 
And  sweet  as  Scythian  musk,  her  byacinthine  hair; 
Let  new  delights  each  dancing  hour  employ. 
Sport  follow  sport,  and  joy  sncoeed  to  joy." 

The  goddess  grants  the  shnple  youth's  request. 
And,  mildly,  thus  accosts  her  lovely  guest : 
"  On  that  smooth  mirror,  full  of  magic  light. 
Awhile,  dear  Maia,  fix  thy  wandering  sight. »» 
She  looks;  and  in  th' enchanted  crystal  aeea 
A  bower  o'er-canopied  with  trifled  trees : 
The  wanton  stripling  lies  beneath  the  shade  ; 
And,  by  his  side,.TeeKne8  a  bloonling  maid  ; 
0?er  her  fiiir  limbs  a  silken  mantle  fiows. 
Through  which  her  youthful  beauty  softly  glowa. 
And,  part  ooocealHl  and  pfrt  djados'd  to  «i^t. 
Through  the  thin  texture  castsa mddy  light; 
As  the  fipe  dusters  of  the  mantling  vine 
Beneath  the  verdant  fUiage,  fiuntly,  shine^ 
And,  fearing  to  be  view'd  by  enviovs  day, 
Their  glowing  tints  nnwilUogly  display. 

The  youth,  while  joy  sits  sparfckng  Hi  hi»  t 
Pants  on  her  neck,  and  on  her  boaom  dies  ; 
FhMD  her  smooth  cheek  neotareous  dew  he  sipa. 
And  all  his  soul  comes  breathing  to  his  lipe. 
But  Maia  turns  her  modest  eyes  away, 
And  blushes  to  behold  their  amoixms  play. 

She  looks  agam ;  and  sees,  with  sad  surpriae. 
On  the  clear  glass  far  diflEarent  soenes  arise : 
The  bower,  which  late  outshone  the  rosy  mora, 
O'erhong  with  weeds  she  saw,  and  rough  with  thorn; 
With  sting  of  asps  the  leafless  plant».weie  wraathVi  ; 
And  ending  adders  gales  of  venom  breathed  :— 
Low  sat  the  stripling  on  the  faded  ground; 
And,  in  a  nummful  knot,  his  arms  were  bound; 
His  eyes,  that  shot  before  a  smmy  beam, 
Now  scarcely  rtied  a  saddenrog,  dying  gleam. 
Faint  as  a  glimm'riog  taper's  wasted  light. 
Or  a  dull  ray  that  streaks  the  doody  night  :— 
His  crystal  vaae  was  on  the  pavement  rdl'd. 
And  fipom  the  bank  was  foU'n  his  cop  of  gdd ; 
From  which,  th'  envenomed  dregs  of  deadly  hue 
Flow'd  on  the  ground,  in  streams  of  baOeful  dew. 
And,  slowly  stealtog  through  the  wither'd  bow'r, 
Poison'd  each  plant,  and  blasted  evefy  flower : 
^Pleasuiw. 
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Tied  were  bis  slavef,  and  fled  his  yielding  fair, 
And  each  gay  phantom  was  dissolved  in  air  ! 
Whilst  in  their  place  was  left  a  ruUiless  train. 
Despair,  and  grief,  remorse,  and  raging  pain. 

Aside  the  damsel  turns  her  weeping  eyes, 
And  sad  reflections  in  her  bosom  rise ; 
To  whon  thus,  mildly,  speaks  the  radiant  queen : 
'*  Take  sage  example  from  this  moral  scene ; 
See  1  how  vain  pleasures  sting  the  lips  they  kiss. 
How  asps  are  hid  beneath  the  bowers  of  bliss  ! 
Whilst  ever  fair  the  flowY  of  temperance  blows, 
UnchangM  her  leaf,  and  without  thorn  her  rose  ; 
Smiling  she  darts  her  glittering  branch  on  high. 
And  spreads  her  fragrant  blossoms  to  the  sky.'* 

Next,  toward  the  throne  she  saw  a  knight  >  ad- 
vance; 
Erect  he  stood,  and  shook  a  quiv'ring  lance ; 
A  fiery  dragon  on  his  helmet  shone  ; 
And  on  his  buckler  beam'd  a  golden  sun  ; 
0*er  his  broad  bosom,  blaz'd  his  jointed  mail 
With  many  «  gem,  and  many  a  shining  scale ; 
He  trod  the  sounding  floor  with  princely  mien. 
And  tbns  with  haaghty  words  address'd  the  queen : 
**  Let  fislling  kings  beneath  my  javelin  bleed. 
And  bind  my  temples  with  a  victor's  meed ; 
Let  every  rsAlm  that  feels  the  solar  ray. 
Shrink  at  my  frown,  and  own  my  regal  sway : 
Let  Ind^s  rich  banks  declare  my  deathless  fome. 
And  trambling  Ganges  dread  my  potent  name.*' 

The  queen  consented  to  the  warrior's  pray  V  ; 
And  his  bright  banners  floated  in  the  air ; 
He  bade  his  darts  in  steely  tempests  fly. 
Flames  burst  the  clouds,  and  thunder  shake  the  sky ; 
Death  aim*d  his  lance.  Earth  trembled  at  his  nod. 
And  crimson  conquest  glowM  where'er  he  trod. 

And  now,  the  damsel,  fix'd  in  deep  amaze, 
Th*  enchanted  glass  with  eager  look  surveys : 
She  sees  the  hero  in  his  dusky  tent. 
His  guards  retir'd,  his  glimmering  taper  spent ; 
His  spear,  vain  instrument  of  dying  praise. 
On  the  rich  floor,  with  idle  state,  he  lays  ; 
His  gory  falchion  near  his  pMlow  stood. 
And  stain'd  the  ground  with  drops  of  purple  blood  ; 
A  busy  page  his  nodding  helm  unlac'd. 
And  on  the  couch  his  scaly  hauberk  placM : 
Mow  on  the  bed  his  weary  limbs  he  throws, 
Bath'd  in  the  balmy  dew  of  soft  repose  : 
Iq  dreams  he  rushes  o'er  the  gloomy  field. 
He  sees  new  armies  fly,  new  heroes  yield  ; 
Warm  with  the  vigorous  conflict  he  appears. 
And  ev'n  hi  slumber  seems  to  move  the  spheres. 
Bat  lo  I  the  foithlcss  page,  with  stealing  tread. 
Advances  to  the  champion's  naked  head ; 
With  his  sharp  dagger  wounds  his  bleeding  breast. 
And  steeps  his  eyelids  in  eternal  rest :  .  [gore) 

Then  cries,  (and  waves  the  steel  that  drops  with 
**  The  tyrant  dies ;  oppression  is  no  more." 

Now  came  an  aged  bire  ^,  with  trembling  pace ; 
Sunk  were  his  eyes,  and  pale  his  ghastly  fiace ; 
A  ragged  weed  of  dusky  hue  he  wore. 
And  on  his  bock  a  ponderous  coffer  bore. 
The  queen  with  fhltering  speech  he  thus  addrest : 
"  O,  fill  with  gold  thy  true  adorer*s  chest  !*' 

"  Behold,"  said  she,  and  wav'd  her  powerful  hand, 
**  Where  yon  rich  bills  in  glittering  order  stand : 
There  load  thy  coffer  with  the  golden  store  ; 
Then  bear  it  full  away,  aod  ask  no  more.'* 


dory. 
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With  eager  steps  he  took  hi/hacty  way« 
Where  the  bright  coin  in  heaps  nnnumber'd  lay  i 
There  hung  enamour'd  o'er  the  gleaming  spoil, 
Scoop'd  the  gay  dross,  and  bent  beneath  the  toil. 
But  bitter  was  his  anguish,  to  behold 
The  oofier  wid^u,  and  its  sides  unfold  : 
And,  every  time  he  heap'd  the  darling  ore. 
His  greedy  chest  grew  larger  than  before  ; 
Till,  spent  with  pain,  and  falling  o'er  his  hoard. 
With  bis  sharp  steel  his  maddening  breast  he  gor'di 
On  the  lov'd  heap  he  cast  his  closing  eye. 
Contented  on  a  golden  couch  to  die. 

A  stripling,  with  the  &iir  adventure  pleas'd, 
Stepp'd  forward,  and  the  massy  coffer  seiz'd  ; 
But  with  suiprise  he  saw  the  stores  decay, 
And  all  the  long-sought  treasures  melt  away : 
In  winding  streams  the  liquid  metal  roU'd, 
And  through  the  palace  ran  a  flood  of  gold. 

Next  to  the  shrine  advanc'd  a  reverend  sage  *, 
Whose  beard  was  hoary  with  the  frost  of  age  ; 
His  few  grey  locks  a  sable  flUet  bound, 
And  his  dark  mantle  flow'd  along  the  ground : 
Grave  was  his  port,  yet  show'd  a  bold  neglect. 
And  fill'd  the  young  beholder  with  respect; 
Time's  envious  hand  had  ploogh'dhis  wrinkled  face. 
Yet  on  those  wrinkles  sat  .superior  grace  ^ 
Still  full  of  (ire  appear'd  his  vivid  eye. 
Darted  quick  beams,  and  seem'd  to  pierce  the  sky* 
At  length  with  gentle  voice  and  look  serene. 
He  wav'd  hb  band,  and  thus  address'd  the  <^een  : 

"  Twice  forty  winters  tip  my  beard  with  snow,    ^ 
And  age's  chilling  gusts  around  me  blow  : 
In  early  youth,  by  contemplation  led. 
With  high  pursuits  my  flatter'd  thoughts  were  fed  j^ 
To  nature  fir»t  my  labours  were  confio'd. 
And  all  her  charms  were  open'd  to  my  mind. 
Each  flower  that  glisten'd  in  the  morning  dew. 
And  'every  shrub  that  in  the  forest  grew  : 
From  Earth  to  Heaven  I  cast  my  wond'riog  eyai^ 
Saws  suns  nnnumber'd  spurkle  in  the  skies, 
Mark'd  the  just  progress  of  each  rolling  sphere^ 
Describ'd  the  seasons,  and  reform'd  the  year. 
At  length  sublimer  studies  I  began. 
And  fix'd  my  level'd  telescope  on  man  ; 
Knew  all  his  powers,  and  all  his  passions  trac'd. 
What  virtue  rais'd  him,  and  what  vice  debas'd : 
But  when  I  saw  his  knowledge  so  confin'd. 
So  vain  his  wishes,  and  so  weak  his  mind. 
His  soul,  a  bright  obscurity  at  b&>t. 
And  rough  with  tempests  bis  afliicted  bre^ist. 
His  life,  a  flower  ere  evening  sure  to  fade. 
His  highest  joys,  the  shadow  of  a  shade  ; 
To  thy  fair  court  I  took  my  weary  way. 
Bewail  my  folly,  and  Heaven's  laws  obey. 
Confess  my  feeble  mind  for  prayers  unfit. 
And  to  my  Maker's  will  my  soul  submit : 
Great  empress  of  yon  orb  that  rolls. below. 
On  me  the  last  best  gift  of  Heaven  bestow." 

He  spoke :  a  sudden  cloud  his  senses  stole. 
And  thickening  darkness  swam  o'er  all  hii  soul ; 
His  vital  spark  her  earthly  cell  forsook, 
And  into  air  her  fleeting  progress  took. 

Now,  from  the  throng  a  decdeniog  sound  was  heard^ 
And  all  at  once  their  various  prayers  preforr'd  ; 
The  goddess,  wearied  with  the  noisy  crowd, 
Thrice  wav'd  her  silver  wand,  and  spoke  aloud : 
"  Our  ears  no  more  with  vain  petitions  tire. 
But  take  unheard  whate'er  you  fint  desire." 

<  Knowled; 
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Sh»8aid :  etch  wish'd,  and  what  he  witb'd  obUio'd  ; 
And  wild  coofiision  io  the  iMuace  retgn'd. 
But  Maia,  now  grown  sensieless  with  deli^ty 
Cast  on  au  emerald  ring  ber  roving  sight ; 
And,  ere  she  coald  surrey  the  rest  with  care, 
Wisb'd  on  her  hand  the  precious  gem  to  wear. 

Sudden  the  palace  vanished  from  ber  sight. 
And  the  gay  febric  melted  into  night ; 
But,  in  its  place,  she  view'd  with  weeping  eyet 
Huge  rocks  around  her,  and  sharp  cliffii  arise : 
She  sat  deserted  on  the  naked  shore, 
Saw  the  curl'd  waves,  and  heard  the  tempest  roar; 
Whilst  on  her  finger  shone  the  fatal  ring, 
A  weak  defence  from  hunger's  pointed  sting. 
From  sad  remorse,  from  comfortless  despair. 
And  all  fhe  painful  family  of  care  I 
Frantic  with  grief  her  rosy  cheek  she  tore. 
And  rent  her  locks,  her  darling  charge  no  more : 
But  when  the  night  his  raven  wing  had  spread. 
And  bung  with  «able  every  mountain's  head. 
Her  tender  limbs  were  numb'd  with  biting  cold. 
And  round  her  feet  the  curling  billows  roli'd ; 
With  trembling  arms  a  rifted  crag  she  grasp'd. 
And  the  rough  rock  with  bard  embraces  clasp'd. 
■  Whilst  thus  she  stood,  and  made  a  piercing  moan, 
By  chance  her  emerald  touch'd  the  rugged  stone ; 
That  moment  gleam'd  from  Heaven  a  golden  ray. 
And  taught  the  gloom  to  counterfeit  0he  day : 
A  winged  youth,  for  mortal  eyes  too  Sir, 
Shot,  like  a  meteor,  through  the  dusky  air ; 
His  heavenly  charms  o*ercame  her  dazzled  sight. 
And  dniwn'd  her  senses  in  a  flood  of  light ; 
H»  sunny  plumes,  descending,  he  displayed  ; 
And,  softly,  thus  address'd  the  moun^l  maid : 

**  Say,  thou,  who  dost  yon  wondrous  ring  possess, 
What  cares  disturb  thee,  or  what  wants  oppress  ; 
To  faithful  ears  disclose  thy  secret  grief. 
And  hope  (so  Heaven  ordains)  a  quick  relief." 

The  maid  replied,  **  Ah,  sacred  genius !  bear 
A  hopeless  damsel  from  this  land  of  care  ; 
Waft  me  to  softer  dimes  and  lovelier  plains, 
Where  nature  smiles,  and  spring  eternal  reigns." 

She  spoke ;  and,  swiftertban  the  glance  of  thought. 
To  a  fair  ble  his  sleeping  charge  he  brought 

Now  morning  breath'd ;  the  scented  air  was  mild, 
Each  meadow  blo8som*d,  and  each  valley  smil*d ; 
■  On  every  shrub  the  pearly  dew-drops  hung, 
On  every  branch  a  feather'd  warbler  sung ; 
The  cheerful  spring  her  flowery  chaplets  wove. 
And  incenae-breathing  gales  periuro'd  the  grove. 

The  damsel  roee ;  and,  lott  in  glad  surprise. 
Cast  round  the  gay  expanse  her  opening  eyes; 
That  shone  with  pleasure,  like  a  starry  beam. 
Or  moonlight  sparkling  on  a  silver  stream. 
She  thought  some  nymph  most  haunt  that  lovely 

scene. 
Some  woodland  goddess,  or  some  fairy  queen ; 
At  iMst  she  hop'd  in  some  sequester'd  vale 
To  hear  the  shepherd  tell  his  amorous  tale : 
Led  by  these  flattering  hopes,-»from  glade  to  gUide, 
From  lawn  to  lawn,  with  hasty  steps  she  stray'd  ; 
But  not  a  nymph  by  stream  or  fountain  stood. 
And  not  a  fairy  glided  through  the  wood ; 
No  damsel  waptonM  o'er  the  dewy  flow'rs, 
No  shepherd  sung  beneath  the  rosy  bow'rs  : 
On  every  side  she  saw  vast  moantains  rise. 
That  thrust  their  daring  foreheads  in  the  skies  ; 
The  rodu  of  polish'd  alabaster  seem*d. 
And  ia  tht  Sud  tb«r  lofty  tommits  gletmU 


ShecaU'dalood;  but  not  a  foiee  replied. 
Save  Echo,  babbling  firom  the  OMuntain's  nde. 

By  this,  had  night  o'ercast  the  gloomy  aoenay 
And  twinkling  stars  emblaz'd  the  blue  serene:-^ 
Yet  on  she  wander'd — ^till,  with  grief  o'pprest. 
She  fell ;  and,  faUin^^  smote  her  snowy  breait  : 
Now,  to  the  Heavens  her  guilty  bead  she  reais. 
And  pours  her  bursting  sorrow  into  tears  ; 
Then  plaintive  speaks,  "  Ah,  fond  mistaken  maid  I 
How  was  thy  mind  by  gilded  hopes  betray'd  ! 
Why  didst  thou  wish  f&  bowers  and  flowery  hilli^ 
For  smiling  meadows,  and  for  puHing  rills ; 
Since  on  those  hills  no  youth  or  daonsel  roves. 
No  shephenf  haunts  the  solitary  groves  ? 
Ye  meads,  that  glow  with  intermingled  dyes. 
Ye  flowering  palms,  that  from  3ron  hillocks  rife. 
Ye  quivering  brooks,  that  softly  murmur  by. 
Ye  pantiag  gales,  that  on  the  branches  die ; 
Ah  !  why  has  Nature  through  ber  gay  domain 
Display'd  your  beauties,  yet  displayed  in  vain  } 
In  vain,  ye  flowers,  jrou  boast  your  vernal  blooni. 
And  waste  in  barren  air  your  fresh  perfume. 
Ah  !  leave,  ye  wanton  birds,  yon  lonely  spray  ^ 
Unheard  you  warble,  and  unseen  you  play : 
Yet  stay  till  fate  has  fixM  my  early  doom. 
And  strow  with  leaves  a  hapless  damsePs  tomb. 
Some  grot  or  grassy  bank  shall  be  my  bier. 
My  maiden  berse  unwater'd  with  a  tear." 

Thus  while  she  mourns,  o'erwhelm*d  in  deep  de- 
spair. 
She  rends  her  silken  robes,  and  golden  hair : 
Her  fiital  ring,  the  cause  of  all  ber  woes. 
On  a  hard  rock  with  maddening  rage  she  throws  ( 
The  gem,  rebounding  from  the  stone,  displays 
Its  verdant  hue,,  and  sheds  refreshing  rays : 
Sudden  descends  the  genius  of  the  ring. 
And  drops  celestial  fragrance  from  his  wing ; 
Then  speaks,  '*  Who  odls  me  from  the  realms  ot 

day? 
Ask,'  and  I  grant;  ooomiand,  and  I  obey  ?" 
She  drank  his  melting  words  with  ravisb'd  ears. 
And  stopp'd  the  gushing  current  of  her  tears  } 
Then  kiss'd.  bis  skirts,  that  like  a  ruby  gloWd, 
And  said,  "  O  bear  me  to  my  sire's  abode." 

Straight,  o'er  her  eyes  a  shady  veil  arose. 
And  all  her  soul  was  lull'd  m  still  repose. 
By  this,  #ith  flow'rs  the  rosy-fint:er'd  dawn 
Had  spread  each  dewy  hill  and  verdurous  lawn  ; — 
She  wak'd  ;  and  saw  a  new-tmilt  tomb,  that  stood 
In  the  dark  bosom  of  a  solemn  wood. 
While  these  sad  sounds  her  trembUng  ears  invade,— 
'*  Beneath  yon  marble,  sleeps  thy  fother's  shade." 
She   sigh'd ;  she  wept ,  she  struck  her  pensive 

breast; 
And  bade  his  urn  in  peaceful  slumber  rest 

And  now,  in  silence,  o'er  the  gloomy  land. 
She  saw  advance  a  slowly-winding  band ;  [hue 

Their  cheeks  were  veil'd,  their  robes  of  OKMiniful 
Flow'd  o'er  the  lawn,  and  swept  the  peariy  dew  ; 
O'er  the  fresh  turf  they  sprinkled  sweet  perfume^ 
And  strow'd  with  flowers  the  venerable  tomb. 
A  graceful  matron  walk'd  before  the  train. 
And  tun'd  in  notes  of  woe  the  funeral  strain : 
When  from  her  face  her  silken  veil  she  (brew. 
The  watchful  maid  her  aged  mother  knew. 
O'erpow  Vd  with  bursting  joy,  she  runs  to  meet 
The  moumidg  dame,  and  foils  before  her  feet. 
The  matron  with  surprise  her  daughter  rears. 
Hangs  oa  tier  oecki  aod  minglei  tout  with  tem. 
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Kov  o'er  the  tomb  tbeir  lMom*d  rites  they  pay, 
Aod  fbroi  with  lamps  mn  artificial  day : 
Ere  loog  the  damsel  reached  her  natire  Tale, 
'  told,  -witb  jo3rfal  heart,  her  moral  tale  ; 
i^*d  to  Heaven,  and  lost  to  all  betide, 
t  IhrM  cooteotedy  and  contented  died. 


TSS 

BNCSANTED  WnUTT; 

THE  HINDU  WIFEs 

a«  autidilotum  tau. 

{Writtm  t»  tkt  Prwmc*  cfMalmr.l 

*  O  torur  age  i  by  Brahmem  fam'd, 

Pnre  Scyte  Yog  *  m  Samcrit  nam*d  I 

Belightlvll  Not  for  copt  of  gold. 

Or  arnee  a  thootand  centmies  old  ; 

Or  OMO,  degenerate  now  and  Hoall, 

Theo  ooe-aod-tirenty  cobitt  tall : 

Kot  that  plump  cows  foil  adders  bore^ 

jkad  bovb  with  hdy  and  '  ran  o'er; 

Kot  that,  by  deities  defended 

Thb,  boar^  snake,  lion  «  ,  heav'n-desoeDdedy        ^ 

LearnM  pandits,  now  grown  sticks  and  doos, 

Re«l  fitft  the  Na|cry  of  the  gods  ^ 

Aod  laymen,  fiuthfiil  to  Narayn  * 

Beter'd  m  Brahma's  mystic  strain '' ; 

Not  that  all  snljects  spoke  plain  tratby 

While  rajas  cherish'd  eki  and  youth. 

No    |ct  delightfiil  times  I  because 

Natore  tbenreign>d,  and  Nature's  laws  ; 

When  females  of  the  softest  kind 

Were  onaSeded,  anconfin*d  i 

And  this  grand  rule  firom  none  was  hidden  *  ; 

What  pleaseth,  hath  no  law  forbidden." 

Tlias  with  a  lyre  in  India  strange  ^ 

Amiota's  poet  wouM  have  sung  ; 
And  thus  too,  in  a  modest  way,     , 
An  TirttMus  males  will  sing  or  say: 
Bat  swarthy  nymphs  of  Hindustan 
Loek  deeper  than  short-sighted  man, 
Aod  thus,  in  some  poetic  chime, 
Woald  speak  with  reason,  as  witb  rhyme: 

>  A  parody  on  the  ode  in  Tasso's  Aminta,  be- 
^max^  O  bella  eta  dell'oro ! 

<  The  golden  age  of  the  Hindus. 

'  Galled  Joghrat,  the  food  of  Crishna  in  his  rafon- 
cy  and  youth. 

*  The  foar  first  Aratars,  or  incarnation  of  the 
fivinespffrft. 

*  The  Sanscrit  or  Sangscrit,  is  written  in  letters 
so  named. 

^  Narayn  or  Narajran,  the  spirit  of  Ood. 

''  The  Vayds,  or  sacred  writings  of  Brahma,  called 
Rig,  8am,  and  Yejar :  doubts  have  been  raised 
eooc  Hniog  the  authority  of  the  foorth,  or  At'henren 
Vayd. 

>Sepinee^«laoai        Ta«o. 


"  O  lorelier  age,  by  Brabmens  fam*d, 
Gay  Dwapar  Yug  *  in  Sanscrit  nam'd ! 
Delightful !  though  impure  with  brass 
In  many  a  green  ill-scented  mass  ; 
Though  husbands  butsev'n  cubits  high. 
Must  in  a  thousand  summers  die  ; 
Though,  in  the  lives  of  dwindled  men. 
Ten  parts  were  sin ;  religion,  ten; 
Though  cows  woukl  rarely  fill  the  pail. 
But  made,  th'  expected  cream- bowl  foil ; 
Though  laizy  pendits  ill  could  read 
(No  care  of  ours)  their  Yejar  Veid  ; 
Though  rajas  looked  a  little  proud. 
And  ranies  rather  spoke  too  loud  ; 
Though  gods,  displayed  to  mortal  view 
In  mortal  forms,  were  only  two ; 
(Yet  Crishna  >*»,  sweetest  youth,  was  one, 
Crishna,  whose  cheeks  outblaz'd  the  Sun ;)  ; 
Delightful,  ne'ertheless !  because 
Not  bound  by  vile  unnat'ral  laws. 
Which  curse  this  age  from  Caley  n  nam'd. 
By  some  base  woman-hater  fram'd. 
Preposl'rons !  that  one  biped  vain 
Should  drag  ten  housewives  in  his  train. 
And  stuff  them  in  a  gaody  cage. 
Slaves  to  weak  hist,  oir  potent  rage  ! 
Not  such  the  Dwapar  Yug  !— oh  then 
One  buxom  dame  might  wed  five  men.*^ 

True  history,  in  solemn  terms. 
This  philosophic  lore  confirms ; 
For  India  once,  as  now  cold  Tibet  i^, 
A  group  unusual  might  exhibit. 
Of  several  husbands  free  from  strife, 
link'd  foiriy  to  a  single  wife ! 
Hius  botanists,  with  eyes  acute 
To  see  prolific  dust  minute. 
Taught  by  their  leam*d  northeni  Brahmen  ^ 
To  class  by  pistil  and  by  stamen. 
Produce  from  nature's  rich  dominion 
Flow*rs  polyandrian  monogynian. 
Where  embryon  blossoms,  fruits,  and  leaves 
Twenty  prepare,  and  one  receives. 

But,  lest  my  word  should  not  avail. 
Ye  foir,  to  no  unholy  tale 
Attend  ^*.    Five  thousand  years  ^  ago. 
As  annals,  in  Benares  show,. 
When  Pando  chiefo  with  Curus  fSought  ^p 
And  each  the  throne  imperial  sought. 


^Tbe  brazen  age,  or  that  in  which  vice  and 
virtue  were  in  equal  proportion. 

10  The  Apollo  of  India. 

1^  The  earthen  age,  or  that  of  Caly  or  imparity  s 
this  verse  alludes  to  Caley,  the  Hecate  of  the  In- 
dians. 

IS  See  the  accounts  puMisbed  in  thePhifooophieal 
Transactions,  from  the  papers  of  M.  Bogle. 

13  Linnieus. 

i«  The  story  is  told  by  the  Jesuit  Boocbet,  in  hit 
letter  to  Huet  bbhop  of  Avraoches. 

1^  A  round  number  is  chosen ;  but  the  Caly  Yug, 
a  little  before  which  Crislraa  disappeared  from  this 
world,  began  4884  years  ago,  that  is,  according  to 
our  cbronologists,  747  before  the  flootFl ;  and  by  tho 
calculation  of  M.  Bailly,  but  454  after  the  founda- 
tion of  the  lodjan  empire.  ' 

^  This  war,  which  Crishna  fomented  in  fovoor 
of  tht  Paadu  prince,  Yndhishttt^  n^pUfid  Vyaa 
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Five  brothers  of  the  re^  Ibe 
BlazM  high  with  quahties  divine. 
The  first  a  prince  without  bis  peer. 
Just,  pioat,  liberal  Yudhisbteir  >'' ; 
»TheD  Eijnn,  to  the  base  a  rod» 
An  hero  fiivour'd  by  a  god  *« 
Bheima,  like  mountain-leopard  strong, 
Unrivard  m  th'  enibfUtled  throng ; 
Bold  Nacnl,  fir'd  by  nobler  sbanoe 
To  emulate  firatemai  fiune ; 
And  Sebdeo,  flushed  with  manly  grace. 
Bright  virtoe  dawning  in  his  fac9 : 
To  these  a  dame,  devoid  of  care, 
Blythe  Dranpady,  the  debonair, 
Benown'd  for  beauty,  and  for  wit. 
In  wedlock's  pleasing  chain  was  kmt  ^K 

It  fbrtun'd,  at  an  idle  boor. 
This  five-mal'd  single-femard  flow'r 
One  balmy  motjn  of  fruitful  May 
Through  vales  and  meadows  toul(  it*  way. 
A  low  thatcb*dmaMion  met  their  eye 
In  trees  umbrageous  bosom'd  high ; 
Near  it  (no  sight,  young  maids !  fix  yon) 
A  temple  rose  to  Mahadew  ^o. 
A  thorny  hedge  and  reedy  gaie 
Enclosed  the  gasden's  homely  tt^U  i 
Plain  in  its  noaii^ess :  thither  w:eiid 
The  princes  and  their  lovely  friend, 
light-pinion'd  gales,  to  charm  the  senseb 
Tl^ir  odorifrous  breath  dispense ; 
From  bejas  ^  pearl'4ff  or  pointed,  bloom. 
And  malty  rich,  ther  steal  perftune : 
There  honey-scented  8ingarbajr> 
And  juhy,  like  a  rising  star. 
Strong  chempa,  dar^  by  camdei^ 
And  mulsery  of  paler  hue, 
Cayoia^,  whicb  tbe  ranies  wear 
la  tangles  of  their  silken  hair. 
Bound  babul-flow'rs  ^  and  gulachcin 
Dyed  like  tbe  shell  of  beauty's  queen. 
Sweet  mindy  ^  pressed  for  crimsoo  stains^ 
£   i  sacred  tulsy  ^  pride  of  plains. 
With  sewty,  small  unblushing  rose. 
Their  odours  mix,  their  tints  discloaa, 

with  the  subject  of  his  DoUe  epic  poem  Mibab- 
harat. 

"  This  woi;d  is  ooooiooly  proBOonoed  with  a 
strong  accent  on  the  last  letter,  but  the  preceding 
vowel  is  short  in  Sengscrit  The  prince  is  called  on 
t|kf  OQfst  dbeoDf  ny,  or  obiefnagislnte. 

'*  The  Oeita,  containing  iastractioBs  to  Equb, 
was  composed  by  Crishn^  who  peooUariy  distin- 
guishad  him. 

^  Yudbeishtek  and  Dmupady,  called  DroUkda  by 
M.  Sonnerat,  are  deified  on  the  coast,  and  their 
liMgit,  of  which  that  writer  exhibits  ajs  engvaving,  is 
named  the  prpoession  of  fire,  because  she  paaiod 
every  year  hum  one  of  her  five  husbands  to  ano- 
tl)ar,  aftMT  a  soleam  pavi^oatiofi  by  that  element 
In  the  Bhasba  1aogu«ga  her  name  is  written  Drop^. 

«  The  Indian  Jupiter. 

Si  The  varieties  of  Bela,  and  the  thrae  flopen 
^ext  mentioned,  are  bcNMitiiEbl  species  of  Jipmi*. 

232  Tbe  Indian  Spikenaid 

«)  The  www,  QrUu»aeacia,thaftifiQdooes^ 
Arabian  gum. 

i*  CaUed  alfabimia  by  the  Arabt. 

^  Of  thatinii  called  opyn^uio. 


And,  as  a  gemnxM  tiar%  ht^iH, 
Paint  the  fresh  branches  with  delight 

One  tree  above  all  others  tower*d 
With  shrubs  and  saplings  close  embower'd^ 
For  every  blooming  child  of  spring 
Paid  homage  to  the  verdant  kingt 
Aloft  a  solitary  fruit, 
Full  sixty  cubiu  from  the  root, 
Kiss'd  by  ihe  breeze,  luxuriant  hung. 
Soft  chrysolite  with  emValds  strung. 
"  I'ry  we,"  said  Eijun  indiscreet, 
"  If  yon  proud  fruit  be  sb^p  or  sweet ; 
My  shaft  its  parent  stalk  shall  wound : 
Receive  it,  ^  it  reach  the  ground." 

Swift  as  his  word,  an  arrow  flew : 
The  dropping  prise  besprent  with  dew 
The  brothers,  m  contention  gay. 
Catch,  and  on  gitf^rc'd  berbege  lay. 

That  instant  scarlet  lightnings  flash. 
And  Jemna's  waies  her  borders  lash, 
Crisbna  from  Swerga's  ^  height  descends, 
Observaot  of  bis  esoctal  feici^ : 
Not  such,  as  in  his  eariiest  years. 
Among  his  wanton  oowherd  pe^rs. 
In  Gocnl  or  Brind^bes's  ^  glwlM, 
He  sported  with  the  dairy-maids  ; 
Or,  having  pip'd  and  danc'd  eooogb, 
aos'd  the  brisk  night  with  bhadman' 
(List,  antiquaries !    and  veoord 
Thn  pastime  of  the  Qopia's  lord  >»  ) 
But  radiant  with  elbeseal  Are : 
Nared  alone  could  bards  inspire 
In  lofty  |k>kes  ^  his  mien  to  traoe. 
And  uoimagiaaUe  grace. 
With  human  voice,  in  human  form, 
He  mildly  spake  and  hush'd  the  storm  s 
"  O  morUls  ever  prooe  to  iUl 
Too  rashly  Efjun  provM  his  skill. 
Yon  fruit  a  pioos  Muny  '^  owns. 
Assistant  of  our  beav'nly  Huooes. 
The  golden  ptUp  each  month  renew'dy 
Supplies  him  with  ambrosiai  food. 
Should  he  the  daring  archer  cocse 
Not  Mentra  ^  deep,  nor  magic  varse^ 
Your  gorgeous  palaces  could  save 
From  flames,  your  embers,  from  the  wave  s\  » 

Tbe  princes,  whom  th'  immoderate  Maze 
Fofbids  their  sightless  eyes  to  raise. 
With  doubled  handa  his  aid  imploce^ 
And  vow  submissioa  to  his  lore. 
*'  One  remedy,  and  simply  one^ 
Or  take,"  said  he,  '<  or  be  undone: 
Let  each  his  crimes  or  fiiuhs  confess^ 
Tbe  greatest  name,  omit  the  lesst 

^  The  Heaven  of  Indra,  or  the  Empyreua. 

'f  In  (he  district  of  Biat'hoia  not  far  froi^  the 
Agnu 

s  This  IS  told  in  the  Bhagawat 

»  Gopy  Nat'h,  a  title  oC  Crisbna,  oocreypiipg 
with  Nyrophagetes,  an  epithet  of  Neptune. 

»  T^tra^cks  wiibput  rhyme. 

31  An  inspired  writer :  twenty  are  so  called. 

9s  Incentation. 

tt  This  will  receive  iliustiation  frooi  a  passage  in 
the  Rumayen :  **  fiven  be,  who  cannot  be  slain  t»y 
the  ponderous  arms  of  Indre,  nor  by  those  of  Caly;, 
nor  by  the  terrible  cheera  (or  discus)  of  Vishnu, 
shall  be  destroyed,  if  a  Brahmw  ^fmccate  him,  as 
if  he  were  consumed  by  ^"^-'^^/-^/jTp 
o 


TALES. 


^97 


Yoar  actioDt,  words,  e'en  thoag)\U  ttJta\  j 
No  part  roust  Draupady  conceal : 
So  shall  the  fruit,  as  each  applies 
The  faithful  charm,  ten  cubits  rise  : 
Till«  if  the  dame  be  frank  and  true. 
It  join  the  branch  where  lale  it  grew." 
He  smil'd  and  shed  a  transient  ^leam  ; 
Then  vanish'd  like  a  morning  dream. 

Now,  long  entranced,  each  waking  brother 
Star*d  with  amazement  on  another. 
Their  consort's  cheek  forgot  its  glow, 
And  pearly  tears  began  to  flow  ; 
When  Yudishteir,  high-gifled  man. 
His  plain  confession  thus  began. 

'*  Inconstant  Fortune's  wreathed  smiles, 
Duryodhen's  raore,  Duryddhen's  wiles,     ' 
Fires  rais'd  for  this  devoted  head. 
E'en  poison  for  my  brethren  spread, 
My  wand'rings  through  wild  scenes  of  woe. 
And  persecuted  life  you  know. 
Rude  waasailers  defiled  my  halls. 
And  riot  shook  my  palace-walls. 
My  treasures  wasted.    This  and  more 
With  resignation  calm  I  bore; 
But,  when  the  late  descending  god 
Gave  all  I  wished  with  soothing  nod. 
When,  by  his  counsel  and  his  aid. 
Our  banners  danc'd,  our  clarions  bray'd 
(Be  this  my  greatest  crime  confess'd). 
Revenge  sate  ruJcr  in  my  breast : 
I  panted  fiH-  the  tug  of  arms. 
For  skirmish  hot,  for  fierce  alarms ; 
Then  had  my  shaft  Duryodhen  rent. 
This  heart  had  glow'd  with  sweet  content'^ 

He  ceas'd :  the  living  gold  upspruog. 
And  from  the  bank  ten  cubits  hung. 

Embolden'd  by  this  fair  success. 
Next  Erjun  hasten'd  to  confess  : 
**  When  I  with  Aswatthima  fought; 
My  noose  the  fell  assassin  caught ; 
My  spear  transfix'd  him  to  the  ground : 
His  giant  limbs  firm  cordage  bound : 
His  holy  thread  extorted  awe 
Spar'd  by  religion  and  by  law ; 
But,  when  hi»  murd'rous  hands  I  view'd 
In  blameless  kindred  gore  imbued. 
Fury  my  boiling  bosom  sway'd. 
And  Rage  unsheatb'd  my  willing  blade : 
Then,  had  not  Crishna*8  arm  divine 
With  gentle  touch  suspended  mine. 
This  hand  a  Brahmen  had  destroy'd. 
And  vultures  with  his  blood  been  cloy'd."— 

The  fruit;  forgiving  Eijun*s  dart. 
Ten  cubits  rose  with  eager  start. 

Flush'd  with  some  tints  of  hdnest  shame, 
Bheima  to  his  confes<!ion  came : 
**  Twas  at  a  feast  for  battles  won 
From  Dhriter&shtra's  guileful  son. 
High  on  the  board  in  vases  pil'd 
All  vegetable  nature  smil'd  : 
proud  anaras  ^4  his  beauties  told. 
His  verdant  crown  and  studs  of  gold, 
To  dallim  ^  whose  soft  rubies  laugh'd 
Bursting  with  joice,  that  gods  have  quaff  >d  : 
R^  kellas  ^  here  in  heaps  were  seen, 
Kellas,  the  golden  and  the  green. 


Pomegranat*.      ^  Plantains. 
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With  ambas  "  priz'd  on  distant  coasts, 
Whose  birth  the  fertile  Ganga  boasU  : 
(Some  gleam  like  silver,  some  ouuhine 
Wrought  ingots  from  Besoara's  mine;) 
Corindas  there,  too  sharp  alone. 
With  honey  mix'd,  impurpled  shone ; 
Talsans  ^  his  liquid  crystal  spread, 
Pluck'd  from  high  Ura's  tufted  beaid  ; 
Round  jamas  ^  delicate  as  fistr. 
Like  rose-water  perfum'd  the  air ; 
Bright  salvers  high-rais'd  comlas  ^^  held 
Like  topazes  which  amrit  <i  sweli'd  | 
While  some  delicious  attas  *^  bore 
And  catels  ^  warm,  a  sugar'd  store  ; 
Others  with  hula's  grains  were  heap'd. 
And  mild  papayas  honey-steep'd  ; 
Or  sweet  ajeirs  **  the  red  and  pale. 
Sweet  to  the  taste  and  in  the  gale. 
Here  marked  we  purest  basons  fraught 
With  sacred  cream  and  fam'd  joghr&t ; 
Nor  saw  we  not  rich  bowls  contain 
The  chawla's  ^  light  nutritious  grain. 
Some  virgin-like  in  native  pride, 
And  some  with  strong  haldea  ^  dyed  ; 
Some  tasteful  to  dull  palates  made  , 

If  merich  *'^  lerd  his  fervent  aid,    ' 
Or  langa  ^  shap'd  like  od'rous  nails, 
Whose  scent  o'er  groves  of  spice  prevails. 
Or  adda  «*  breathing  gentle  heat. 
Or  joutery  ^  both  warm  and  sweet. 
Supiary  **  next  (in  p&na  *«  chew'd. 
And  catha  ^  with  strong  pow'rs  endned, 
Mix'd  with  elachy's  ^  glowing  seeds. 
Which  some  remoter  climate  breeds,) 
Near  jeifei  **  sate,  like  jeifel  fram'd, 
Though  not  for  equal  fragrance  nam'd  : 
Last,  nargal  ^  whom  all  ranks  esteem, 
Pour'd  in  full  cups  his  dulcet  stream  : 
Long  I  surveyM  the  doubtful  board 
With  each  high  delicacy  stor'd  ; 
Then  freely  gratified  my  soul. 
From  many  a  dish,  and  many  a  bowl. 
Till  health  was  lavish'd,  as  my  time : 
Intemp'rance  was  my  f^tal  crime." 

Up  rose  the  fruit ;  and  now  mid*way 
Suspended  shone  like  blazing  day. 

Nacal  then  spoke :  (a  blush  overspread 
His  cheeks,  and  conscious  droop'd  his  head  : ) 
"  Before  Duryodhen,  ruthless  king, 
Taught  his  fierce  darts  in  air  to  sing. 
With  bright-arm'd  rank,  by  Crishna  tent, 
Elate  from  Indraprest  ^  I  went 
Through  eastern  realms ;  and  vanquished  all 
From  rough  Asm6ra  to  Nipil. 
Where  every  mansion,  new  and  old, 
Flam'd  with  Barbmic  gems  and  gokL 
Here  shone  with  pride  the  regal  stores 
On  iv'ry  roo6,  and  cedrine  floors  ^ 

^  Mangot. 

38  Palmjrra-fruit.  ^9  Rose-Apples. 

<o  Oranges.  «'  The  Hindu  nectar. 

*i  Cusurd  apples.  *^  Jaik-fruit. 

«  Guayavas.         ♦*  Rice.  <«  Turmerick. 

♦7  Indian  pepper.         ««  Cloves.        <*  Ginger. 

50  Mace.        4i  Areca-nnt.         *«  BeteMeaf. 

^  What  we  call  Japan-earth.      ^  Cardamums. 

M  Nutmeg.        M  Cocoa-nut.        ^"i  Dehly. 
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Tbere  diadems  of  prica  oolmovQ 
BlazM  with  each  all-attracting  stone ; 
Firm  diamonds,  like  tixM  honour  true, 
Some  pink,  and  some  of  yellow  hue, 
Some  black,  yet  not  the  less  esteemed ; 
The  rest  like  tranquil  Jemma  gleamM, 
When  in  her  bed  the  Gopia  lave 
Betray'd'  by  the  pellucid  wave ; 
Like  raging  fire  the  ruby  glow'd, 
Or  soft,  but  radiant,  water  showed ; 
Pcfre  amethysts,  in  rich^  ore 
Oft  found,  a  purple  vesture  wore ; 
Sapphires,  like  yon  ethereal  plain  ; 
Em'ralds,  like  piepel  ^  fresh  with  rain  ; 
Gay  topazes,  translucent  gold ; 
Pale  cIu3r9olites  of  softer  mould  ; 
Fam'd  beryls,  like  the  serge  marine, 
light  azure  mix*d  with  modest  green  ; 
Refracted  ev'ry  varying  dye. 
Bright  as  yon  bow,  that  girds  the  sky* 
Here  opals,  which  all  hues  unite, 
Display*d  their  many-ttnctur'-d  light. 
With  turcoises  divinely  blue, 
(Though  doubts  arise  where  first  they  grew^ 
Whether  chaste  elephantine  bone 
By  minerals  ting'd,  or  native  stone,) 
And  pearls  unblemisb'd,  such  as  deck 
Bhav4ny*s  *»  wrist  or  Lecshmy*s  *  neck* 
Each  castle  rai^d,  each  city  stonn'd. 
Vast  loads  of  pillagM  wealth  I  formed. 
Not  for  my  coffers ;  though  they  bore, 
As  you  decreed,  my  lot  and'  more. 
Too  pleasM  the  brilliant  heap  I  storM, 
Too  charming  seemed  the  guarded  board : 
An  odious  vice  this  heart  assail'd ; 
Base  Av'rice  for  a  time  prevail'd," 
.  Th'  enchanted  orb  ten  cubits  flew. 
Straight  as  the  shaft,  which  Erjuu  drew* 

Sehdio,  with  youthful  ardour  bpld. 
Thus,  penitent,  his  failings  told : 
**  From  clouds,  by  folly  rais'd,  these  eyes 
Experience  clear'd,  and  made  me  wise  ; 
For,  when  the  crash  of  battle  roar'd, 
'  When  death  rain'd  blood  from  spear  and  swovd« 
When,  in  the  tempest  of  alarms, 
Horse  roU'd  on  horse,  arms  clashed  with  ams* 
Such  acts  1  saw  by  others  done. 
Such  iperils  brayM,  such  trophies  woo. 
That,  while  my  patriot  bosom  glow'dt 
Though  some  fa'mt  skill,  some  streogth  I  tkom%  ' 
And,  no  dull  gazei^on  the  field,  , 

This  hero  slew,  that  forc'd  to  yiald^ 
Yet,  meek  Humility,  to  thee. 
When  Eijun  fought,  low  sook  my  knUde : 
But,  ere  the  din  of  war  beg^n. 
When  blackening  cheeks  just  majrk*d  th^  JBW^ 
Myself  invincible  1  deeoi'd. 
And  great,  without  a  rival,  aecm'd* 
Whene'er  I  sought  the  sportful  plaii^ 
No  youth  of  all  the  onartial  train 
With  arm  so  strong,  or  eye  so  true 
The  ohecra's  *'  pointed  circle  threw  • 
None,  when  the  polished  cane  we  bent» 
;^  far  the  ligbt-wing'd  arrow  seoti  . 

SB  A  sacrad  tree  like  ao  npis*  ^ 

»  The  Indian  Venus.  ep  jhe  IsdiftpCBin^ 

«i  A  radiated  metalling  ri%  iiaed  as  a  miaiUe 
weapoQ.    ' 


None  from  the  broad  elastic  reed. 

Like  me,  gave  agnyastra  ^^  speed. 

Or  spread  its  flames  with  nicer  act 

In  many  an  unextinguishM  dart ; 

Or,  when  in  imitated  fight  ' 

We  sported  till  departing  light. 

None  saw  me  to  the  ring  advance 

With  falchion  keen  or  quiv'riug  lance, 

Whose  force  my  rooted  ^eat  oould  shak^ 

Or  on  my  steel  impression  make : 

No  charioteer,  no  racer  fleet 

Overtook  my  wheels  or  rapid  feet 

Next,  when  the  woody  heights  we  sought. 

With  maddening  elephants  I  fought : 

In  vain  their  high-priz*d  tusks  they  gnasVd  ^ 

Their  truaked  heads  my  geda  ^  mash'd. 

No  buffalo,  with  phrensy  strong, 

Gould  bear  my  clatt*ring,thunder  long ; 

No  pard  or  tiger,  from  the  wood 

Reluctant  brought,  this  arm  withstood. 

I^ride  in  my  heart  his  roanskm  fix'd, 

And  with  pure  drops  black  poison  mixM.** 

Swift  rose  the  fruit,  exalted  now 
Ten  cubits  from  his  natal  bough. 

Fair  Draupady,  with  soft  delay. 
Then  spake :  "  Heav*n*s  mandate  I  obey  ; 
Though  nought  essential  to  be  known. 
Has  Ueav'n  to  learn,  or  I  to  own. 
When  scarce  a  damsel,  scarce  a  child. 
In  early  bloom  your  handmaid  smil'd, 
Love  of  the  Worid  her  fancy  mov'd. 
Vain  pageantry  her  heart  approv*d : 
Her  form,  she  tbou;;ht,  and  lovely  mieo. 
All  most  admire,  when  all  had  seen : 
A  thirst  of  pleasure  and  of  praise 
(With  shame  I  speak)  engrossed  my  days  ; 
Nor  were  my  night-thoughts,  1  confess. 
Free  from  solicitude  for  dress ; 
How  best  to  bind  my  flowing  hair 
With  art,  yet  with  an  artless  air ; 
(My  hair,  like  musk  in  scent  and  kue; 
Oh!  blacker  fiur  and  sweeter  too;) 
In  what  nice  braid  or  glossy  curf 
To  fix  a  diamond  or  a  pearl, 
And  where  to  smooth  the  love-spread  tmla 
With  nard  or  jasmin's  fragrant  oils  i 
How  to  adjast  the  golden  tcic  •*, 
And  most  adorn  my  forehead  sleek ; 
What  condals  ^  should  emblaze  my  ears. 
Like  SeiU's  waves  «  or  Sdta's  tears  ^  j 
How  elegantly  to  dispo^ 
Bright  circlets  from  my  well-fbrm'd  notie  ; 
With  string  of  rubies  how  to  deck. 
Or  em'rald  rows,  my  stately  neck,^ 
While  some  thai  ebon  tow*r  embrac*d. 
Some  pendent  sought  my  slender  waist; 

^  Fire-arms,  or  fockets,  early  known  in  India. 

^  A  mace,  or  club. 

^  Properly  teica,  an  ornament  of  gold,  placed 
above  the  nose. 

^  Penden^f 

«  Seita  Cund,  or  the  pool  of  SJeita  the  wife  of 
Ram,  a  the  name  given  to  the  wonderful  -  spring 
at  Mengeir,  with  boiling  water  of  exquisite  dearuesi 
and  purity. 

^  ^er  tean,  whjea  she  was^  n^ade  oaptive  ^  ^ 
giant  Kawaa. 
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Ifotr  next  my  parfled  rt^X  to  cfaooM 

From  silken  ilores  of  varied  hues ; 

TVIkJeb  would  attract  the  roriog  Titw, 

Pink*  Tiolet,  pnrple»  orauge,  blue  i 

The  lovelieat  mantie  to  select. 

Or  anembeltbh'd  or  bedeck'd ; 

And  bow  my  twisted  scarf  to  place 

Witb  moit  iBiinitable  grace ; 
^  (Too  thin  its  wmrp,  too  fine  its  woof, 

For  eyes  of  males  not  beauty-proof;) 

What  skirts  the  mantle  best  would  suit, 

Oinftte  with  stars  or  tissued  fruit. 

The  flowV-embroider'd  or  the  plain 

With  siWer  Or  with  golden  vein ; 

The  cshory  ^  bright,  which  gayly  shows 

Fair  okjeoti,  aptly  to  compose ; 

Warn  each  smooth  arm  and  ea^  soft  wriil 

By  richest  ooseos  *»  might  be  kiss*d ; 

Wlule  aovDe,  my  taper  snkles  round, 

With  sanny  radiance  ting'd  the  ground. 

O  waste  of  many  a  precious  hom- ! 

O  Vanity,  bow  vast  thy  powfl" 

Cnhits  twice  fiwr  th'  ambrosial  flew, 
Sull  fitMn  Its  branch  di^oia'd  by  two. 

Each  husband  now,  with  wild  sarpriiey 
His  oompeers  and  his  ooaaift  eyes ; 
When  Yudiahtetr :  "  Thy  fiHoato  bMast 
Soaae  'Csults,  perfidious,  bath  suppressed. 
Ob  !  give  the  cIo»e-lockM  secret  iXM>m» 
Vnlbkl  its  bud,  expand  its  bloom ; 
Lest,  sinking  with  our  crumbled  halls. 
We  see  red  flames  devour  their  walls.*' 
Abash'd,  yci  with  a  decent  pride, 
Fntn  Draupady  the  fact  denied ; 
Tdl,  through  an  orchard  alley  groeil. 
The  limit  of  that  sacred  scene, 
She  saw  the  dreaded  Mnnr  gO 
With  ste|is  majestically  slow ; 
Then  said  :  (a  ^fled  sigh  she  stole,. 
And  showM  the  conflict  of  her  soul 
By  broken  speech  and  fluttering  heart:) 
"  One  trifle  more  I  most  impart  i 
A  Brahmen  leam*d,  of  pace  intent 
And  kick  demure,  one  mord  yon  sent. 
With  me,  from  SauMirit  old,  to  read 
Each  high  Puran  "^^  each  holy  Veid. 
Hk  thread,  which  Brehm4's  lineage  sboa^d,     . 
<ycr  bb  left  shoulder  graceful  flow'd  5 
Of  Crifthoa  and  his  nymphs  he  redde, 
How  with  nine  maids  the  dance  he  led  ; 
How  they  adorM,  and  he  repaid 
Tb^ir  homage  in  the  sylvan  shade. 
While  this  gay  tale  ray  ^irits  cheer'd, 
So  keen  the  PenHitN  eyes  appeared, 
So  sweet  his  voice — %  blameless  fire 
This  bosoai  could  not  but  inspire. 
Bright  as  a  god  he  seem'd  to  stand : 
The  revVend  volume  left  his  hand. 
With  m'roe  he  pressM*' — With  deep  despair 
Brothers  on  brcAhers  wildly  stare : 
From  Eijun  flew  a  wrathful  glance ;         ^ 
Tow'rd  them  they  saw  their  dread  advance; 
Then,  trembling,  breathless,  pale  with  fear, 
**  Hear  V*  said  the  matron,  **  calmly  hear  1 

ci  A  small  mhrror  worn  10  a  ring. 

•  Bracelets. 

*»  A  iDytbok>gical  and  htHoricil  potm. 


By  Tulsy's  leaf  the  tnrth  t  speak— 
The  Brahmen  only  kissM  my  cheek.*' 

Straight  iU  full  height  the  wonder  ro»e» 
Olad  with  its  native  branch  to  close. 

Now  to  the  walk  approached  the  sage 
Exulting  in  his  verdant  as^  : 
His  hands,  that  touched  his  front,  expressHl 
Due  rev'rence  to  each  princely  guest. 
Whom  to  his  ruml  board  he  led 
In  simple  delicacy  spread, 
With  curds  their  palates  to  regale, 
And  cream-cups  from  the  Oopia^s  pail. 

Could  you,  ye  fair !  like  this  black  wilb^ 
Restore  us  to  primeval  life, 
And  bid  that  apple,  pluck'd  for  Eve 
By  him,  who  might  all  wives  deceive, 
Hang  from  its  parent  boiwh  once  more 
Divine  and  peiiset,  as  beiore, 
Would  you  confess  yoor  little  fhults  ? 
(Great  ones  were  never  in  yvnr  thoughts ;) 
Would  you  the  setrst  wish  mifbld. 
Or  in  your  heart's  full  casket  hold  ? 
Would  you  disclose  your  inmost  mind. 
And  speftk  plain  truy»,  ta  bless  maukind  ? 

"  What  !*'  said  the  guardian  of  our  realm. 
With  waving  cres^  and  fiery  belm^ 
**  What !  are  the  fan-,  whose  heavenly  smilst 
Rain  glory  through  my  cherished  isles. 
Are  they  less  virtuous  or  less  true 
Thau  Indhin  dames  of  sooty  hue  ? 
No,  by  the^v  arms.    The  cold  surmise 
And  doubt  injurious  vainly  rise. 
Yet  dares  a  bard,  who  better  knows. 
This  point  distrustfully  prQoose  : 
Vain  fabler  noW  !  though  oft  before 
His  harp  hai  cheer'd  n;^  sounding  shore.*^ . 

With  brow  austere  the  martial  maid 
Spoke,  and  majestic  trod  the  glade  : 
To  that  fell  cave  her  course  she  held. 
Where  Scandal,  bane  of  mortalf:,  dwellM. 
Outstretched, on fUtb  ^h^  peft  sl^  found,  . 
Black  fetid  vehbn^stretimfiTg  rdund  *  ' 
A  gkiomy  light  just  serv'd  to  show 
The  darkness  of  the  den  below. 
Britannia  with  resistless  mjght 
Soon  draggM  him  from  his  darling  night : 
The  snakes,  that  9*er  his  body  ctfrl'd 
And  flung  his  poison  through  the  world. 
Confounded  with  the  flash  of  day, 
Hi88*d  horinbly  a  hellish  lay. 
His  eyes  with  flames  and  blood  sufli^'d. 
Long  to  the  ethere&l  beam  unus'd. 
Fierce  in  their  gory  sockets  roll'd  ; 
And  desperation  made  him  bold  : 
Pleased  with  the  thought  of  human  woes, 
On  scaly  dragon  feet  he  rose. 
Thus,  when  Asurs  with  impious  rage. 
Durst  horrid  war  with  DevtAs  wage. 
And  darted  many  a  burning  mass 
£*en  on  the  brow  of  gemm'd  Cat  149, 
High  o'A  the  rest,  on  serpents  rcar*d. 
The  griesly  king  of  Deits  aj^ar'd. 

The  nymph  beheld  the  fiend  advance. 
And  couch'd  the  far-extendiu^  lance : 
Dire  drops  he  threw ;  tb*  iufemal  tide 
Her  helm  and  silver  hauberk  dyed  : 
Her  moonlight  shield  before  her  hung  ; 
The  monvtcr  struck,  the  monster  stung : 
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Her  spetr  with  mftoy  a  griding  wotmd 
Fast  naird  him  to  the  groaomg  ground. 
The  wretch,  from  juster  veogeance  freew 
Immortal  ix>m  by  Heaven's  decree. 
With  cfaah»  of  adamant  secur'd,  ' 
Deep  in  cold  gloom  she  left  immar*d. 

Now  reign  at  will,  victorions  fiur ! 
In  British  or  in  Indian  air ; 
Still  with  each  envying  6km*r  adora 
Your  tresses  radiant  as  the  morn  i 
Still  let  each  Asiatic  dye 
Rich  tints  for  yo  ir  gay  robes  supply  ; 
Still  through  the' dance's  labyrinth  floaty 
And  swell  the  sweetiy-lengtben'd  note  ; 
Still,  on  proud  steeds  or  glitt'ring  cars, 
Rise  on  the  course  like  beamy  stars ; 
And  when  charm'd  circles  lound  you  close^ 
Of  rhyming  bards  and  smiling  beaus^ 
Whilst  all  with"  eager  looks  contend 
Their  wit  or  worth  to  reoommend, 
Still  let  your  mild,  yet  piercing,  eyes 
impartially  adjndge  the  prise. 


F4BVLA  PERSICA. . 

RioAirrB  moltes  imbre  campoa  Pcrsidis, 

B  nube  in  SBqnor  lapsa  plufie  guttula  est ; 

Qfsm,  ohm  reluctans  eloqui  sineret  pudor, 

«« Quid  hoe  lod?  inquit,  quid  rei  misetia  sum  } 

Qnb me  repente,  ah  t  qudredactam  sentio?** 

Cftm  ae  Terecundanti  animulft  sp^rneret,. 

NIam  reoepit  gemmeo  concha  in  sinu ; 

Tandemqii^  tenuis  aquula  fiuta  est  unio  j 

None  in  corani  Isota  regis  eoicat, 

Sihi  noo  plaoere  quanta  sit  Tiitosy  dbcem. 
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SwiiT  maid,  if  thon  wonldit charm  my  sights 

And  bid  these  arms  thy  nec^  infold  ; 

That  rosy  cheek,  that  lily  hand, 

Would  give  thy  poet  OMre  delkht 

Than  all  Bocara's  vaunted  gold. 

Than  all  the  gems  of  Samareand. 

Boy  I  let  yon  liquid  mby  flow, 

And  bid  thy  pensive  heart  be  glad, 

Whate'er  the  frowning  zealots  say  ;— 

Tell  them  their  Eden  cannot  show 


EeaiR  an  Turki  Shirazi 
Pedest  ared  dili  mara. 

Be  khali  hinduish  bakhshem 
Samareand  u  Bokbarara. 

Bedeh,  saki,  mei  baki, 
&e  der  jennet  ndUiahi  yaft 


A  stream  so  claar  as  Roenabad, 
A  bower  so  sweet  as  MoseUay. 
O!  when  these  fiur,  perftdiotts  maids. 
Whose  ejres  our  secret  haunts  mfest. 
Their  dear  destructive  charms  display  ;— > 
Each  glance  my  tender  breast  invades. 
And  robs  my  wounded  soul  of  rest ; 
As  Tartars  seize  their  destined  prey. 
In  vain  with  love  our  bosoms  glow : 
Can  all  our  tears,  can  all  our  sighs, 
New  lustre  td  those  charms  impart  ? 
Can  cheeks,  where  living  roses  blow. 
Where  nature  spreads  her  richest  dyes. 
Require  the  boritm'd  gloss  of  art  ? 

Speak  not  of  iiite  :~«h  !  change  the  theoM^ 
And  talk  of  odours,  talk  of  wine. 
Talk  of  the  flowers  that  round  us  bloom  :-— 
lis  all  a  cloud,  'tis  all  a  dream : 
To  love  and  joy  thy  thoughts  confine. 
Nor  hope  to  pierce  the  sacred  gloom* 
Beauty  has  Such  resistlen  power. 
That  even  the  chaste  Egyptian  dame 
Sigh*d  for  the  blooming  Hebrew  boy  % 
For  her  how  fatal  was  the  hour. 
When  to  the  banksof  Nilns  came 
A  youth  so  kyvely  and  so  Coy  I 
But  al^  sweet  maid  I  my  counsel  hear,— - 
(Youtn  should  attend  wbien  those  advise 
Whom  long  experience  renders  sage,) 
While  music  charms  the  ravishM  ear  ; 
While  sparkling  cups  delight  our  eyes. 
Be  gay;  and  scorn  the  frowns  of  age. 
What  cruel  ansner  have  \  heard  I 
And  yet,  by  Heaven,  I  love  thee  still : 
Can  angfat  be  cruel  from  thy  lip  ? 
Yet  say,  bow  ttW  that  bitter  word 
From  lips.which  streams  of  sweetness  fill^ 
Which  nought  but  drops  of  honey  sip  } 

Knnari  abi  Roenabad, 

Ve  gulgesh*ti  Moaellara« 
,    Fogan  kein  Kiliani  shokh 

1  shiringari  sfaehrashob 
Chunan  berbendi  sabr  az  dSl 

Ke  Turcan  khani  yagmara. 
Ze  eshki  na  temami  ma 

Jamali  yari  mostagnist ; 
Be  ab  u  reng  u  khal  u  khatt 

Che  higet  ruyi  zibara. 
Hadis  az  p^ntreb  n  mei  gu, 

Va  razi  dehri  kemler  jo, 
Ke  kes  nekshud  u  nekshiued 

Be  hikmet  ein  moammaia. 
Men  az  an  husni  razafimn 

Ke  Yusttf  dashti  danestd& 
Ke  eshk  az  perdei  ismet 

Benin  ared  Zuleikhanu 
Nasibet  goshi  kun  jana, 

Ke  az  jan  dostiter  dareud 
Juvanani  saadetmend 

Ipeodi  peeridananu 
Bedem  gufti,  va  khursendaBf 

Afac  alia,  neku  gufti, 
Jawaby  telkhi  mizeibed 

Lel^  lali  sheker  khara. 
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f Jo  boldly  fortb,  my  timple  Uf, 
Whose  accents  flow  with  artless  ease. 
Like  orient  pearb  at  random  strong : 
•Thy  notes  are  sweet,  the  damsels  say; 
But  O  !  iar  sweeter,  If  they  please 
The  nymph  for  whom  these  notes  are  sung. 

Oazel  gafti  vedarrsufti, 

Bea  Takhosh  bnkhan  Elafii, 
Ke  ber  nazmi  to  afsiianed 

Feiek  ikdi  suriara. 


A  SONG, 

nOlf  THE   raaSIA)!,    PAIAPHRASSD   IK  tab    MKASOftB 
OP  THB   ORICINAU 

SwBBT  ak  the  rose  that  scents  the  gale, 
Bright  as  the  lily  of  the  vale. 
Yet  with  a  heart  like  summer  hail, 

Marring  each  beauty  thou  bearest.  v 

Beauty  like  thine,  all  nature  thrills ; 
And  when  the  Moon  her  circle  fills, 
Pale  she  beholds  those  rounder  hilts, 

Which  on  the  breast  thou  wearest. 
Where  could  those  peerless  flowerets  blow  ? 
Whence  are  the  thorns  that  near  them  gruw  ) 
''^ouad  me,  but  smile,  O  lovely  foe, 

Smile  on  the  heart  thou  tearest. 
Sighing,  I  view  that  cypress  waist, 
X)ooin*d  to  afflict  me  till  embraced  ; 
Sighing,  I  view  that  eye  too  chaste. 

Like  the  new  blossom  smiling. 
Spreading  thy  toils  with  hands  divine. 
Softly  thou  wavest  like  a  pine. 
Darting  thy  shafts  at  hearts  like  mine, 

Senses,  aud  soul  beguiling. 
€ee  at  thy  feet  no  vulgar  slave, 
Frantic,  with  love's  encltantinji:  wave, 
Thee,  ere  he  seek  the  gloomy  grave, 

Thee,  bis  blest  idol  styling. 


PLjISSEY-PLAIS  ^> 

A   BALLAD, 
ADDBESSBO  TO   LADY    JUNES,   BY    HBB   IirSBAND. 

August  3,  nSi. 
'Tis  not  of  JAfer,  nor  of  Clive, 

On  Plassey's  glorious  field  I  sing ; 
^Tt*  of  the  best  good  girl  alive, 

Which  most  will  deem  a  prettier  thing. 
The  Son,  in  gaody  palanqiieen. 

Curtained  with  purple,  fring*d  with  gold« 
Firing  no  more  Heav'n**  vault  serene, 

Retir'd  to  sup  with  Ganges  old. 
When  Anna,  to  her  bard  long  dear, 

(Who  lov'd  not  Anna  oo  the  banks 
Of  El  wy  swift,  Of  Testa  clear  ?) 

Tripped  thro*  the  palm  grove's  verdant  ranks. 

s  It  can  soarcely  be  necessary  to  recall  to  the 
recollection  of  the  reader,  the  victory  gained  by 
lord  Clive,  over  Seraj'uddoula,  subahdaror  vice- 
roy of  Bengal,  on  Plassey-Plain. 


Where  thou,  blood-thirsty  ftubahdar. 
Wast  wont  thy  kindred  beasts  to  ohase. 

Till  Britain's  vengeful  hounds  of  war, 
Chas'd  thee  to  that  well-destfai'd  place. 

She  knew  what  monsters  rang'd  the  brake, 
StainM  like  thyself  with  humao  gore. 

The  hooded,  and  the  necklac'd  snaka, 
The  tiger  huge,  and  tusked  boar. 

To  worth,  and  innoceoue  appror'd^ 
E'en  monsters  of  the  brake  are  friends? 

Thus  o*er  the  plain  at  ease  she  mov'd  :^ 
VVlio  fears  ofience  that  ne^cr  otiSends  > 

Wild  perroquets  first  silence  broke. 
Eager  of  dangers  near  to  prate  | 

But  they  in  English  never  spoke, 
And  she  began  ber  moors  *  of  late. 

Next,  patient  dromedaries  stalk'd, 

And  wished  her  speech  to  understand  } 

But  Arabic  was  all  they  talk'd — 
Oh,  had  her  Arab  been  at  hand  I 

A  serpent  dire,  of  size  minute. 

With  necklace  brown,  and  freckled  side. 
Then  hasten'd  from  her  path  to  shoot, 

And  o*cr  the  narrow  causey  glide. 

Three  elephants,  to  warn  her,  call, 

But  they  no  western  tongue  could  speak  f 

Tho'  once,  at  Pbiiobiblian  stall, 

Fame  says,  a  brother  jabbered  Greek* 

Superfluous  was  their  friendly  zeal ; 

For  what  lias  conscious  truth  to  fear  ? 
Fierce  boars  her  powVfuI  influence  feel. 

Mad  buffiiloes,  or  furious  deer. 

E'en  tigers,  never  aw'd  before. 
And  panting  for  so  rare  a  food. 

She  dauntless  heard  around  her  roar, 
WlNJe  they  the  jackals  vile  pursued. 

No  wonder  since,  on  elfin  land, 

Prais'd  in  sweet  verse  by  bards  adept, 

A  lion  vast  was  known  to  stand. 

Fair  virtue's  guard,  while  Una  slept. 

Yet  oh !  had  one  her  perils  known, 
(Tho'  all  the  lions  in  all  space 

Made  her  security  their  own) 

He  ne'er  had  fbond  a  resting  place. 


AU  FIRMAMENT. 

**  Would  I  were  yon  blue  field  above,^' 
(Said  Plato,  warbling  amVous  lays) 

"  That  with  ten  thousand  eyes  of  love. 
On  thee  for  ever  I  might  gaze." 

My  purer  love  the  wish  disclaims. 

For  were  I,  like  Tiresias,  blind. 
Still  should  1  glow  with  heavenly  flames. 

And  gaze  with  rapture  on  thy  mind. 

s  A  common  expression  (or  the  HindustaiiM,  or 
vernacular  language  of  India. 
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Wake,  ye  nigbUnffal^,  oh,  wake ! 

Can  ye,  idlers,  sleep  $o  lung  ^ 
Quickly  this  dull  silence  break  ; 

Burst  Mirap^uWfl  Into  song : 
Shake  your  plumes,  your  eyes  unclose, 
No  pretext  iar  more  repose. 
Tell  roe  not,  that  winter  drear 

Still  delays  yoar  pvoaiis'd  tale, 
That  no  blossoms  yet  appear, 

Save  the  sDow-^Jrop  in  tbe  dale : 
Tell  me  not  the  woods  are  bare  ;— 
Vaiu  excuse  !  prepare  !  prepare ! 
View  the  billoek,  view  the  meads : 

All  are  verdant,  all  rtre  gay  ; 
Julia  comes,  and  with  h^r  leads 

Health,  and  youth,  and  blooming  May. 
When  she  smiles,  ft«sfa  roses  blow  ; 
Where  she  treads,  fresh  lilies  grow. 
Hail  I  ye  groves  of  Ragley,  hail ! 

Fear  no  more  the  chilling  air : 
Can  your  beauties  eyer^l  ? 

Julia  has  pronounc'd  you  fair. 
She  could  cheer  a  cavern's  gloom, 
Siic  could  make  a  desert  bloom. 


ESSAYS, 


ESSAY   L 

OK  THE   FOtTRY  OP  THE   EASTERN   KATIONS* 

Abasia,  I  mean  that  part  of  it,  wHich  we  call  the 
Happ>',  and  which  the  Asiatics  know  by  the  name 
of  Yemen,  seems  to  be  the  only  country  fn  the 
world,  in  which  we  can  properly  lay  the  scene  of 
pastoral  poetry ;  because  no  nation,  at  this  day, 
can  vie  with  the  Arabians,  in  the  deligbtfulness  of 
their  clioiftte,  and  the  simplicity  of  their  manners. 
There  is  a  valley,  indeed,  to  the  north  of  Indoetan, 
called  Cashmir,  which,  according  to  an  account 
written  by  a  native  of  it,  fS  a  perfect  garden,  ex- 
ceedingly fruitful,  and  watered  by  a  thousand  rivu- 
Tets :  but  when  its  inhabitants  were  subdued  by  the 
stratagem  of  a  Mogul  prince,  they  lost  their  happi- 
ness With  their  liberty,  and  Arabia  retained  its  old 
title  without  any  rival  to  dispute  it  These  are  not 
the  iancics  of  a  poet :  the  beauties  of  Yemen  are. 
proved  by  tlic  concarrent  testimony  of  all  travel- 
lers, by  the  descriptions  of  it  in  all  the  writings  of 
Aaia,  and  by  the  nature  and  situation  of  the  coun- 
try itself,  which  lies  between  the  eleventh  and  fif- 
teenth degrees  of  northern  latitude,  under  a  serene 
iiky,  and  exposed  to  the  most  fkvorable  influence 
of  the  Sun  ;  it  is  enclosed  on  one  side  by  vast  rocks 
and  deserts,  and  defended  oh  the  other  by  a  tem- 
pestuous sea,  so  that  it  seems  to  have  been  design- 
ed by  Providence  for  the  most  secure,  as  well  as 
the  most  beautiful  region  of  the  east  ^ , 

1  I  am  at  a  loss  to  conceive  what  induced  the 

illustrious  prince  Cantemlr  to  contend,  that  Yemen 

is  properly  a  part  of  India  ;    for,  not  to  mention 

Ptolemy,  and  the  other  ancients,  who  considered  it 

<  as  a  province  of  Arabia,  nor  toipsist  on  the  laagnage 


Its  principal  citiefcArt  Sanaa,  nsoally  connderad 
as  its  metropoli&i   Zebid,  a  commercial  town,  that 
lies  in  a  large  plain  near  the  sea  of  Onunan  i   and 
Aden,  surrounded  with  pleasant  gardens  and  woods, 
which  is  situated  elt^ven  degrees  from  tbc  e^alar, 
and  seventy-«ix  frooi  the  Fortunate  Islands,  €r 
Canaries,  where  the  geographers  of  Asia  fix  their 
first  meridian.     It  is  olMiervable  that  Aden,  in  the 
eastern  dialects,  is  precisely  the  same  word  with 
Eden,  which  we  apply  to  the  garden  of  paradise : 
it  has  two  senses,  according  to  a  slight  dittsreoce  in 
its  pronunciation ;    its  first  meaning  is   a   settled 
aboide ;  its  second^  delight,  softness,  or  tranquil- 
lity :   the  word  Eden  had,  probably,  one  of  these 
senses  in  the  sacred  lext,  though  we  use  it  as  a 
proper  name.     We  may  also  observe,  in  this  place, 
that  Yemen  Itsetf  takes  its  name  from  a  word, 
which  signifies  verdure,  and  leKcity ;   for  in  those 
sultry  climates,  the  fr^bness  of  the  shade,  and  the 
coolness  ^of  water,  are  ideas  almost  inseparable  linoai 
that  of  happiness  j  'and  thifi  may  be  a  icaaoo  vlij 
most  uf  tbe  oriental  nations  agree  ia  a  tradition 
concerning  a  delightful  spot,  where  the  first  inha- 
bitants of  the  Earth  were  placed  before  their  hXL 
llie  ancients,  who  gave  the  name  of  Eudaimon,  or 
Happy,  to  this  country,  either  mcaiied  to  translate 
the  word  Yemen,  or,,  more  probably,  only  alluded 
to  the  valuable  spice-trees,  and  balsamic  pIftntB, 
that  grow  in  it,  and,  without  speaking  poedcalfy, 
give  a  real  perfume  to  the  air  *  :  now  it  is  certain, 
that  all  poetry  receives  a  very  considerable  oma^ 
ment,  from  the  beanty  of  natural  images  ;   o  the 
roses  of  Sharon,  the  verdure  of  Carmel,  the  vines 
of  Kngaddi,  and  the  d^  of  Hemton,  are  the  sources 
of  many  pleasing  metaphors  and  comparisons  a 
the  sacred  poetry :  thus  the  odours  of  YeiB«i,  the 
musk  of  Iladramut,  aud  the  pearls  of  Omman,  sup- 
ply the  Arabian  poets  with  a  great  variety  of  alla- 
sibas ;  and,  if  the  remark  of  Hermogeoes  be  just, 
that  whatever  is  delightful  to  the  senses,  produces 
the  beautiful  when  it  is  described,  where  can  we  find 
so  much  beatity  as  in  the  eastern  poems,  which 
turn  chiefly  upon  the  loveliest  objects  in  nature  ? 

Td  pursue  this  topic  yet  further :  it  is  an  obser- 
vation of  Demetrius  Phalereus,  in  his  el^ant  tiea- 
tise  upon  style,  that  it  is  not  easy  to  write  on  agree- 
able subjects  in  a  disagreeable  manner,  and  that 
beautiful  expressions  naturally  rise  with  beantifnl 
images ;  "  for  which  reason,"  says  he,  **  nothing 
can  be  more  pleasing  than  Sappho's  poetry,  whidi 
contains  the  description  of  gardens,  and  banqnefes, 
flowers  and  fruits,  fountains  and  meadows,  nightm- 
ingal^  and  turtle-doves,  loves  and  griuies :"  thas, 
when  she  speaks  of  **  a  stream  softly  murmuring 

of  the  country,  which  is  pure  Arabic,  it  is  described 
by  the  Asiatics  themselves,  as  a  large  division  of 
that  penifisola,  which  they  call  JezeiratuI  Arab ; 
and  there  is  no  more  colour  for  annoring  it  to  India, 
because  the  sea,  which  washes  one  side  of  it,  is 
looked  upon  by  ac«ne  writers  as  belonging  to  the 
great  Indian  ocean,  than  there  would  be  for  annex- 
ing it  to  Persia,  becanse  it  is  booaded  on  anetli%r 
side  by  the  Persian  gulf. 

^  The  writer  of  an  old  history  of  the  Turkic  em- 
pire says,  **  The  air  of  Egypt,  socnetimes  in  s6m« 
mer,  is  like  any  sweet  peri^me,  and  ahnost  suffo- 
cates the  spintfi,  caused  by  the  wild  thai  bdHgi  tlie 
odours  of  the  Arabiao  spiees.'* 
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g  iht  brmebefl^  tvd  the  Zephyn  playittfr 
gh  tlie  leaves,  with  a  souod  that  bringt  oq  a 
thamber,''  her  lines  flow  without  labour  as 
'  as  the  rintlet  she  describes.  1  may  have 
i  the  words  of  Demetriqs,  as  I  quote  them 
f  memory,  tMit  this  is  the  general  sense  of  his  re- 
,  whidi,  if  it  be  not  rather  specioas  than  just, 
( hidiice  OS  to  thmk,  that  the  poets  of  the  east 
'  vie  with  those  of  Europe  in  the  graces  of  their 
B,  as  well  as  in  the  loveltnest  of  their  images : 
i  we  must  not  believe  that  the  Arabian  poetry 
I  please  only  by  its  descriptions  of  beauty ;  since 
i  gloomy  and  terrible  objects,  which  produce  the 
when  they  are  aptly  described,  are  no 
I  more  common  than  in  the  Desert  and  Stony 
Anbias  ;  and,  indeed,  we  see  nothmg  so  frequently 
fa*'**^  by  the  poets  of  those  connti^,  as  wqlves 
and  fioos,  precipices  and  forests,  rocks  and  wilder- 


IfweaUowthe  natural  objects,  with  which  the 
Anbs  are  perpetually  oooversamt,  to  be  sublhne, 
and  besoiifiil ;  our  next  step  must  be,  to  confiess 
tint  their  comparisons,  metaphors,  and  allegories 
areflo  likewise ;  for  an  allegory  is  a  string  of  me- 
tapbocs,  a  metaphor  b  a  short  simile,  and  the  finest 
ninles  are  drawn  from  natural  objects.      It  is  true 
fliat  many  of  the  eastern  figures  are  common  to 
odMT  nations,  bot  some  of  them  receive  a  propriety 
fnm  the  mannen  of  the  Arabians,  who  dwell  in 
tke  plains  and  woods,  which  would  be  lost,  if  they 
came  firom  the  inhabitants  of  cities :   thus  the  dew 
fif  liberaUty,  »Dd  the  odour  of  reputation,  are  meta- 
phors used  by  most  people;  but  they  are  wonder- 
folly  proper  in  the  mouths  of  those  who  have  so 
moeh  seed  of  being  refreshed  by  the  dews,  and 
who  gratify  tbdr  sense  of  smelling  with  the  sweet- 
en odoars  in  the  worid.     Again ;  it  is  very  usual 
IB  alt  eoontries  to  make  frequent  allusions  to  the 
bsigbtnesB  of  the  celestial  lominaries,  which  give 
their  l%ht  to  all ;   bat  the  metaphors  taken  from 
them  have  an  additional  beauty,  if  we  consider 
them  as  made  by  a  nation,  who  pass  most  of  tbeir 
nights  in  the  open  ah-,  or  in  tents,  and  consequent- 
ly tee  the  Moon  and  stars  m  their  greatest  splen- 
ooar.  This  wayof  considering  their  poetical  figures 
«n  gnw  nMmjrof  them  agrac^  which  they  would 
Wli&ve  in  our  languages;  so,  when  they  compare 
'•Hvlbmheads  of  their  mistresses  to  the  morningi 
^rfrlocto  to  the  night,  their  feces  to  the  Snn,  to 
<ttHoon,  or  the  blossoms  of  jasmine,  theic  cheeks 
tonaesorripe  fruit,  their  teeth  to  pearls,  bail- 
slaaBay  and  snow-drops,  their  eyes  to  the  flowers  of 
the  narcisns,  tbeir  cuiied  hair  to  black  scorpions, 
and  to  hyacinths,  their  lips  to  rubies  or  wine>  the 
farm  of  their  breasts  to  pomegranates,  and  the 
eoloor  of  them  to  snow,  their  shape  to  that  of  a 
piae-lvae,  aad  their  statnre  to  that  of  a  cypress,  a 
paloMrae,  or  a  javelin,  Uc,  ^  '*  these  comparisons, 
many  of  which  would  seem  forced  in  our  idioms, 
have  nndoabtedly  a  great  delicacy  in  theirs,  and 
wBedt  their  minds  in  a  peculuur  manuer ;  yet  upon 
the  whole,  tbnr  similies  are  very  just  and  striking, 
—at  that,  of  "  the  blue  eyes  of  a  fine  woman, 
hstbed  m  tears,  to  violets  dropping  with  dew  «," — 
and  that  of  "  a  warrior,  advancing  at  the  head  of 

'  See  Noweiri,  dted  by  the  very  teamed  Reisbe. 
«  See  the  Arabic  Misoelliayf  entitled  Shecardao^ 
tk  14. 


his  army,  to  an  eagle  sailing  through  the  air,  and 
piercing  the  clouds  with  his  wings." 

These  are  not  the  only  advantages,  which  the 
natives  of  Arabia  enjoy  above  the  inbjibitants  of 
most  other  countries  :  they  preserve,  to  this  day^ 
the  manners  and  customs  of  their  ancestors,  who,  by 
their  own  accoont,  were  settled  in  the  province  of  Ye- 
men above  three  thousand  yean  ago :  they  have  never 
been  wholly  subdued  by  any  nation;  and  though 
the  admiral  of  Selim  the  First  made  a  descei\t  on 
their  coast,  and  exacted  a  tribute  from  the  people  of 
Aden,  yet  the  Arabians  only  keep  up  a  show  of  al- 
legiance to  the  sultan,  and  act,  on  every  important 
occasion,  in  open  defiance  of  his  power;  relying 
on  the  swiihiess  of  their  horses,  and  the  vast  extent 
of  tbeir  forests,  in  which  an  invading  enemy  must 
soon  perish  ;  but  here  I  must  be  understood  to  speak 
of  those  Arabians,  who,  like  the  old  Nomades,  dwell 
constantly  in  their  tents,  and  remove  from  place  to 
place  according  to  the  seasons  ;  for  the  inhabitants 
of  the  cities,  who  traffic  with  the  merchants  of  Eu^ 
rope  in  spices,  perfumes,  and  coflfee,  most  have  lost 
a  great  deal  of  their  ancient  simpHcity  :  the  others 
have,  certainty,  retained  it;  and,  except  when 
their  tribes  are  engaged  in  war.  spend  their  dap 
in  watchUig  their  flocks  and  camels,  or  in  repeating 
their  native  songs,  which  they  pour  out  almost  ^- 
tempore,  (professing  a  contempt  for  the  stately  pil- 
lars, and  solemn  buildings  of  the  cities,  compared 
with  the  natural  charms  of  the  country,  and  the 
coolness  <^  their  tents :  thus  they  pass  their  lives 
in  the  highest  pleasure  of  which  they  have  any  con- 
ceptioo,  in  the  contemplation  of  the  most  delightful 
objects,  and  in  the  enjoyment  of  perpetual  spring ; 
for  #e  may  apply  to  part  of  Arabia  that  elegant 
couplet  of  Waller  in  his  poem  of  the  Rummer- 
Island  : 
That  gentle  spring,  that  but  salutes  us  here, 
Inhabits  there,  and  courts  them  all  the  year. 

Yet  the  heat  of  the  Sun,  which  must  be  very  in- 
tense in  a  climate  so  near  the  line,  is  tempered  by 
the  shade  of  the  trees,  that  overhang  the'^valleys, 
and  by  a  number  of  fresh  streams,  that  flow  down 
the  mountains.  Hence  it  is,  that  alm'^st  all  their 
notions  of  felicity  are  taken  from  freshness,  and  ver- 
dure ;  and  it  is  a  maxim  among  them,  that  the 
three  most  charming  objects  in  nature  are,  a  green 
meadow,  a  clear  rivulet  and  a  beautiful  woman  ^ — 
and  that  the  view  of  these  objects  at  the  same  time 
affords  the  greatest  delight  imaginable.  Mahomed 
was  so  well  acqiminted  with  the  maxim  of  his  coun- 
tr3rmen,  that  he  described  the  pleasures  of  Heaven 
to  them,  under  the  allegory  of  cool  fountains,  green 
bowers,  and  black-eyed  ^rls,  as  the  word  Houri  li- 
terally signifies  in  Arabic;  and  in  the  chapter  of 
the  M6rning,  towards  the  end  of  His  Alcoran,  he 
mentions  a  garden,  called  Irem,  which  is  no  less  ce- 
lebrated by  the  Asiatic  poets,  than  that  of  the  Hes- 
perides  by  the  Greeks :  it  was  planted,  as  the  com- 
mentators say,  by  a  king,  named  Sbodad,  and  was 
once  seen  by  an  Arabian,  who  wandered  very  far 
into  the  deserts  in  search  of  a  lost  camel :  it  was, 
probably,  a  name  invented  by  the  impostor,  as  a  type 
of  a  future  state  of  happiness.  Now  it  is  ceruin 
that  the  genius  of  every  nation  is  not  a  little  af- 

<  See  the  Life  of  TaaerlaAe,  psblished  by  Oolias, 
p.299» 
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fected  by  their  climate ;  for,  whether  it  be  that  the 
immoderate  heat  disposes  the  eastern  people  to  a 
life  of  indolence,  which  gives  them  fall  leisure  to 
cultivate  their  talents,  or  whether  the  sun  has  a  real 
influence  on  the  imagination,  (as  one  would  suppose 
that  the  ancients  believed,  by  their  making  Apolla 
the  g(id  of  poetry,)  whatever  be  the  cause,  it  has  al- 
ways been  remarked,  that  the  Asiatics  excel  the  in- 
habitants of  our  colder  regions,  in  jthe  liveliness  of 
th^r  fancy,  and  therichnew  of  their  invention. 

To  carry  this  subject  one  step  further :  as  the 
Arabians  are  such  admirers  of  beaury,  and  as  they 
enjoy  such  ease  and  leisure,  they  must  naturally  be 
susceptible  of  that  passion,  which  is  the  true  spring 
and  source  of  agreeable  poetry ;  and  we  find  indeed, 
that  lote  has  a  greater  share  in  their  poems  than 
any  other  passion :  it  seems  to  be  always  uppermost 
m  their  minds,  and  there  is  hardly  an  elegy,  a 
panegyric,  or  even  a  satire,  in  their  language  which 
does  not  begin  with  the  complaints  of  an  unfortunate, 
or  the  exultations  of  a  miccessful  lover.  It  some- 
times happens,  that  the  young  men  of  one  tribe 
are  in  love  with  the  damsels  of  another;  and,  as 
the  tents  are  frequently  removed  oh  a  sudden,  the 
lovers  are  often  separated  in  the  progress  of  the 
Courtship :  heuce  almost  all  the  Arabic  poems  ppen 
hi  this  manner :  the  author  bewails  the  sudden  de- 
parture of  his  mistress,  Hiuda,  Maia,  Zeineb,  or 
Az2a,  and  describe  her  beauty,  comparing  her 
usually  to  a  wanton  fawn,  that  plays  among  the 
aromatic  ihrubs^  his  friends  endeavour  to  comfort 
him,  but  he  refuses  consolation ;  he  declares  his  re- 
solution of  visiting  his  beloved,  thou^  the  way  tp 
her  tribe  l;e  through  a  dreadful  wilderness,  or  even 
through  a  den  of  lions ;  here  he  commonly  gives 
a  description  of  the  horse  or  camel,  upon  which  he 
designs  to  go,  and  thenoe  passes,  by  an  easy  transi- 
tion, to  the  principal  subject  of  his  poem,  whether  it 
be  the  praise  of  his  own  tribe,  or  a  satire  on  the  ti- 
midity  of  his  friends,  who  refuse  to  attend  biro  in 
bis  expedition :  though  very  frequently  the  piece 
turns  wholly  upon  love.  But  it  is  not  sufficient 
that  a  nation  have  a  genius  for  poetry,  unless  they 
have  the  advantage  of  a  rich  and  beautiful  language, 
that  their  Expressions  may  be  worthy  of  their  sen- 
timents ;  th^  Araluans  have  this  advantage  also  in 
a  high  degree  :  their  language  is  expressive,  strong, 
sonorous,  and  the  must  copious,  perhaps,  in  the 
world  ;  for,  as  almost  every  tribe  had  many  words 
appropriated  to  itself,  the  poets,  lor  the  convenience 
of  their  measure,  or  sometimes  for  their  singular 
beauty,  made  use  of  them  all,  and,  as  the  poems 
l)ecame  popular,  these  words  were  by  degrees  in- 
corporated with  tlie  whole  language,  iHie  a  number 
of  little  streams,  which  meet  together  in  one  chan- 
nel, and,  forming  a  most  plentiful  river,  flow  rapidly 
into  the  sea. 

If  thi>  way  of  arguing,  k  priori,  be  admitted  in 
the  present  case,  (and  no  single  man  has  a  right  to 
infer  the  merit  of  the  eastern  poetry  from  the  poems 
themselves,  because  no  single  man  has  a  privHege 
of  judging  for  all  the  rest,)  if  the  foregoing  argument 
have  any  weight,  we  must  conclude  that  the  Ara- 
bians, being  perpetually  conversant  with  the  most 
beautiful  objects,  spend?kig  a  calm  and  agreeable 
life  in  a  fine  climate,  being  extremely  addicted  to 
the  softer  passions,  and  havmg  the  advantage  of  a 
language  singularly  adapted  to  poetry,  must  be  na- 
turally excellent  poets,  provided  that  their  manneri 


and  customs  be  fisvourafale  to  the  coltitatioo  f)f  thai 
art ;  and  that  they  Bfe  highly  so,  it  will  not  be  diffi- 
cult to  prove. 

The  fondness  of  the  Arabians  for  poetry,  and  the 
respect  which  they  show  to  poets,  would  be  scarce 
believed,  if  we  were  not  assured  of  it  by  writers  of 
great  authority :  the  principal^occasions  of  rejoicing 
among  them  were  formerly,  and,  very  probably^ 
are  to  this  day,  the  birth  of  a  boy,  the  foaling  of  a 
mare,  the  arrival  of  a  guest,  and  the  rise  of  a  poet 
in  their  tribe :  when  a  young  Arabian  has  ooo^poaed 
a  good  poem,  all  the  neighbours  pay  tbeir  compli- 
ments to  his  family,  and  congratulate  them  upon 
having  a  relation  capal)|e  of  recording  tbeir  actions, 
and  of  recommending  their  virtues  to  posterity.  At 
the  beginning  of  the  seventh  century,  the  Arat»c  lan- 
guage was  brought  to  a  high  degree  of  perfection  by 
a  sort  of  poetical  academy,  that  used  toassemt>le  at 
stated  times  in  a  place  called  Ocadh,  where  every 
poet  produced  his  best  composition,  and  was  sure  to 
meet  with  the  applause  that  it  deserved  :  the  roost 
excellent  of  these  poems  were  transcribed  in  cha- 
racters of  gold  upon  Egyptian  paper,  and  hong  up 
in  the  temp!e  of  Mecca,  wtieoce  they  were  named 
Modhahebat,  or  golden,  and  MoalUkat,  or  suspoid- 
ed :  the  poems  c^  this  sort  were  called  Casseidas 
or  ecloguea,  seven  of  which  are  preserved  <  in  our 
libraries,  and  are  considered  as  the  finest  that  were 
written  before  the  time  of  Mahomed  :  the  fourth  of 
them,  compoaed  by  Lebid,  is  purely  pastoral,  and 
extremely  like  the  Alexis  of  Virgil,  but  far  more 
beauUful,  because  it  is  more  agreeable  to  nature : 
the  poet  begins  with  praising  the  charms  of  the  fait 
Novara,  (a  wOrd  which  in  Arabic  signifies  a  timo- 
rous fawn.)  but  inveighs  againsther  unkiodness ;  be 
then  interweaves  a  description  of  his  young  camel, 
which  he  compares  for  its  swiftness  to  a  stag,  pur- 
sued by  the  hounds  ;  and  takes  occasion  afterwards 
to  mention  his  own  riches,  aooomptishroents,  hbera- 
lity,  and  valour,  his  noble  birth,  and  the  glory  of  bis 
tribe :  the  diction  o\  this  poem  is  easy  and  simple, 
yet  elegant,  the  numbers  flowing  and  musical,  and 
the  sentiments  wonderfully  natural;  as  the  learned 
reader  will  see  by  the  following  passage,  which  I 
shall  attempt  to  imitate  in  yerse,  that  the  merit  of 
the  poet  may  not  be  wholly  lost  in  a  verbal  trans- 
lation: 

"  Bel  enti  la  tadrina  cam  mi'lleilatin, 
Tbalkin  ledhidfain  lahwoha  wa  nedamoba, 
Kad  bitto  rameroha,  wa  ghajrati  tajeriu 
Wafatto  idh  rofiat,  wa  azza  medamoha, 
Besabuhi  safiatin  wajadhbi  carinatin. 
Be  mowatterin,  ta&ta  leho  maan  ibhamoha, 
Bacarto  hajataha'  dd&jaji  besohratin, 
Leoalla  minba  heina  hahba  meyamoha. 

"  But  ah !  thou  know*st  not  in  what  yoothAil  play 
Our  nights,  begnird  with  pleasure,  swam  away ; 

^  These  seven  poen^,  clearly  transcribed  with  ex- 
planatory notes,  are  among  Pocock's  mannacriptt 
at  Oxford,  No.  164  ;  the  names  of  the  seven  poets 
are,  Amralkeis,  TarafiB^  Zoheir,  Lebid,  Antara, 
Amru,  and  Hareth.  In  the  same  collection,  No.  174, 
there  is  a  manuscript,  containing  above  forty  other 
poems  which  bad  the  lionour  of  being  suspended  m 
the  Temple  at  Mecca  :  this  volume  is  an  in 
ble  treasure  of  ancient  Arabic  literature. 
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f^y  mnftp  ani  eftcerful  tate?,  deceived  the  time, 
Aod  circling  pjMeti  made  a.  luncful  ohime  ; 
$«ec?t  ffft*  ihedratif  ht*  and  sweet  the  blooming  msud, 
WIjo  UmicHVJ  her  lyre  bcntnth  thp  frmjfrant  ihide ; 
W'esipp'd  till  raominE  purpled  every  plain; 
t^he  daiii^etii  !*lafTibi*TM,  but  we  «pp'd  afain  ? 
"Hic  waking  binls,  that  suoBT^o  tvery  tree 
iTjeir  early  notes,  were  not  «o  blithe  «»  wfl." 

The  Mahotnedaa  vHters  tell  a  ittory  of  thii  poet, 
which  deserves  lo  be  mentioned  here:  it  »&«  a 
fu^m^  it  :^ecm!(f  among  the  uld  Arabians^  for  the 
IDO^t  eminent  venitiersi  to  hang  up  some  chosen 
cniiplct<s  on  the  gate  ot  the  tt^mple,  as  a  public 
rb alienee  to  their  brethren,,  who  atrore  to  oniwer 
Uiem  bef^ire  the  next  meeting-  at  Ocadh^  at  irhicb 
tiitrt  the  whok  aRsembly  uRid  to  deteimine  th« 
merit  of  tliein  all,  and  iravc  some  mark  of  distioc* 
tion  to  Uie  jiuthor  of  tlie  finest  verses.  Now  L^bid, 
who»  we  are  ti>M,  had  been  a  violent  opposer  of 
Mahomed,  Uxai  a  poero  on  the  gate,  beginning- 
wit  h  the  follo«ini:  dlstTCht  in  which  he  apparently 
lucancd  to  reflf^ct  upon  the  new  religion: 

!la  oulh  «hfion  tna  khala  AII»h  b«thilon, 

Wa  ci^llo  iiafmon  la  mohabho  zailon. 
That  ii;  "  Are  not  all  things  vain,  which  come  not 
from  Gixl  ?  and  will  not  aU  honours  de^^^y*  Jj^t 
IboH",  which  he  cuiifcrs  ?"  Thew  lines  appeared  so 
nihlime,  that  nune  of  the  pnets  ventured  to  answer 
them ;  till  Matiomcfl,  who  «  as  him;self  ji  poet,  having 
cnro posed  a  nt?w  chapit-r  of  his  Alcoran,  (the  B£C<Kid, 
I  thinllt)  placed  the  opening  of  it  by  the  side  of  l^e^ 
hkl'*  poem,  who  no  sooner  read  it,  than  he  declared 
it  to  be  wnnething  divine,  confessed  his  own  infe- 
liority,  tore  his  f  ersi^  from  the  t[ate,  and  embraced 
the  religion  of  hh  ri^al ;  to  whom  h<^  was  after* 
ward";  extremely  u^ful  in  replying:  to  the  satires  of 
AmraJkei^,  wh^j  was  eontinualty  attaekioj^  the  doc^ 
triueof  Mahofued  :  tlie  Asiatics  add,  that  their  law- 
gircf  acknowledged  wme  time  after,  th.it  no  hea- 
then poet  had  t;ver  prrdoced  a  uohler  di^ch  than 
Ihat  uf  Lebtd  jn^t  quoted. 

There  are  a  few  uih*r  coUectiotis  of  ancient  Ara- 
bic poetry ;  but  thi-  most  famouj  nf  them  is  called 
H&maiu,  and  contains  a  nntnher  of  epigraniit,  ixt^ 
and  elegies,  compo!$ed  an  various  occatron&i  it  was 
compiled  by  Abu  Temami  who  was  ao  excellent 
poet  him'^eif*  and  used  to  say,  that  "fine  lenti- 
ments  dtlaertnl  m  prose  wr re  like  ijcms  scattered 
at  rumlnm,  but  that,  when  they  were  confine^l  in  a 
poLtical  measure,  they  re^mbted  brace  I  er;*  and 
strnipi  t.pf  iT^jirls/*  When  the  religion  and  languas^e 
of  Mahomed  were  iT>read  over  the  greater  part  of 
Asia,  ami  the  maritime  Cuuniries  of  Africa,  it  be- 
catnr  a  fn^hiuh  for  the  p<M?t'*  of  Pursia,  Syria,  K^ypt, 
Mauritania^  ^ind  eveti  of  Tartary,  to  write  In  Ara- 
hic;  and  the  most  beautiful  ven^s  in  that  idiom, 
composed  by  th*i  brightt  st  gertiti>.^es  of  th<>*»e  nati^ms, 
ar€  tu  b*^  *ei*n  in  a  Urjie  liuwellany,  entitled  Ya- 
teima;  though  nMny  of  itieir  works  an^  transcribed 
separately  :  it  will  he  needli^'ss  to  say  tnueh  on  the 
poetry  of  the  Syrian^,  lartarians,  anti  Africans, 
•inoe  most  of  the  arguments,  Ijcfipre  u^ed  in  favour 
of  the  Arabf^,  have  equal  weight  with  respect  to  the 
othflr  Mahomedans^  who  have  done  little  more  than 
imitate  their  style,  and  adopt  their  tdtprc4.«iions  j 
for  which  reason  aJ*o  I  ."hi  1 1  dwell  ih*.^  shorter  time 
Oil  the  geniuj  and  matuicrs  uf  the  Persians^  Turks, 
and  tadians. 


I      The  great  empire,  which  we  call  Persia^  if  Imown 

i  to  tts  nativei  by  the  came  of  Iran  ;  sin^  the  word 

,  Persin  belongi  only  to  a  particular  provitM;e,  |bc 

I  ancient  Perei*,  and  it  very  imprapcrjy  tpplied  by 

us  to  the  whole  kingdom :  but  m  compliance  with 

the  eustiim  of  our  geograplier^,    I  fihall  gtrs  th« 

name  of  Persia  to  that  celebrated  country,   whieh 

lies  on  one  side  betwcf^n  tiae  Caspian  and  Induq 

se«f,  aod  eittenils  un  the  oth**r  frcwn  the  mountain* 

of  Candahar,  or  Paropami^^ws,  to  the  confluence  of 

the   nv^r»    Cvrus   and    Anuc^n,   containing   nbout 

twenty  deirrees   frum  south   to  north,  and  rather 

more  from  east  to  west. 

In  so  vast  a  tract  of  land  tbene  mti^  neeili  be  a 
great  variety  of  climates  i  the  southern  province* 
are  no  let»  unheslthy  and  sultry,  than  tijose  of  the 
north  are  rudtr  and  u^^pleasant;  but  m  the  interior 
parts  uf  the  empire  the  air  is  mild  and  temperate^ 
ajHl  from  the  bc'fciniiing  of  May  to  September,  there 
13  scarce  a  cloud  to  be  seen  in  the  %ky :  the  re^ 
rttarkable  calmnesM  of  the  sumirier  nights,  antJ  tha 
WDudcrful  splendour  of  the  Moon  and  ^tar^  in  that 
country,  often  tempt  the  Per^iiins  to  sleep  on  the 
top  of  their  huusi^,  which  « re  generally  Hat,  wher« 
they  ijfiiimH  but  observe  the  figures  of  the  cin^tella^ 
tions,  dnd  thf  various  appearances  of  the  heavens; 
and  thii^  m^iy  in  some  measure  accouot  hr  the  per* 
petual  allusions  of  thcrr  poets,  and  rheruricjan^,  to 
the  beauty  of  thif  heavenly  boflics.  We  are  apt  to 
censure  the  oriental  style  lor  beint;  so  full  of  mcta^ 
phora  Uken  from  the  Sun  and  Moon :  this  is  as* 
cribed  by  Gomc  to  the  bail  taste  of  the  Asiatics; 
*■  the  works  of  the  P^^Tflians,"  «ays  M,  de  Voltaire, 
"  are  like  the  titles  of  their  king*,  m  which  the  Suti 
and  Moon  are  often  introduced  ;**  but  they  do  not 
reflect  that  every  nation  has  a  set  i if  rniaifes,  and 
expre^iiin^t  liei;uliar  to  itself,  which  arises  from  th« 
diflieretice  of  its  climate,  manners,  and  history. 
There  «cem^  to  be  another  reaison  for  the  frequent 
allusions  of  the  Persians  tn  tht;  Sun^  which  mayp 
perhaps,  bf.  traced  from  the  old  lanipia^c  and  po* 
polar  rehgion  of  their  country  i  thas  Mihridad,  or 
iMithridales,  signifies  the  gift  of  the  Sun,  and  an* 
swers  to  the  Theodorus  and  Di^Kkli  of  other  nations* 
As  to  the  titles  of  the  easterr*  monarch^,  which 
EiL'em,  indeed,  very  extravagant  to  our  car?,  they 
nre  merely  firmal^  and  no  les<t  void  of  meaning 
than  tho^te  European  princes,  in  whiclt  serenity  and 
highness  are  often  attributed  to  the  most  gloomyj^ 
and  low-minded  of  mcn- 

The  midland  provinces  of  Persia  abound  in  fruitJ 
And  flowerii  of  almost  everjr  kind,  and,  with  proper 
culture,  might  be  made  the  garden  of  Ania  :  they 
are  nut  watered,  indeed,  by  any  coniideralile  river, 
since  the  Tigris  and  Euphrates,  the  Cyrus  awl 
Amxes,  the  (!hcus,  ami  the  five  branches  of  the  In- 
dus, are  at  the  further  limits  of  the  king<!om  ;  but 
the  natives,  who  have  a  turn  for  agriculture,  sup- 
ply that  defert  by  artificial  canals,  which  «ul!lci- 
I'Otly  temper  the  dryness  of  the  si>tl :  hnt  in  saying 
they  supply  that  detect,  I  am  falling  into  a  com- 
mon errour,  and  repre^ntenting  the  country,  not  as  it 
h  at  present^  but  an  it  was  a  century  ago ;  fnr  a 
fong  series  of  civil  wnrs  and  ma'i'tacres  have  nuw 
destroyed  the  cluef  beauties  of  Per^ia|  by  atrippin^ 
il  of  it*  movt  rndtjiitrions  inhabitants. 

The  same  dilference  of  climate,  that  affects  tho 
air  and  soil  of  this  extensive  country,  give«  a  va- 
riety aliK)  to  the  pcrsooi  and  temper  of  its  natitva  ; 
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im  some  pioriaoet  tb«y  \M9t  dark  eompleuoniy  and 
hanh  featurei ;  io  others  they  are  exquititely  fair, 
and  iPeU-made ;  io  some  others,  nervous  and  ro- 
•  bust ;  bat  the  general  obaracler  of  the  natkm  b 
that  softoessy  sod  love  of  pleasure,  that  indoleDoe, 
and  effeminacy,  which  have  made  them  an  easy 
prey  to  all  the  western  and  northern  swanns,  that 
have  froaa  time  to  time  invaded  them.  Yet  they 
are  not  whoUy  void  of  martial  spirit ;  and,  if  they 
are  not  natoraUy  brave,  they  are  at  least  extremely 
docile,  and  might,  with  proper  discipline,  he  made 
aioeUent  aoldi^ :  bnt  the  greater  part  of  them,  in 
the  short  intervals  of  peace  that  they  happen  to 
anjoy,  eonstantly  sink  iato  a  slate  of  hiactivity,  and 
{Mss  their  lives  in  a  pleasurable,  yet  stodioos,  re- 
tirement ;  and  this  may  be  one-reason,  why  Persia 
has  produced  more  writers  of  every  kind,  and 
cfaieiy  poets,  than  all  Europe  together,  shioe  their 
way  of  Ufie  gives  them  leisure  to  pursue  those  art% 
which  camiot  be  ooltivatod  to  advantage,  witboat 
the  greatest  calonsess  and  serenity  of  mmd :  and 
this,  by  the  way,  is  one  eanse,  among  many  others, 
why  the  poems  in  the  preceding  collection  are  less 
finisbed ;  since  they  were  oamnosed,  not  in  bowers 
and  shades,  by  the  side  of  rtvolett  or  (bnntatns,  but 
either  Amidst  the  oonfosion  of  a  metropolis,  jthe 
Ininry  of  tmv^  the  tlissipation  of  public  places,  the 
mvocatkms  of  more  necessary  studies,  or  the  atten- 
tion to  more  usefid  parts  of  literature.  To  retnm : 
there  is  a  manuscript  at  Oxford  '^  containing  the 
lives  of  aa  hundred  and  thirty^five  of  the  finest 
Persian  ports,  most  of  whom  left  veqr  ample  col- 
lertioDS  of  their  poems  behind  them :  bat  the  ver- 
m&tn,  and  moderate  poets,  if  Horace  will  allow  any 
■acb  men  to  eiist,  are  wittabut  number  hi  Persia. 

Thia  delicacy  of  their  lives  and  sentiments  has 
Snsensibly  affected  their  language,  and  rendered  it 
the  softest,  as  it  is  one  of  the  richMt,  in  the  |Porld: 
it  is  not  possible  to  convince  the  reader  of  this 
truths  by  quoting  a  passage  from  a  Persian  poet  in 
European  characters ;  sipce  the  sweetness  of  sound 
cannot  be  determined  by  the  sight,  and  many  words, 
which  are  soft  and  musical  in  the  mouth  of  a  Per- 
fiaa,  may  appear  veiy  harsh  to  our  eyes,  with  a 
number  of  eonsooants  and  gutturals:  it  may  not, 
however,  be  absurd  to  set  down  in  this  place,  anode 
of  the  poet  Hafez,  which,  if  it  be  not  sufficient  to 
prove  the  delicacy  of  bis  language,  will  at  least 
fbow' the  livelinen  of  his  poetry  { 

Ai  bad  neslmi  y&r  dan, 

Zan  nef  hei  mushc64r  dari ; 

Zinhar  mecnn  diraz-desti ! 

Ba  turrei  o  che  c&r  dari  ? 

Ai  gul,  to  cujA  wa  ru3ri  zeibash  ? 

O  taza,  wa  to  khaA&r  dari. 

Kerkes,  to  cujft  wa  cheshmi  mestedi ) 

O  serkhosh,  ira  to  khum&r  dari. 

Ai  seru,  to  ba  kaddi  bulendesh, 

Der  bagfa  che  iyteb&r  dari  ? 

Ai  akl,  to  ba  wujddi  ishkesh 

Der  dest  che  ikhtiy&r  dari  ? 

Kibao,  to  caj&  wa  khatti  sebzesh  ? 

O  mushe,  wa  to  ghob&r  dari. 

Bnzi  buresi  bewasli  Hafez, 

Gher  takati  yntiz&r  dari. 

**  bfi  Hyperoo  Bodl.  128.  There  is  a  prefatory 
^fsoouTse  to  this  cnrious  work,  which  compriaet  the 
fivm  of  teo  AnhiM  p»eti» 


That  isi  word  for  wnrd :  <«  O  sweet  gale,  tboo  bear* 
est  the  fragrant  scent  of  my  beloved  ;  thence  it  is 
thatthou  hast  this  musky  odonr.  Beware!  do  not 
steal  t  what  ^last  thoo  to  do  with  her  tresses  ?  O 
rose,  what  art  thoo,  to  be  compared  with  her  brigbt 
face  ?  She  is  fresh,  and  thou  art  rough  with  thonu. 
O  narcissus,  what  art  thou  in  comparisoD  of  her 
languishing  eye  ^  Her  eye  is  only  tleepy,  but  thoa 
art  sick  and  feint.  O  pine,  compared  with  her 
graceful  suture,  what  honour  hast  thou  in  the 
garden  f  O  wisdom,  what  wouldst  thou  choose,  if 
to  choose  were  in  thy  power,  in  preference  to  her 
love }  O  sweet  basil,  what  art  thou,  to  be  compared 
with  her  fresh  cheeks  ?  they  are  perfect  musk,  but 
thou  art  soon  withered.  O  Hafez,  thou  wilt  one 
day  attain  the  object  of  thy  desire,  if  thou  canst 
but  support  thy  pain  with  patience.**  This  little 
song,  is  not  unlike  a  sonnet,  ascribed  to  Shake- 
spear^  which  deserves  to  be  cited  here,  as  a  proof 
that  the  eastern  imagery  is  not  so  difierent  from 
the  European  as  we  are  apt  to  imagine. 

The  forward  vnlet  thus  did  I  chide  x     [tfant  smdlf, 
*'  Sweet  thief!  whence  didst  thou  steal  thy  sweet 
If  not  from  my  love's  breath  ?  The  purple  pride. 
Which  on  thy  soft  cheek  for  complexion,  dwells^ 
In  my  love's  veins  thou  hast  too  grossly  dyed.*' 
The  niy  I  condemned  for  thy  band. 
And  buds  of  maijoram  had  stoPn  thy  hair; 
The  roses  fearfully  on  thorns  did  stsind. 
One  blushing  shame,  another  white  despair  ; 
A  third,  nor  red,  nor  white,  had  stol'n  q£  both. 
And  to  his  robb'ry  had  annexed  thy  breath  » 
But  for  his  theft,  in  pride  of  all  his  growth, 
A  vengeful  canker  eat  him  up  to  death. 
More  flowers  1  noted,  yet  I  none  conld  see. 
But  sweet  or  colour  it  had  stol'n  from  thee. 

The  Persian  style  is  said  to  be  ridicnloasly  bom- 
bast, and  this  fault  is  imputed  to  the  slavish  sptrit 
of  the  nation,  which  is  ever  apt  to  magnify  the  ob- 
jects that  are  placed  above  it :  there  are  bad  writers, 
to  be  sure,  in  every  country,  and  as  many  in  Asia 
as  elsewhere;  but,  if  we  tnke  the  pains  to  leara 
the  Persian  language,  we  shall  find  that  those  au- 
thors, who  are  generally  esteemed  in  Persia,  are 
neither  slavish  in  their  sentiments,  nor  ridiculous  m 
their  expressions :  of  wbk^  the  following  paange 
hi  a  moral  work  of  Sadi,  entitled  BoetAn,  or  the 
Garden,  will  be  a  sufficient  proo^ 

Shinidem  ke,  der  wakti  nezi  rewan. 

Be  Hurmuz  chuntn  gufli  Nosbirewan  t 

Ki  khatir  nigehdari  derwishi  bash, 

Ne  der  beodi  &saishi  khishi  bash : 

NeAsaid  ender  diyari  to  kes, 

Chu  &;sa*isbi  khishi  kbahi  wa  bes. 

Neyayid  beuezdiki  dana  pesend, 

Sbubani  khufte,  wa  gurki  der  kuspend* 

Bern ;  pasi  derwishi  muhtltji  dar, 

Ke  shah  ez  raiyeti  bfid  t&ji  dar. 

Raiyet  chu  bikhest  wa  soltan  dirakbt, 

Dirakht,  ai  piser,  bashed  ez  bikhi  sakht. 
That  is;  '*  I  have  heard  that  king  Nushirvao,  jotf 
before  his  death,  spoke  thus  to  his  son  Hoimuz  t 
Be  a  guardian,  fny  son,  to  the  poor  and  helpless  | 
and  be  not  confined  in  the  chains  of  thy  own  Indo- 
lence. No  one  can  be  at  eaee  in  thy  dominioo, 
while  thoo  seekest  only  thy  private  rest,  and  sayest. 
It  it  eoough«    A  wise  man  will  not  approve  tlm 
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siiepberd.  v|(0  itoaps  while  the  wolf  is  in  the  fold. 
Oo,  my  soiH  protect  thy  weak  aod  indigent  people ; 
noce  through  them  is  a  king  raised  to  the  diadem. 
The  people  are  the  jroot,  and  the  king  is  the  tree, 
thait  ^rows  from  it;  aod  the  tree^  O  Ay  80d>  de- 
fiveff  its  strength  from  the  roof 

Are  these  mean  sentiments^  delivered  in  pompons 
lao^uage  ?  Are  they  not  rather  worthy  of  our  most 
sfniitcd  writers  ?  And  do  they  not  convey  a  fine 
lessoo  for  a  young  king  ?  Yet  Sadi's  poems  are 
highly  esteened  at  CoastaotHiople,  and  at  Ispahan ; 
though*  a.  century  or  two  ago,  they  would  have 
been  supprened  in  Europe,  for  spreading,  with  too 
Mroag  a  jrlere,  the  light  of  liberty  and  reason. 

As  to  the  great  epic  poem  of  Ferdosi,  which  was 
oomposed  in  the  tenth  century,  it  would  require  a 
very  loo|^  treatise  to  explain  all  its  beauties  with  a 
miaote  eacactneoL    The  whole  colleetion  of  that 
poet's  works  is  called  Shabnama,  and  contains  the 
history  of  Penia,  from  the  earliest  tines  to  the  in- 
vnaioo  of  the  Arabs,  ina  series ef  very  noble  poems  $ 
the  longest  sad  most  regular  hi  which  is  an  heroic 
poem  of  one  great  and  interesting  aelien^  namely, 
the  deliveiy  of  PcMia  by  Cyms,  from  the  oppres- 
sioDS  of  Afrasiab,  king  of  the  Traasoxan  Tartary, 
vtbo^  being  assisted  by  the  emperors  ef  India  and 
China,  together  with  all  the  deatioo^  giants,  and 
enchanters  of  Asia,  had  carried  has  cooquesU  very 
£ar,  and  become  exceedingly  formidable  to  the  Per- 
siwis.     This  poeitt  is  loc^r  than  the  Iliad;  the 
characters  in  it  are  venous  and  striking ;  thefignres 
hold  sunl  aniaaled ;  and  the  diction  every  where 
SQBOtoos,  yet  noble;  polished,  yet  lull  of  fire.    A 
^reat  profusion  of  learning  has  been  thrown  away 
hy  aome  critics,  in  compniiag-  Heater  with  the  he- 
roic  poet<,  who  have  sooeeeded  him;  but  it  re- 
^[laices  vety  little  judgment  to  see,  that  no  suoceed- 
ing  poet  whatever,  can  with  any  propriety  be  com- 
pased  with  HooMr :  that  great  fotherof  the  Ore- 
ciaa  poetry  aod  literature,  had  a  genius  too  fruitful 
nad  eemptehtnsive  to  let  any  of  the  striking  parts 
of  aafture  escape  his  observation ;  and  the  poets, 
'Who  have  followed  him,  have  done  tittle  more  than 
tieasrrihe  bis  iasnges,  and  give  a  new  dress  to  hb 
^bongfaCs.    Whatever   el^anoe   and  refinements, 
therefine,  may  have  be^n  introduced  into  the  works 
af  the  HBdems,  the  sphit  and  invention  of  Homer 
have  ever  eontinned  without  a  rival ;  for  which  rea- 
SOQ  I  aai  fisr  from  pretending  to  assert  that  the 
poet  of  Persia  is  eq^asi  tothat  of  Greece ;  but  there 
,  is  certainly  a  very  great  resemMaoce  between  tbe 
worica  ef  those  extraordiaary  men :  both  drew  their 
images  from  nature  herself,  witbont  catching  them 
enly  by  reflection,  and  painting,  in  the  manner  of 
the  modem  poets,  the  Itkeness  of  a  likeness;  and 
both  pflssfiisfdy  in  an  eminent  degjree,  that  rich  and 
eseative  invention,  which  is  the  very  soul  of  poetry. 
As  the  Persians  borrowed  their  poetical  measures, 
and  tbe  forms  of  their  poems  from  tbe  Arabians ; 
an  the  Turks,  when  they  bad  carried  their  arms  into 
lieeopotamia,   and  Assyria,  took  tbeir  numbers, 
oad  their  taste  for  poetry,  from  the  Persians. 

Graecia  capta  ferum  victorem  cepit,  et  artes 
lotttlit  agiesU  Latio. 

In  the  same  mainncr  as  the  Greek  compositions 

were  the  models  of  all  the  Roman  writers,  so  were 

thuse  of  Persia  imitated  by  the  Turks,  who  consi- 

^dcrably  polished  iM  enriobed  their  language,  na- 


turally barren,  by  the  Dnmber  of  simple  and  com- 
pound words,  which  they  adopted  from  the  Persian 
and  Arabic  Lady  Wortley  Montague  very  justly 
observes,  that  *'  we  want  those  compound  words, 
which  are  very  frequent,  and  strong  in  the  Turkish 
language;*'  but  her  interpreters  led  her  into  a  mis« 
take  in  explaining  one  of  tbem,  which  she  trans- 
lates  stag-eyed,  and  thinks  a  «  very  lively  image 
of  the  fire  and  indifference  in  the  eyes  of  tbe  royal 
bride  :'*  now  it  never  entered  into  the  mind  of  an 
Asiatic  to  compare  his  mistress's  eye  to  those  of  a 
stag,  or  to  give  an  image  of  tbeir  fire  and  indiffer- 
ence/ the  Torks  mean  to  express  that  fulhiess, 
and,  at  tbe  same  time,  that  soft  and  languishing 
lustre,  which  is  peculiar  to  the  eyes  of  their  beauti* 
(ill  women,  and  which  by  no  means  resembles  th9 
unpleasing  wildness  in  those  of  a  stag.  Tbe  origi- 
nal epithet,  I  suppose,  was  ahu  oh«hm,  or  with 
tbe  eyes  of  a  yoiing  fown :  now  I  take  the  ahu  t» 
be  the  same  aaimal  with  the  gazal  of  the  Arabians^ 
and  the  xabi  of  the  Hebrews,  to  which  their  poets 
allude  in  almost  every  page.  1  have  seen  one  of 
these  animals ;  it  is  a  kind  of  an  antelope,  exqni* 
sitely  beantifttl,  with  eyes  uncommonly  black  aad 
large.  This  is  the  same  sort  of  roe,  to  which  Solo- 
mon alludes  in  thb  delicate  simile :  '*  Thy  two 
breasts  are  tike  two  young  roes,  that  are  twins, 
which  play  among  the  lilies."     ,  '^ 

A  veiy  polite  scholar,  who  has  kitely  translated 
sixteen  odes  of  Hafoz,  with  learned  illustrations, 
blames  the  Turkish  poets  for  oopyiog  the  Persians 
too  servilely :  but  suirely,  they  are  not  more  blame- 
able  than  Horace,  who  not  only  imitated  the  mea- 
sures and  expressions  of  the  Greeks,  but  even  trans- 
lated,  almost  word  for  word,  tbe  brightest  passages 
of  Alcseus,  Anacreon,  and  others ;  he  took  less  from 
Pindar  than  from  the  rest,  because  tbe  wildness  of 
bis  numbers,  and  the  obscurity  of  bis  allusions, 
were  by  no  means  sutuble  to  the  genius  of  the 
Latin  language:  and  tiiis  may,  perhaps,  explain 
his  ode  to  Julius  Antonius,  who  might  have  advised 
hioi  to  use  more  of  Pindar's  manner  in  celebrating 
the  victories  of  Augustus.  Whatever  we  may 
think  of  this  objection,  it  is  certain  that  the  Turk- 
ish empire  has  pnxluoed  a  great  number  of  poets  ; 
some  of  whom  had  no  small  merit  in  their  way  : 
the  ingenious  author  just  meotioued  assured  me, 
that  the  Turkish  satires  of  Ruhi  Bagdadi  were  very 
forcili^e  and  striking,  aod  he  mentioned  the  opening 
of  one  of  them,  which  seemed  not  unlike  the  man- 
ner of  Juveual.  At  the  beginning  of  the  hist  cen- 
tury, a  work  was  published  at  Constantinople,  con- 
taining the  finest  verses  of  five  hundred  and  forty-* 
nine  Turkish  poet^,  which  proves  at  least  that  they 
are  singularly  fond  of  this  art,  whatever  ntay  be 
our  opinion  of  their  success  in  it. 

The  descendants  of  Tamerlane  carried  into  India 
the  language  and  poetry  of  the  Persians ;  and  the 
Indian  poets  to  this  day  compose  their  vehes  ia 
imitation  of  them.  Tbe  best  of  their  works,  that 
have  passed  throogh  my  hand%  are  those  df  Hu« 
jsein,  who  lived  some  years  ago  at  Benares,  with  a 
great  reputation  for  his  parts  and  learning,  and  was 
known  to  the  Bnglish«  who  resided  there,  by  the 
name  of  the  -Philosopher.  His  poems  are  elegant 
and  lively,  and  one  of  them,  on  the  departure  of 
his  friends,  woukl  suit  our  language  admiratdy  well, 
but  is  too  k>eg  to  be  inserted  in  this  essay.  The 
ladiatts  are  lofit  aod  voluptuous,  but  artful  and  in- 
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stooere,  mt  tefllsttothe  £uropeam»  wboin»  totay 
the  t4Hith,  ihey^  have  had  no  great  reason  of  late 
years  to  admire  for  the  oppofite  Tirtues  t  but  they 
are  fond  of  poetry,  which  they  learned  finbm  ihte 
Persians,  and  may,  perhaps,  before  the  ctoae  of  the 
century,  be  a&  fond  of  a  more  fonnidable  art,  which 
they  will  learn  firom  the  English. 

I  must  once  more  request,  that,  in  bestowing 
these  praises  on  the  writings  of  Asia,  I  may  not  be 
thought  to  derogate  from  the  merit  of  the  Greek 
and  Latin  poems,  which  have  justly  been  admired 
in  every  age ;  yet  I  cannot  but  think  that  onr  Eu- 
ropean poetry  has  subsisted  too  long  on  the  perpe- 
tuitl  repetition  uf  the  same  images,  and  inces- 
sant allusions  to  the  same  fables ;  and  |t  has  been 
my  endeavour  for  several  years  to  inculcate  this 
truth,  "  That,  if  the  principal  writings  of  the  Asi- 
atics, which  are  reposited  in  our  public  libraries, 
were  printed  with  the  ustial  advantage  of  notes  and 
illustrations,  and  if  the  languages  of  the  eastern 
nations  were  studied  in  our  places  of  education, 
where  every  other  branch  of  useful  knowledge  is 
taught  to  perfection,  a  new  and  ample  field  would 
be  open  for  speculation ;  we  should  have  a  more  ex- 
tensive  insight  roto  the  history  of  the  human  mind» 
we  should  be  fumbhed  with  a  new  set  of  images 
and  similitudes,  and  a  number  of  excellent  com- 
positions would  be  brought  to  light,  which  future 
scholars  might  explain,  and  future  poeu  might  imi- 
tate.** 


ESSAY  IL 

ON  TBI  ABTS,  COMMONLT  CALLlD  IMrTATIVl. 

It  is  the  fate  of  those  maxims,  which  have  been 
thrown  out  by  very  eminent  writers,  to  be  received 
implicitly  by  most  of  their  followers,  and  to  be  re- 
peated a  thousand  times,  for  no  other  reason  than 
because  they  once  dropped  firom  the  pen  of  a  supe- 
rior genius  :'oiie  of  these  is  the  assertion  of  Aristotle, 
that  *'  all  poetry  consists  in  imitation,*'  which  has 
been  so  frequently  echoed  fVom  author  to  author, 
that*  it  would  seem. m  kmd  of  arrogance  to  contro- 
Yert  it ;  for  klmost  all  the  philosophers  and  critics, 
who  have  written  npon  the  subject  of  poetry,  mo- 
tic,  and  painting,  how  little  soever  they  may  agree 
in  some  points,  seem  of  one  mind  in  considering 
them  as  arts  merdy  imitative:  yet  it  roust  be  clear 
to  any  one,  who  examines  what  passes  in  his  own 
mind,  that  he  it  affected  by  the  finest  poems,  pieces 
of  music,  and  pictures, '  upon  a  principle,  which, 
whatever  it  be,  is  entirely  disrinct  from  imiution. 
M.  le  Batteux  has  attempted  to  prove  that  all  the 
fine  arts  have  a  relation  to  this  common  principle 
of  imitating:  but,  whatever  be  said  of  painting,  it 
is  probable,  that  poetry  and  music  had  a  n<>ble  ori- 
gin ;  and,  if  the  first  language  of  man  ifas  not  both 
poetical  and  musical,  i^  is  certain,  at  least,  that  in 
countries,  where  no  kind  of  imitation  seems  to  be 
much  admired,  there  are  poets  and  mnsictaiis  both 
by  nature  and  by  art :  as  in  some  MabonieUn  na- 
tions ;  where  sculpture  and  painting  are  forbidden 
by  the  laws,  where  dramatic  poetry  of  every  sort  is 
wholly  unknown,  yet»  where  the  pleasutgait,  of 
expressing  the  passiooa  in  verse,  and  of  enforcing 
that  expression  by  melody,  are  culti^'atad  to  a  de- 
gree of  enthokiatm.    It  shall  be  my  endeavour  in 


this  paper  to  prove,  that,  thoogh  poHiy  and  mvse 
have,  certainly,  a  power  of  imttattog  the  manprtt 
of  men,  and  several  oitgectt  m  natore,  yet,  that 
their  greatest  efieot  is  not  .produced  by  imiutioo. 
but  by  a  very  dHSeitaA  principle ;  which  most  be 
sought  for  in  the  deepest  reoeatet  of  the  hmnaift 
mind. 

To  state  the  qiietUon  properly,  we  mutt  have  a 
clear  notion  of  what  we  mean  by  poetry  and  nia- 
sic;  but  wa  cannot  give  a  precise  definition  *of 
them,  till  we  have  made  a  few  previous  remarks 
on  their  origin,  their  relation  to  each  other,  and 
their  difference. 

It  seems  probable,  then,  that  poetry  was  origi* 
nally  no  mocje  than  a  strong,  and  animated  expres- 
sion of  the  human  passions,  of  joy  and  grief,  love 
and  hate,  admiration  and  anger,  sometimes  pore 
and  unmixed,  sometimea  vmriously  modified  and 
combined :  for,  if  we  observe  the  voice  and  accents 
of  a  person  affected  by  any  of  the  violent  passiopf, 
we  shall  perceive  som^hmg  in  them  very  nearly  ap- 
proaching to  cadence  and  meatnrei  whidi  is  reanik- 
ably  the  case  in  the  language  of  a  vebement  orator, 
wtM>se  talent  is  chiefly  convenant  about  praise  or 
censure;  and  we  may  collect  from  several  patigti 
in  Tully,  that  the  fine  tpeakerv  of  old  Greece  and 
Rome,  had  a  sort  of  rhythm  in  their  aenteoees, 
less  regular,  but  not  len  melodious,  than  that  of 
the  poets. 

If  this  idea  be  jutt,  one  would  suppoae  that  the 
most  ancient  sort  of  poetry  consisted  in  praiainf  the 
Deity ;  for  if  we  conceive  a  being,  created  with  all 
his  focuities  and  senses,  endued  with  q>eeefa  and 
reason,  to  open  his  eyes  in  a  most  delightful  plaio, 
to  view  for  the  first  time  the  serenity  of  the  sky, 
the  splendour  of  the  Son,  the  verdure  of  the  fields 
and  woods,  the  gkming  colours  of  the  flowers,  we 
can  hardly  believe  it  possible,  that  be  tbookl  re- 
frain from  bursting  into  an  ecstacy  of  joy,  and 
pouring  his  praises  to  the  creator  of  thoae  woodert, 
and  the  author  of  hit  happiness.  Thit  kind  of 
poetry  is  used  in  all  nations:  but  as  it  is  the  toblioi* 
est  of  all,  when  it  is  applied  to  its  true  object,  to  it 
liat  often  been  perverted  to  impious  porpoaet  by 
pagans  and  idolaters :  every  one  knows  that  the 
dramatic  poetry  of  the  Europeans  took  its  rise 
from  the  same  spring,  and  was  no  more  at  fint 
than  a  song  m  praise  of  Bacchus ;  so  that  the  only 
speciet  of  poetical  composition,  (if  we  except  the 
epic)  which  can  in  any  sense  be  called  imita^ve, 
was  deduced  firom  a  natural  emotion  of  the  nund, 
in  which  imitatkn  could  not  at  all  be  concerned. 

The  next  source  of  poetry  was,  probably,  love,  or 
the  mutual  inclinatioo,  which  naturally  tubaitts  be* 
tween  the  sexes,  and  it  founded  upon  penonal 
beauty :  hence  aroae  the  most  agreeable  odes,  and 
love-songs,  which  we  admire  in  the  works  of  the  an- 
cient lyric  poets,  not  filled,  like  o«ir  sooneu  and 
madrigals,  with  the  intipid  babble  of  dartt,  and  ot- 
pldt,  but  simple,  tender,  natural;  and  consisting 
of  such  uoafifectad  endearments,  and  mild  oooi- 
plaints, 

Teneri  tdegni,  e  placide  e  tranquille 
Repulse,  e  cari  vezzi,  e  liete  paci ', 

as  we  may  suppose  to  have  pasted  between  the  firrt 
lovers  in  a  state  of  innocence,  before  the  refinements 
of  society,  and  the  reetraintt,  which  they  intro- 

^  Two  linet  oCXatMn    . 
CjOOgle 
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docdl,  bad  made  tfie  pnnkm  of  love  so  fierce,  and 
jopetooof,  as  it  is  Mud  to  hmve  been  hn  Dido,  and 
oeitaiiily  was  io  Sappbo,  if  we  may  take  her  own 
void  for  it*. 

Tlie  grief,  which  the  first  inbabitmnts  of  the  Earth 
BOit  have  felt  at  the  death  of  their  dearest  fnends, 
and  relations,  gave  pse  to  another  species  of  poetry, 
which  onginally,  perhaps,  ooosisted  of  short  dirges, 
and  was  afterwards  lengthened  into  elegies. 

At  soon  as  vice  began  to  prevail  in  the  world,  it 
wu  natural  for  the  wise  and  virtuous  to  express  their 
detfstation  of  it  in  the  strongest  manner,  and  Io 
ibow  their  resentment  against  the  corrupters  of 
maokind :  hence  moral  poetry  was  derived,  which, 
at  first,  we  find,  was  severe  and  passionate ;  but 
was  giwdinlly  melted  down  into  cool  precepts  of 
monlity,  or  exhortations  to  virtue:  we  may  rea- 
sonably conjecture  that  epic  poetry  had  the  same 
origio,  and  that  the  examples  of  heroes  and  kings 
vere  introduced,  to  illustrate  some  moral  truth,  by 
showing  the  loveliness  and  advantages  of  virtue,  or 
tbe  many  misfortames  that  flow  from  vice. 

ViUn  there  is  viOe,  which  is  detestable  jn  itself, 
there  must  be  hate,  since  '*  tbe  strongest  antipathy 
in  nature,**  as  Mr.  Pope  asserted  fai  his  writings, 
and  proved  by  his  whole  life, "  subsists  between  the 
good  and  the  bsid  s**  now  this  passion  was  the  source 
of  that  poetry*  which  we  call  satire,  very  impro- 
perly and  corruptly,  since  the  satire  of  the  Romans 
was  no  more  than  a  moral  piece,  which  they  en- 
titled Saturaor  Satyra  ^  intimating,  that  the  poem, 
like  "  a  dish  of  fruit  and  com  o&nd  to  G^res,'' 
contahied  a  vaiiety  and  plenty  of  fimcies  and 
figures;  whereas  the  true  invectives  of  the  ancients 
were  called  Iambi,  of  which  we  have  several  ex- 
amples m  Catullus,  and  in  the  Epodes  of  Horace, 
who  imitated  the  very  measures  and  manner  of 
Arehilochus. 

These  are  the  pnncipal  sources  of  poetry ;  and 
of  mosic  also,  as  it  shall  be  my  endeavour  to  show : 
but  it  is  first  necessary  to  say  a  fsw  words  on  the 
nature  of  sound;  a  very  copious  subject,  which 
would  require  a  long  dissertation  to  be  accurately 
discussed.  Without  entering  into  a  discourse  on 
tbe  vibratioDS  of  chords,  or  the  undulations  of  the 
air,  it  will  be  sufiicient  for  our  purpose  to  observe, 
that  there  it  a  great  difference  between  a  com- 
mon sound,  and  a  musical  sound,  which  consists 
chiefly  m  this,  thai  the  former  is  simple  and 
entire  in  iteelf  Jike  a  point,  while  the  latter  is 
always  accompanied  with  other  sounds,  without 
cemsiuf  to  be  one ;  like  a  circle,  which  is  an  entire 
figure,  though  it  is  generated  by  a  multitude  of 
points  flowing,  at  equal  distances,  round  a  conunon 
centre.  Tb^  accessory  sounds,  which  are  caused 
by  the  aliqnots  of  a  sonorous  body  vibrating  at. 
once,  are  called  harmonics,  and  the  whole  system 
of  modem  harmony  depends  upon  them ;  though 
it  were  easy  to  prove  that  the  system  is  unnatural, 
and  only  made  tolerable  to  the  ear  by  habit :  for 
whenever  we  strike  the  perfect  accord  on  a  harpsi- 
chord or  an  organ,  the.  harmonics  of  the  third  and 
fifth  have  also  their  own  harmonics,  which  are  dis- 
sonant from  the  principal  note :   these  horrid  dis- 

<See  the  ode  of  Sappho  quoted  by  Longinus, 
and  translated  by  Boileau. 

^  Sume  Latin  words  were  spelled  either  with  an 
«  or  a  y,  as  Sulla  or  Sylla. 


sonances  are,  mdeed,  almost  overpowered  fay  the 
natural  harmonics  of  tbe  principal  chord,  but  that 
does  not  prove  them  agreeable.  Since  nature  has 
given  us  a  delightful  harmony  of  her  own,  why 
should  we  destroy  it  by  the  additions  of  art  ?  It  is 
like  thmkmg 


'  to  paint  the  lily. 

And  add  a  perfumeOo  the  violet. 

Now  let  us  conceive  that  some  vehement  passion 
is  expressed  m  strong  words,  exactly  measured, 
and  pronounced,  in  a  common  voice,  in  just  ca- 
dence, and  with  proper  accents,  such  an  expression 
of  the  passion  will  be  genuine  poetry ;  and  tbe  fa- 
mous ode  of  Sappho  is  allowed  to  be  so  in  the 
strictest  sense ;  but  if  the  same  ode,  with  all  its 
natural  accents,  were  expressed  in  a  musical  voice, 
(that  is,  in  sounds  accompanied  with  their  harmo- 
nics) if  it  were  sung  in  due  time  and  measure,  in  a 
simple  and  pleasing  tune,  that  added  force  to  the 
words  without  stifling  them,  it  would  then  be  puiw 
and  original  music;  not  merely  soothing  to  the 
ear,  but  aflbcting  to  the  heart ;  not  an  imitation  of 
nature,  but  the  voice  of  nature  herself.  But  there 
is  another  point  in  which  music  must  resemble 
poetry,  or  it  will  lose  a  considerable  part-  of  its  ef- 
fect: we  all  must  have  observed,  that  a  speaker, 
afitated  with  passion,  or  an  actor,  who  is,  indeed, 
strictly  an  imitator,  are  perpetually  changing  the 
tone  and  pitch  of  their  voice,  as  the  sense  of  their 
words  vanes :  it  may  be  worth  while  to  examine 
how  thb  variation  is  expressed  in  music.  Every 
body  knows  that  the  musical  scale  consists  of  seven, 
notes,  above  which  we  find  a  succession  of  similar 
sounds  repeated  in  the  same  order,  and  above  that, 
other  successions,  as  for  as  they  can  be  controued 
by  the  human  voice,  or  distinguished  by  the  human 
ear :  now  each  of  these  seven  sounds  has  no  morw 
meaning,  when  it  is  heard  separately,  than  a  single 
letterofthealphabet  would  have;  and  it  is  only 
1^  their  succession,  and  their  relation  to  one  prin- 
cipal sound,  that  they  take  any  rank  in  the  scale  ; 
or  dififer  from  each  other,  except  as  they  are  graver, 
or  more  ecute :  but  in  the  regular  scale  each  inter- 
val assumes  a  proper  character,  and  every  note 
stands  related  to  tbe  first  or  principal  one  by  vari- 
ous proportions.  Now  a  series  of  sounds  relating 
to  one  leading  note  is  called  a  mode,  or  a  tone, 
and,  as  there  are  twelve  semitones  in  the  scale, 
each  of  which  may  be  made  in  its  torn  the  leader 
of  a  mode,  it  follows  that  there  are  twelve  modes  ; 
and  each  of  them  has  a  peculiar  character,  arising 
from  the  position  of  the  modal  note,  and  from  some 
minute  difierence  in  the  ratios,  as  of  81  to  80,  or 
a  comma ;  for  there  are  some  intervals,  which  can- 
not easily  be  rendered  on  our  instruments,  yet  have 
a  surprising  efiPect  in  modulation,  or  in  the  tran- 
sitions from  one  mode  to  another. 

The  modes  of  tbe  ancients  are  said  to  have  had 
a  wonderful  effect  over  the  mind :  and  Plato,  who 
permits  the  Dorian  in  his  imaginary  republic,  on 
account  of  its  calmness  and  gravity,  excludes  the 
Lydian,  because  of  its  languid,  tender,  and  eflfemi- 
nate  character :  not  that  any  series  of  mere  sounds 
has  a  power  of  raising  or  soothing  tbe  passions,  but 
each  of  these  modes  wa«  appropriated  to  a  particu- 
lar kind  of  poetry,  and  a  particular  instrument ; 
and  the  chief  of  them,  as  the  Dorian,  PhrygiaD^ 
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Lydiaiiy  looiao,  Eoliaii,  Locrian,  belonging  origi- 
nally to  the  nations,  from  which  they  took  their 
names :  thus  the  Phrygian  mode,  which  was  ardent 
and  impetuous,  was  usually  accompanied  with 
trumpets,  and  the  Mixolydian,  which,  if  we  be- 
lieve Arrstoxenus,  was  invented  by  Sappho,  was 
probably  confined  to  the  pathetic  and  tragic  style : 
that  these  modes  had  a  relation  .to  poetry,  as  well 
as  to  mnsjc,  appears  from  a  fragment  of  Lasus,  in 
which  he  says,  "  I  sing  of  Ceres,  and  her  daughter 
Meliboea,  t'he  oovsort  of  Pluto,  in  the  Eoltan  mode, 
full  of  gravity ;''  and  Pindar  calls  one  of  his  odes 
an  Eolian  song.  If  the  Greeks  surpassed  us  in  the 
sti-ength^  of  their  modulations,  we  have  an  advan- 
tage^over  them  in  our  minor  scale,  which  supplies 
us  with  twelve  new  modes,  where  the  two  semitones 
aie  removed  from  their  natural  position  between 
the  third  and  fourth,  the  seventh  and  eighth  notes, 
and  placed  between  the  second  and  third,  the  fifth 
and  sixth ;  this  change  of  the  semitonet,  by  giving 
a  minor  third  to  the  modal  note,  softens  the  gene- 
ral expression  of  the  mode,  and  adapts  it  admirably 
to  subjects  of  grief  and  aflUction :  the  miuor  mode 
of  D  is  tender,  that  of  C,  with  three  flats,  plain- 
tive^ and  that  of  F,  with  four,  pathetic  and  BUHim- 
ful  to  the  highest  degree,  for  which  reason  it  was 
chosen  by  the  excellent  Pergolesi  in  his  Stabal  Ha- 
ter. Now  these  twenty-four  modes,  aitfully  inter- 
woven, and  changed  as  often  as  tlie  nrntinisnt 
changes,  may,  it  is  evident,  express  ail  the  varia- 
tions in  the  voice  of  a  speaker,  and  give  an  adfli- 
tional  beauty  to  the  accenia  of  a  poet.  Cbnsistaaily 
with  the  foregoing  principlca,  we  may  define  origi- 
nal and  native  poetry  to  be  the  language  of  tihe 
videai  passions,  expres!«d  in  exact  meaanre,  with 
strong  accents  and  significant  words;  and  true 
music  to  be  no  more  than  poetry,  delivered  in  a 
sycceasion  of  barmonioua  soundi,  so  dispoatd  as  to 
please  the  ear.  It  is  in  this  view  only  that  ve 
must  consider  the  music  ot  the  ancient  Greeks,  or 
attempt  to  account  for  its  atnaaiag'  efiectf,  which 
we  find  related  by  the  gravest  hiiMriani,  and  pU- 
losopbers ;  it  was  wholly  passiopatn  or  descriptive^ 
and  so  closely  united  to  poetry,  that  it  never  ob- 
structed, but  always  increased  ita  ininenoe;  where- 
as our  boasted  haraiM»y,  with  all  its  fine  accords^ 
and  nomerous  parts,  paints  nothing,  eaprssiea  no- 
thing, says  nothing  to  the  heart,  and  conseqnently 
can  only  give  more  or  less  pleasura  to  one  of  oar 
senses ;  and  no  reasenable  man  will  aenously  pcie* 
fer  a  transitory  pleasure,  which  must  soon  end  in 
satiety,  or  even  in  disguat,  to  a  delight  of  the  soul, 
arising  from  eympaUiy,  and  founded  on  the  natarat 
passions,  always  lively,  always  interesting,  always 
transporting.  The  old  diviriona  of  mnsic  into  ee* 
lestial  and  earthly,  divine  and  human,  active  and 
contemplative,  intellective  and  oralorial,  were 
fotjmded  rather  upon  metaphors,  and  chioprieal 
analogies,  than  upon  any  rral  dtstinotioaa  in  na* 
ture;  but  the  want  of  making  a  divtinctioa  between 

^  music  of  mere  sounds,  and  the  music  of  4be  paa- 
siona,  has  been  the  perpetnal  senrce  of  confiuion 
and  contradicticms  both  among  the  ancients  and 

.  the  modems ;  nothing  can  be  mqre  opposite  in 
many  points  than  the  systems  of  Rameau  and  Tar- 
tini,  one  of  whom  asserts  that  mekidy  springs  from 
^mony,  and  the  other  deduces  harmony  ffwn 
melody ;  and  both  are  in  the  right,  if  the  first 
speaks  only  of  that  music,  which  took  its  rise  fima 
**  the  multiplicity  of  sounds  heard  at  once  in  the 


sonorous  body,"  and  the  leoMid,  of  tiia^  whidh 
rose  from  **  the  accents  and  inflexions  of  the  hu- 
man voice,  animated  by  the  passions  :'* — ^'  to  de- 
cide," as  Rousseau  says,  "  whether  of  these  two 
schools  ought  to  have  the  prel^renctf,  we  nefd  only 
ask  a  plain  question.  Was  the  voice  made  for  the 
instruments,  or  the  instruments  for  the  voice  V* 

In  defining  what  true  poetry  ought  to  be,  aocoid. 
ing  to  our  principles,  we  have  described  what  it 
really  was  among  the  Hdirews,  the  Greidu  and 
Romans,  the  Arabs  and  Persians.  The  lamentation 
of  David,  and  his  aaored  odee,  or  peakns,  the  soi^ 
of  Selooioo,  the  prophecies  of  Isaiah,  Jeremiah, 
and  the  other  inspired  writers,  are  truly  and  strict^ 
poetical;  butwluitdid  David  or  Solomon  imitate 
in  their  divine  poems  ?  A  man,  who  is  rtelly  jcj* 
ful  or  afflicted,  -cannot  be  said  to  imitate  joy  or 
affliction*  The  lyric  voves  of  Alc^us,  Alcman, 
and  Ihycus,  the  hymns  of  Callimncfaus,  the  elegy 
of  Moschus  on  tha  death  of  Bion,  are  all  beantiM 
piepes  of  poetry ;  yet  AksBoa  was  no  imitidnr  of 
love,  Calliraachus  was  no  imitator  of  religious  s«e 
and  admiratfoa,  MoscIkis  was  no  imitator  of  grief 
at  the  loss  of  an  amiable  friend.  Aristotle  himself 
wrote  a  very  poetical  elegy  on  the  death  of  a  mas, 
whom  he  had  loved ;  but  it  would  be  difficult  to 
say  what  he  imitated  in  it :  **  O  Vtrtna,  who  pro- 
posest  many  labours  to  the  human  race,  and  art 
>  still  the  alhiring  object  of  our  Ufo  ;  for  thy  chaffln, 
O  beautiful  goddess,  it  was  always  an  envied  Inp- 
piness  in  Greece  even  to  die,  and  toaufer  the  most 
painfiil,  the  most  atticting  evils  t  snch  are  the  im- 
mertai  frmts,  wluoh  ^ou  raiaest  in  our  miads; 
fruits,  motfe  prtcioua  than  goU,  more  sweet  than 
the  lore  of  parents,  and  soft  repose  :  for  thee  Hsr- 
coki  the  eon  of  Jovo,  and  the  twiaa  of  Lada,  ins* 
tamed  many  labonti,  and  by  their  ittostrious  actions 
sought  thy  favour;  for  love  of  thee,  Achilles  and 
Ajax  descended  to  tho  mansion  of  Pluto;  and, 
through  aaeak  for  thy  charms,  the  prince  of  Atanea 
also  wasdoprivedof  the  Soa*s  light:  tbomfore shall 
the  Muaes,  daughters  of  memory,  render  him  io* 
■MNtai  for  His  gtorious  deeds,  whenever  they  stag 
the  god  of  hospitality,  and  the  honours  dne  to  a 
lasUngfriendshifv" 

in  the  prooedtng  collection  of  po«Ds  there  mt 
some  easteni  fables,  some  odea,  a  panegyric,  and 
an  elegy ;  yet  it  doea  not  appear  to  mCf  tint  there 
is  the  least  tnutatson  in  either  of  them :  Potrareh 
was,  oortainly,  too  deeply  afiBCted  with  real  grief, 
and  the  Persian  poet  was  too  sincere  a  forer,  to 
imitate  the  passions  of  others.  As  to  the  rest,  a 
foble  in  verse  is  no  more  an  imitotioa  than  a  Wa 
in  pinae ;  and  if  every  poetical  narrative,  which 
describes  the  manners,  and  relates  the  adventmes 
of  men,  be  oalled  iniitative,  every  romance,  and 
even  every  history,  must  be  called  so  likewise; 
since  many  poeuM  are  only  romaaoo^  or  |Mits  of 
history,  told  in  regular  measure. 

What  haa been  said  of  poetry,  may  with'  eqaal 
fiarce  be  applied  to  music,  whtoh  is  poetry,  dreosed 
I  to  advantage ;  and  even  to  painti^,  many  aorta  of 
I  wht«;h  are  poems  to  the  eye,  as  all  poems.^neriely 
'  descriptive,  are  pictures  to  the  ear :   and  th»  way 
'  of  ^considering  them  will  set  the  refinements  of 
I  modem  artists  in  tbehr  true  light ;  for  the  pasnons, 
which  were  given  by  nsture,  never  spoke  in  an  un- 
natural form,  and  no  man,  truly  affected  witH  love 
or  grief,  ever  expressed  the  one  in  an  acrostic,  or 
the  other  in  a  fugue :  these- remains^  therefore^  of 
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(tie  fafw  f  lute,  vIkcH  prfvaifcd  m  the  dark  age«, 
^hcitld  be  banibhcd  from  tbisj  wblch  ti  ctilighUfied 
•ith  a  just  oive. 

Jt  L3  lni«,  ihttt  sonif  kimJs  of  palntlnET  nre  strictly  . 
imitativf,  at  that  which  ia  toittly  mtendal  to  rr^pre-  | 
Mm  the  human  %yrc  and  ctnmtcuttnce ;    bdl  it. 
vjH  Im?  found,  that  those  pictures  bave  nlvayi  the 
frestist  cfr<;<rt,  wblch  represent  some  passiun,  an  \ 
(he  ro^rtyrdorn  of  St*  A^rneg  by  UomenichinOt  and  J 
the  various  representations  of  the  CrucHi*iun  by 
i^t  finest  mastera  of  Italy  ;    and  there  can   b^  no  j 
doiibt,  but  that  the  famcniA  BacHGce  of  Ipbigenia 
by  Timanthfs  wjis  aiTecting  to  Uie  htKli<^t  degree  j 
lihich  prQTi'f ,  nut  that  paioting  cannot   be  sniri  to 
imitat*-,  but  ihflt  ibi  moft  powerful  influence  over 
the  mind  arises,  like  tbat  of  the  other  art%   from 
ifmpathy. 

Jt  >«  asserted  also  that  descriptive  poetry,  anddc- 
•ertptiTe  music,  as  they  arc  called,  air#  6trict  imi- 
Ution.^  ,  but,  ncit  ty  rnsitt  that  mere  dcurriptitjn  i» 
tbc  meAn.cHL  part  of  Ijoth  arts,  if  indepd  U  belongs  to 
llieai  atalU  it  h  clear,  that  wwrds  and  sounds  have 
Od  kind  of  resemblance  to  visible  objei  U  :  and 
what  IS  ao  imitaiiou,  but  a  resemblance  of  sorm*.  other 
tiling?  Besides,  no  onprejudiceil  bearer  will  *wiy 
th.it  ht  fiiMJi  the  smallest  tmcea  of  imitation  in  the 
numepoos  fugiies^  ctiunterfugnits,  atid  divisions, 
which  rather  rhsgrarethaa  adorn  the  modem  music ; 
*ifen  soiifuU  tiiemselv*^  are  im|»crfccttv  iniiLated  by 
barmony,  and,  if  we  sometimes  hear  the  munDLir- 
mt  of  a  brook,  ur  the  ohirpins^  of  birtiA  ui  a  i^oucMft, 
.  ve  are  generally  appriscil  befoi-^liand  tii  the  |>a.ssn|re», 
«her«  *c  may  ejtpect  them.  Sonie  einint-rLt  mtisi- 
ciMis,  indcetl,  have  be^^n  absurd  enoiij^h  to  ihiuk  of 
ioiitatiiiir  laughter  and  other  notsei,  but,  if  they  had 
•ueceeded,  Ute}' could  not  have  tpade  amendi.  f^^r 
their  vant  of  ta^te  in  attf^mpiiuK  it;  for  such  rUli- 
cutoas  (mtlation*;  mu^  neci-s rarity  Uefrtroy  the  Fpi- 
rit  and  dii^tiity  ot  the  tiue$t  poemi:,  which  they 
ouabtlo  iUmLnite  by  a  gmceftil  and  natural  melody* 
It  seems  to  me,  that,  as  those  part*  of  poetry,  mo- 
vie, and  paintit^g,  which  relate  to  the  passions,  afie<:t 
by  tympatiiy,  *o  thofte,  which  are  merely  descrip- 
tiire,  act  by  a  kind  of  atibstJtution,  that  is^  by  raisiu^ 
id  our  mind??,  utT^ctiiins,  or  scentlments,  analogou'^ 
ta  thope,  which  ansj*  in  nSi  when  the  respective  ob- 
ject* m  nature  are  presented  lo  our  senses.  J^t  tjs 
fvppwe  that  a  poet,  a  musician,  and  a  painter,  are 
ftrivmp  to  give  their  friend,  or  potroii,  a  pleasure 
simihr  in  that,  which  he  feeEi  at  the  sight  of  a  beau- 
tiful prospect,  77m£rit  will  fyrm  an  agrcrable  aa-^ 
^mblage  of  lively  imn^e**,  which  he  will  express  ia 
tmooth  and  elegant  verses  rif  a  spri|chtly  meaaui^ ; 
be  Wilt  describe  the  most  di.>ljghtfal  ohjt^ta  and  will 
add  to  tlie  praccs  of  bis  descripiion  a  ufirtaiii  delica- 
cy of  41  ntimt  ut,  and  a  spirit  of  che*  rfalne-is.  The 
matkiaR^  who  undertake*^  to  *;et  the  words  of  the 
poet,  vill  bf'iect  %ome  mode,  uhkh,  on  bis  viulin, 
las  the  characiter  of  mirth  and  gaiety,  as  the  Eoltnn, 
4r  E  flat,  which  he  will  chang'e  as  tbc  semiment  is 
VAticd :  be  wtll  e?cpres>  the  won  Is  in  a  simple  and 
a,freeabk  melotly^  whikh  will  not  di^ui(>e,  but  em* 
beth&h  them,  witboiit  aiming  at  any  fu^ue,  or  tiered 
liarmony :  he  will  use  the  basiSi,  tr*  mark  the  modu^ 
laiion  more-  stioni^ry,  espt-clalfy  in  the  chans^esi 
anrl  be  will  [jlace  the  ienoor  fvtiejally  in  uni^ion 
with  the  bass,  to  present  too  great  a  diJitance  be- 
tween th«  parts  t  in  tbusympbonj  he  will,  ftbove  all 


thiosfs,  avoid  a  dotible  meTod5\  inrl  will  apply  hri 
vafiations  only  to  some  accessory  ideas,  which  the 
principal  part,  that  is,  the  voire,  could  not  easily 
express :  he  will  not  make  a  number  of  useless  re- 
petitions, becaut^  the  pas^bions  only  repeat  the  sama 
expressions,  and  dwell  upon  the  same  sentiments, 
while  descnption  can  only  represent  a  single  object 
by  a  single  sentence.  Tlic  painter  will  describe  all 
visible  objects  moro  csuictly  than  his  rivals,  btil  hfl 
will  fjill  ^hort  of  llic  other  artists  in  a  Tcry  matiirit! 
circumstance  :  namely,  that  bti  pencil,  which  may 
indeed,  express  a  simple  passion,  but  cannot  paint 
ft  thong  lit,  or  draw  the  shades  of  sentiment ;  he 
will,  however,  finiAh  hi*  landscape  with  grace  and 
elegance  j  his  colours  will  be  rich,  and  ghwmg  i 
his  perspective  stnkjns  j  and  bis  fijjnre*  will  be 
disposeil  wjlh  an  agreeable  variety,  btit  not  with 
coufujfion :  above  all,  be  will  djlfa^e  over  bis  whole; 
piece  such  a  spirit  of  liveliness  and  festivity,  that 
the  beholder  ."^hall  be  seized  with  a  kind  of  raptu* 
mus  delight,  and,  for  &  moment,  mistake  art  for 
nature. 

Thus  will  each  artst  gain  his  end,  not  by  imita- 
ting the  works  of  rmtun?,  but  by  aisumiug  her  power, 
and  causing  the  same  etibct  upon  the  imaginatioo, 
which  her  charms  produce  to  the  senses  :  this  must 
b(j  tbc  chief  oiiject  of  a  poet,  a  mmician,  and  a 
painter,  who  know  that  great  elfecte  are  njt  produ- 
ced by  inin^itc  details,  but  by  the  j^cueral  spirit  of 
the  whole  piece,  and  that  a  gamly  ctMnposition  may 
strike  the  mind  for  a  short  time,  hut  that  the  beaxi- 
ijo?^  of  simplicity  are  bCflh  more  delightful,  and 
more  permanent. 

As  the  passions  are  dijferently  modified  in  dif- 
ft:rent  men,  and  a&  ev^n  the  various  objecti  in  na- 
ture alfect  nor  mind':  iu  various  de:i^Tces,  it  js^  ob- 
viuus*  that  there  mu.4t  be  a  great  diversity  in  the 
pkasure  which  we  rccdve  from  the  fine  arta, 
whether  that  pleiisure  arises  from  symjiathy,  or 
buf^tituiion  I  m»d  timt  it  were  a  wild  notmn  in  ar- 
tists to  tjiink  of  plea-siiig  every  reader,  hearer,  or  be- 
holder ;  since  every  man  has  a  particular  set  of 
objects^  and  a  ]>aTlicular  inclination,  which  direct 
bun  iu  the  clioire  of  his  pleasurcl,  and  iaduce  hrm 
to  consfifler  tbc  productions,  both  of  naturti  and  of 
art,  as  more  or  lo^s  elegant,  in  proportion  aa 
thuy  give  him  a  j^reater  ur  staaller  degnse  of  delight ; 
this  does  not  at  all  contradict  tlie  opintou  of  man^ 
able  writers,  that  **  there  is  one  uniform  standard  of 
tiste  ;"  since  the  passions,  and,  consequently,  ^ym^ 
pathy,  are  gn  lief  ally  the  same  iti  all  men,  ill  I  Ibey 
aro  vscakenf'il  by  age,  lutinnity,  or  uther  causes. 

If  the  ar^nments,  used  in  this  essay,  have  any 
weif^ht,  (twill  appear,  that  the  finest  parts  uf  poetry^ 
music,  and  pointing,  are  expressive  of  the  passions, 
ariil  optrate  uu  our  mindi  by  S3'mpathyj  tha^t  the 
inferior  parts  of  them  ari^  descriptive  of  nat.iral  ob- 
jecljt,  and  slil-ct  us  chielly  by  substitution ;  that  the 
eicprcssiona  of  love,  pity,  fk^iit^,  and  the  tt^nder  pa»* 
8  ions,  as  well  as  the  destriiHiocis  of  objects  that  de- 
light the  senses,  produce  in  the  arts  what  we  call 
the  beautiful i  biit  that  hate,  anger,  fear,  and  the 
terrible  passicniA,  as  well  els  objects,  which  are  im^ 
pleasing  lo  the  ^enfc?.  are  produelii'eof  the  sublime^ 
when  they  are  aptly  exprc^ed,  or  descritied. 

Tboee  tiuhjects  might  bo  porsued  to  infinity  ;  but, 
if  thf?v  were  amply  di^ctissed,  it  woutd  be  ne^^cssary 
to  write  t  leries  of  dis^ertatioosj  in^toiJ  ofaxi  essay* 
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LIFE  OF  DR.  JAMES  BEATTIE^ 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


JJr.  BEATTIE  ^  was  bora  at  LaureDcekirk,  in  the  county  of  Kincardine,  Scotland,  on 
the  25th  day  of  October  1735.  His  father,  who  was  a  fanner  of  no  considerable  rank, 
is  said  to  have  had  a  turn  for  reading  and  for  versifying:  but,  as  he  died  in  1742, 
when  his  son  James  was  only  seven  years  of  age,  could  have  had  no  great  share  in 
forming  hb  mind. 

James  was  sent  early  to  the  only  school  his  birth-place  afforded,  where  he  passed  his 
time  under  the  instructions  of  a  tutor  named  Milne,  whom  he  used  to  represent  «  as  a  good 
grammarian,  and  tolerably  skilled  in  the  Latin  language,  but  destitute  of  taste  as  well 
as  of  some  other  qualifications  essential  to  a  good  teacher."  He  is  said  to  have  preferred 
Ovid  as  a  school-author,  whom  Mr.  Beattie  afterwards  gladly  exchanged  for  VirgiL 
Virgil  he  had  been  accustomed  to  read  with  great  delight  in  Ogiivy's  and  Dryden's 
translations,  as  he  did  Homer  in  that  of  Pope;  and  these,  with  Thomson's  Seasons  and 
Milton's  Paradise  Lost,  of  all  which  he  was  very  early  fond,  probably  gave  him  that 
taste  for  poetry  which  he  afterwards  cultivated  with  so  much  success.  He  was  already* 
accordmg  to  his  biographer,  inclined  to  making  verses,  and  among  his  school  fellows 
went  by  the  name  of  The  Poet. 

At  this  school  hemade  great  proficiency  by  unremitting  diligence,  which  he  was  sen* 
sible  was  the  only  stock  he  could  command;  and  appeared  to  much  advantage  on  his 
entering  Marischal  College,  Aberdeen,  in  1749,  where  he  obtained  the  first  of  those 
bursaries  or  exhibitions  left  for  the  use  of  students  whose  parents  are  unable  to 
support  the  entire  expenses  of  academical  education.  Here  he  first  studied  Greek, 
under  Principal  Thomas  Blackwell,  author  of  the  Inquiry  into  the  Life  and  Writings 
of  Homer ;  Letters  concerning  Mythology ;  and  Memoirs  of  the  Court  of  Augustus, 
a  teacher  who,  with  much  of  the  austerity  of  pedantry,  was  kind  to  his  diligent 

1  The  principal  part  of  this  memorial  was  drawn  up  in  1803  for  an  edition  of  Dr.  Beattie^s  poems 
published  by  Mr.  Mawman,  and  it  a£brded  the  editor  no  small  pleasure  to  find  that  it  coincided  in  the 
leading  facts  and  opinions  with  the  more  elaborate  and  valuable  Life  since  published  by  sir  William 
Forbes,  while  his  long  personal  acquaintance  with  Dr.  Beattie  enabled  him  to  add  a  few  particulars  which 
had  escaped  that  biographer.  C. 
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scholars,  and  foond  in  Mr.  Beattie  a  disposition  worthy  of  cultivation  and  of  patron- 
age. In  the  following  year  he  hestowed  on  him  the  premium  for  the  best  Greek 
analysis,  which  happened  to  be  part  of  the  fourth  book  of  the  Odyssey,  and  at  the 
close  of  the  session  1749-50,  he  gave  him  a  book  elegantly  bound,  with  the  followiDg 
inscription :  '*  Jacobo  Beattie,  in  prima  classe,  ex  comitatu  Memensi  ^  post  examen 
publicum  librum  hunc  AfifwoA,  premium  deditT.  Biackwell,Aprilis  S>  mdccl.**  The 
other  professor,  with  whom  Mr.  Beattie  waspafticularly  connected,  was  the  late  Dr.  Alex- 
ander Gerard,  author  of  the  Genius  and  Evidences  of  Christiatiity ;  Essays  on  Taste  and 
Genius;  and  other  works.  Under  these  gentlemen  our  author's  pro6ciency,  both  at  college 
and  during  the  vacations,  was  very  exemplary,  and  he  accumulated  a  much  more  various 
stock  of  general  knowledge  than  is  usual  with  young  men  whose  ultimate  destination 
is  the  church.  The  delicacy  of  his  health  requiring  amusement,  he  found  as  he  sup- 
posed, kll  that  amusement  can  give  in  cultivating  his  musical  talents,  which  were  very 
considerable,  feut  there  is  reason  to  think  that  his  hours  of  relaxation  were  too  few, 
and  that  the  earnestness  with  which  he  dissuaded  his  son  from  excessive  study,  arose 
from  hisrepentmg  that  he  had  not  paid  more  attention  to  the  exercises  which  promote 
health.  . 

The  only  science  in  which  he  made  no  extraordinary  proficiency,  and  to  which  he  even 
seemed  to  have  a  dislike,  was  mathematics.  In  this,  indeed,  he.  performed  the  requisite 
tasks,  but  was  eager  to  return  to  subjects  of  taste,  or  general  literature«  In  every  other 
branch  of  academical  study,  he  never  was  satisfied  with  what  he  learned  within  the 
walls  of  the  college.  His  private  reading  was  extensive  and  various,  and  it  was  with 
him  as  it  appears  to  have  been  with  almost  every  man  of  learning,  of  whom  we  have 
bad  a  minute  account ;  that  he  became  insensibly  partial  to  the  cultivation  of  those 
branches  on  which  his  future  celebrity  was  to  depend. 

In  1753,  having  gone  through  every  preparatory  course  of  study,  he  took  the  dc^^ree 
of  master  of  arts,  the  only  one  attainable  by  students  (except  of  medicine)  in  any  of  the 
universities  of  Scotland.  The  first  degree  of  bachelor  is  not  known,  and  that  of 
doctor  of  laws  or  divinity  is  usually  bestowed  on  application,  at  any  time  of  life  after 
leaving  college,  without  the  necessity  of  keeping  terms.  Mr.  Beattie,  therefore,  had 
now  technically  finished  hb  education,  and  had  a  profession  to  seek.  He  had  hitherto 
been  supported  by  the  generous  kindness  of  an  elder  brother ;  but  he  was  anxious  to 
exonerate  bis  family  from  any  farther  burden.  With  this  laudable  view,  there  being  a 
vacancy  for  the  ofiice  of  school -master  and  parish-clerk,  to  the  parish  of  Fordouu,  ad- 
joining to  Laurencekirk,  he  accepted  the  appointment  August  1,  1^53.  There  can  be 
no  doubt  that  he  performed  the  duties  of  this  sitMation  with  punctuality,  but  it  was 
neither  suited  to  his  disposition,  nor  advantageous  to  his  progress  in  life.  The  emo- 
luments were  very  scanty,  the  site  remote  and  obscure  ;  and  there  was  nothing  in  it  to 
excite  emulation,  or  gratify  the  ambition  which  a  young  man^  conscious  as  he  must 
have  been  of  superior  powers  and  knowledge,  might  indulge  without  presumption.  He 
obtamed  in  this  place,  however,  a  few,  friends,  particularly  lord  Grardenstown,  and 
lord  Monboddo,  who  honoured  him  with  encouraging  notice ;  and  his  imagination  was 
delighted  by  the  beautiful  and  suUim^  scenery  of  die  place,  which  he  appears  to  have 
contemptoted  with  the  eye  of  a  poet    His  leisure  hours  he  employed  on  some  poetical 

*  **  Th«  Meams,"  the  vemacalar  name  for  the  county  of  Kincardioe.    C    . 
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fttteoipts,  which,  a»  they  were  published  io  the  Scots  Magazine,  with  his  initials,  and 
sooietitnes  with  his  place  of  abode,  must  have  contributed  to  make  him  yet  better 
known  and  respected.  There  are  few  introductions  into  life  more  successitil  than  a 
pleasing  or  popular  poem ;  and,  indeed,  any  literary  production  from  an  obscure  part 
of  the  country  is  generally  considered  as  a  phenomenon.  These  poems  atttacted  the 
more  attention  that  they  happened  to  be  dated  from  a  village  littie  known,  and  written 
by  a  man  never  heard  of. 

The  church  of  Scotland  was  at  this  time  the  usual  resource  of  well  educated  young 
men,  and  with  their  academical  stores  in  full  memory,  there  were  few  difficulties  to  be 
surmounted  before  their  entrance  on  the  sacred  office.  Although  this  church  pcegents 
DO  temptations  to  ambition,  Mr.  Beattie  appears  to  have  regarded  it  as  the  only  means 
by  which  he  could  obtain  an  independent  rank  in  life ;  and  with  his  diligence,  was  con^ 
fident  that  the  transition  from  the  studies  of  philosophy  and  ethics  to  that  of  divinity 
would  be  easy.  He  returned,  therefore,  during  the  winter  to  Marischal  College,  and 
attended  the  divinity  lectures  of  Dr.  Robert  Pollock,  of  that  college,  and  of  professor 
John  Lunisden,  of  King's,  and  performed  the  exercises  required  by  the  rules  of  both. 
One  of  his  fellow-students  informed  sir  William  Forbes,  that  during  their  attendance 
at  the  divinity-hall,  he  heard  Mr.  Beattie  deliver  a  discourse,  which  met  with  much 
commendation,  but  of  which  it  was  remarked  by  the  audience,  that  he  spoke  poetry 
in  prose. 

While  the  church  seemed  his  only  prospect,  and  one  whkh,  I  have  been  told,  be  never 
contemplated  with  satisfisiction,  although  few  young  men  lived  a  more  pious  and  regular 
life,  there  occurred  in  1757»  a  vacancy  for  one  of  the  masters  of  the  grammar  school  of 
Aberdeen,  a  situation  of  considerable  importance  in  all  respects.  This  school,  which 
b  a  public  foundation,  is  conducted  by  a  rector,  or  head  master,  and  three  subordinate 
masters ;  the  whole  is  in  the  patronage  of  the  magbtrates  of  the  city,  who  are,  however, 
governed  in  their  choice  by  the  issue  of  a  very  severe  trial  of  the  candidate's  ability, 
carried  on  by  the  professors  of  the  university.  On  this  occasion,  Mr.  Beattie  was  ad- 
vised to  become  a  candidate ;  but  he  was  diffident  of  hb  qualifications,  and  did  not 
think  himself  so  retentive  of  the  grammatical  niceties  of  the  Latin  language  as  to  be 
able  to  answer  readily  any  question  that  might  be  put  to  him  by  older  and  more  ex^ 
perienced  judges.  In  every  part  of  life,  it  may  be  here  observed,  Mr.  Beattie  appeals 
to  have  formed  an  exact  estimate  of  hb  own  talents ;  and  in  the  present  instance  he 
Med  just  where  he  expected  to  fail,  rather  in  the  circumstancial  than  the  essential  re- 
quisites for  the  situation  to  which  he  aspired.  The  other  candidate  was  accordingly 
preferred.  But  Mr.  Beattie's  attempt  was  attended  vrith  so  little  loss  of  reputation, 
that  a  second  vacancy  occurring  a  few  months  after,  and  two  candidates  appearing  both 
unqualified  for  the  office,  it  was  presented  to  him  by  the  magistrates,  in  the  most 
handsome  manner,  without  the  form  of  a  trial,  and  he  immediately  entered  upon  it  in 
Jane  1758.  He  was  now  in  the  midst  of  literary  society,  and  had  easy  access  to  books, 
and  his  conversation-talents,  it  is  yet  rememl>ered,  daily  increased  the  number  of  hb 
friends.  His  emoluments  were  not  great,  but  his  situation  had  a  consequence  in  the 
opinion  of  the  public,  which  to  so  young  a  man  was  not  a  little  flattering. 

He  had  not  been  long  an  usher  at  this  school  before  be  published  a  volume  of 
poems.  An  author's  first  appearance  is  always  an  important  era.  Mr.  Beattie's  was 
certamly  attended  with  circumstances  that  are  not  now  common.    This  volume  was 
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anDotinced  to  the  public  in  a  more  humble  manner  than  the  present  state  of  litentitre 
is  thought  to  demand  in  similar  cases.  On  the  18th  of  March  176O,  not  the  volome 
Itself,  but  Proposals  for  printing  origioal  Poems  and  Translations,  were  issued.  The 
poems  appeared  accordmgly  on  Feb.  16,  176I,  and  were  published  both  in  London  and 
Edinburgh.  They  consisted  partly  of  originals,  and  partly  of  the  pieces  formerij 
printed  in4he  Scots  Magazine,  but  altered  and  corrected,  a  practid(  which  Mr.  Beattie 
carried  almost  to  excess  in  all  his  poetical  works  \ 

The  praise  bestowed  on  this  volume  was  very  flattering. '  The  English  critics,  who 
then  bestowed  the  rewards  of  literature,  considered  it^as  an  acquisition  to  the  republic 
of  letters,  and  pronounced  that  since  Mr.  Gray  (whom  in  their  opinion  Mr.  Beattie 
had  chosen  for  his  model)  they  had  not  met  with  a  poet  of  more  harmonious  numbers^ 
more  pleasing  imagination,  or  more  spirited  expression  \  This  verdict  they  endeavoured 
to  confirm  by  extracts  from  tha  Ode  to  Peace,  and  the  Triumph  of  Melancholy.  Bol 
notwithstanding  praises  which  so  evidently  tended  to  give  a  currency  to  the  poems,  and 
which  were  prolmbly  repeated  with  eagerness  by  the  friends  who  had  encouraged  the 
publication,  the  author,  upon  more  serious  consideration,  was  so  dissatisfied  with  this 
Tolume  as  to  destroy  every  copy  he  could  procure,  and  I  have  been  assured  by  many 
of  his  oldest  friends  that  they  have  in  vain  endeavoured  to  obtain  a  sight  of  it  K  Nor 
was  this  a  sudden  or  splenetic  humour  m  our  author.  Some  years  after,  when  his 
taste  and  judgment  l)ecame  fully  matured,  he  refused  to  adinowledge  above  ~  four  of 
them,  immely  Retirement,  Ode  to  Hope,  Elegy  on  a  Lady,  and  the  Hares,  and  these  he 
almost  re-wrote  before  he  would  permit  them  to  be  printed  with  the  Minstrel. 

But  notwithstanding  the  lowly  opinion  of  the  author,  these  poems  duriqg  their  first 
circulation,  which  was  chiefly  in  manuscript,  contr9>uted  so  much  to  the  general  repu- 
tation he  hid  acquired,  that  he  was  considered  as  an  honour  to  his  country,  and  de- 
serviug  of  a  higher  rank  among  her  favoured  sons.  Accordingly  a  vacancy  happening 
in  Marischal  College,  his  friends  made  such  earnest  applications  in  his  behalf,  that  in 
September  176O  he  vras  appointed  by  his  late  majesty's  patent  professor  of  philosophy. 
Hb  department  m  this  honourable  office  extended  to  moral  philosophy  and  logic ;  and 
it  added,  in  his  nund,  a  very  afiectbg  importance  to  it,  that  his  was  the  last  course  of 
instruction  previous  to  the  students  leavkg  college,  and  dispersiog  themsdvet  hi 
the  world.  ^ 

This  promotion  was  sudden  and  unexpected;  and  it  may  be  supposed  that  a  youth 
of  twenty-five  must  be  ill  prepared  to  give  a  course  of  lectures,  and  a  train  of  instrue* 
tion  on  subjects  which  have  been  but  imperfectly  treated  by  veteran  philosopberk 
Yet  it  is  evident  from  his  printed  works,  that  most  of  the  subjects  which  belong  to  his 
province,  had  been  familiarized  to  hun  by  a  long  course  of  reading  and  thinking,  and 
that  he  had  very  early  accustomed  faimself  to  composition ;  and  it  is  highly  probable  that 
he  brought  into  the  professor^s  chair  such  a  mass  of  materials  as  might  with  very  little 
trouble  be  moulded  into  shape  for  his  inunediate  purpose.  R  b  certain,  however,  that 
such  was  hb  diligence,  and  such  hb  love  of  these  studies,  that  withm  a  few  years  he 

3  The  translations  were  iroiD  Virgirs  Pastorals,  the  twenty-second  Ode  of  Anacreon,  Invocation  to 
Tenos  from  Lucretiuf,  and  two  Odes  of  Horace.  These  he  afterwards  totally  discarded,  but  they  are 
now  added*  to  his  other  pieces.    C. 

*  Monthly  Review,  vol.  «iv.  1761.     C. 

SHeneverspdliLe<tfittohisi(H[i,aiid8eemitothiDkhehadDeveraeenit.    CL 
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was  not  only  enabled  to  deliver  an  admirable  course  of  lectures  on  moral  phflosophy 
and  logic,  but  also  to  prepare  for  the  press  those  works  on  which  his  fame  rests;  all 
of  which,  there  is  some  reason  to  think,  were  written,  or  nearly  written,  before  he  gave 
the  world  the  result  of  his  philosophical  studies  in  the  celebrated  Essay  on  Truth.  Jt 
may  be  added  likewise,  that  the  rank  he  had  now  attained  in  the  university  entitled 
him  to  associate  more  upon  a  level  with  Reidand  with  Campbell,  with  Gerard  and 
with  Gregory,  men  whose  opinions  were  in  many  points  congenial,  and  who  have  all 
been  hailed  by  the  sister  country  among  the  revivers  of  Scotch  literature. '  Yet  their 
names,  it  is  gratifying  to  recollect,  are  but  a  small  part  of  that  catalogue  which  has, 
in  less  than  half  a  century,  dispelled  national  prejudice,  and  has  left  none  of  the  effects 
of  comparison  except  a  generous  and  beneficial  emulation.  With  the  gentlemen 
already  mentioned,  and  a  few  others,  he  formed  a  society,  or  club,  for  the  discussion 
of  literary  and  philosophical  subjects.  A  part  of  their  entertainment  was  the  reading 
a  short  essay,  composed  by  each  member  in  his  turn.  It  is  supposed  that  the  works 
of  Reid,  Campbell,  Beattie,  Gregory  and  Gerard,  or  at  least  the  outlines  of  them,  were 
first  discussed  in  this  society,  either  in  the  form  of  essays,  or  of  a  question  for  familiar 
conversation. 

In  1765  Mr.  Beattie  published  The  Judgment  of  Paris,  a  poem,  in  4to.  Its 
design  was  to  prove  that  virtMe  alone  is  capable  of  affording  a  gratification  adequate 
to  our  whole  nature,  the  pursuits  of  ambition  or  sensuality  promising  only  partial  hap. 
piness,  as  being  adapted  not  to  our  whole  constitution,  but  only  to  a  part  of  it.  So 
simple  a  position  seems  to  require  the  graces  of  poetry  to  set  it  off.  The  reception  of 
this  poem  however  was  unfavourable,  and  alUiough  he  added  it  to  a  new  edition  of  his 
poems  in  1766,  yet  it  was  never  again  reprinted,  and  even  his  biographer  has  declined 
reviving  its  memory  by  an  extract.  To  this  edition  of  17 66,  he  added  a  poem  On 
the  talk  of  erecting  a  Monument  to  Churchill  in  Westminster  Hall,  which,  sir  Wm. 
Forbes  says,  was  first  published  separately  and  without  a  name.  That  it  was  printed 
separately,  I  am  informed  on  undoubted  authority,  but  I  question  if  it  was  ever 
published  for  sale  unless  in  the  above  mentioned  edition  of  his  poems.  The  asperity 
with  which  these  lines  are  marked,  induced  his  biographer,  contrary  to  his  first  intention, 
to  omit  them,  but  they  are  now  added  to  his  other  poems  ^. 

Although  Mr.  Beattie  had  now  acquired  a  station  in  which  his  talents  were  displayed 
with  great  advantage,  and  commanded  a  very  high  degree  of  respect,  the  publication 
of  the  Essay  on  Truth  was  the  great  era  of  his  life ;  for  this  work  carried  his  fame  far 
beyond  all  local  bounds  and  local  partialities.  It  is  not,  however,  necessary  to  enter 
minutely  into  the  history  of  a  woik  so  well  known.  Its  professed  intention  was  to 
trace  the  several  kinds  of  evidence  and  reasoning  up  to  their  first  principles,  with  a 
view  to  ascertain  the  standard  of  truth,  and  explain  its  immutability.  He  endeavours  to 
show  that  hb  sentiments,  however  inconsistent  with  the  genius  of  scepticbm,  and  with 

6  "  In  the  autumn  of  the  year  1 165 ,  Mr.  Gray  canae  to  Scotland  on  a  visit  to  the  late  earl  of  Strathmore. 
Dr.  Beattie,  who  wa»  an  entliusiastic  admirer  of  Gray,  as  soon  as  he  heard  of  his  arriral,  addressed  to  him 
alettei^  which  procured  him  an  invitation  to  Glammis  castle,  and  this  led  to  a  friendship  and  corres- 
pondence between  these  two  eminent  poets  and  amiable  men,  which  continued  without  interruption,  till 
the  death  of  Mr.  Gray."  Sir  Wm.  Forbes,  vol.  i.  p.  70.  In  the  same  year  he  became  acquainted 
with  his  biographer,  who  has,  by  the  Life  of  Beattie,  raised  a  monument  to  the  excellence  of  hii  owa 
character  scarcely  inferior  to  that  be  intended  for  his  friend.    C. 
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Ihe  practice  and  pmciplcs  of  soeptkal  wtiten»  were  yet  perfectly  ctiluMtent  with  tbt 
genius  of  true  philo8opby»  aud  with  the  )>nictice  and  praK^es  of  thoie  whom  att 
acknowledge  to  have  been  the  most  successful  in  the  investigation  of  truth;  and  lie 
concludes  with  some  inferences  or  rules,  by  which  tlie  most  important  fallacies  of  the 
sceptical  philosophy  may  be  detected  by  every  person  of  common  sei^se,  even  though 
be  should  not  possess  acuteness  of  metaphysical  knowledge  luflkient  to  qualify  him 
lor  a  logical  confutitlion  of  them. 

When  thi9  work  was  completed,  so  many  difficulties^  occurred  in  procuring  it  to  be 
published,  that  his  fnends  sir  William  Forbes  and  Mr.  Arbuthnot  were  obliged  to  be* 
eome  the  purchasers,  unknown  to  him,  at  a  price  with  which  they  thought  he  would  be 
satisfi^.  Sir  William  accordingly  wrote  to  him  that  the  manuscript  was  aold  for 
Afty  guioeas,  as  the  price  of  the  first  edkion.  So  littk  of  the  spirit  of  enteipriae  was 
then  among  the  booksellers ;  and,  it  may  be  added,  such  was  the  sleuder  opinion  of 
the  author  himself,  that  in  a  veiy  giateful  letter  addressed  to  his  friends^  be  says  that 
^  the  price  really  exceeded  his  warmest  expectations."* 

The  first  edition  of  this  Essay  was  published  in  an  octavo  volume  in  1770»  and 
bought  up  with  such  avidity  th^t  a  second  was  called  for,  and  published  m  the  fdlew- 
ing  year.  The  interval  was  short,  but  as  the  work  had  excited  the  public  attention  in 
an  extraordinary  degree,  the  sesult  of  public  opimon  bad  reached  theauthor^s  ear,  and 
to  this  second  edition  be  added  a  postscript,  in  vindication  of  a  certain  degree  of 
ivarmth  of  wMch  he  had  been  accused,  but  which  in  our  opinion  does  not  appear, 
either  in  with-holdiug  justice  from  his  adversaries,  or  in  treating  them  with  a  language 
unbecoming  the  importance  of  the  sul^ject.  He  engaged  in  no  peisonal  controveny, 
and  except  for  Hufaie,  could  not  he  supposed  to  entertain  any  personal  regard  lor  the 
i^riters  whose  sq>histry  he  endeavoured  to  expose.  This  postscript,  however,  is  highly 
valuable  on  many  accounts.  It  may  be  read  detached  from  the  work,  and  read  with 
advantage.  It  b  not  only  one  of  the  most  ^gant  qiedmens  of  writing  in  our  Isn* 
gyage,  but  a  more  fiuthful  summary  of  the  general  conduct  and  artifices  of  modem 
sceptics  than  we  have  any  where  seen ;  and  it  contams  a  prediction  of  the  consequenca 
^f  scepticism  on  the  happiness  of  mankind,  which  all  who  have  lived  to  witness  infi- 
delity let  loose  upon  an  infiituated  nation,  without  limitation  and  without  punishmeBt, 
must  acknowledge  to  be  true  in  every  respect. 

The  Essay  on  Truth,  whatever  okjections  were  made  to  it,  and  it  met  %rith  very  few 
public  opponents  ^  had  a  more  extensive  drculation  than  probably  any  work  of  the 
kind  ever'publbhed*  Thb  may  be  partly  attributed  to  the  charms  of  that  popubr 
style  in  which  the  author  conveyed  hb  sentiments  oq  subjects  which  bb  adversaries  bad 
arlfuUy  dbguised  in  a  metapbyacal  jargon,  the  meanii^  of  which  they  could  vary  at 
pleasure ;  but  the  eagerness  witii  which  it  was  bought  up  and  read,  arose  chiefly  from 
\k^  just  imtise  bestowed  upon  it  by  the  most  distkiguished  friends  of  religion  and 
learning  in  Great  Britain.  With  many  of  these,  of  high  rank  both  in  church  and 
state,  the  author  had  the  pleasmg  satisfaction  of  dating  hb  acquaintance  from  the 

'^  The  priBcipal  publication  was  Dr.  Priestley's  ExaminatioB  of  Dr.  Reid  on  the  Haman  Mmi  ;  Dr. 
Seattle  od  the  Nature  and  Immutability  of  Truth ;  and  Dr.  Oswald's  Appeal  to  common  Sense,  Oct. 
1775.  Dr.  Priestley  prefers  the  systemof  Dr.  Hartley,  which  he  was  then  endeavouring  to  introduce; 
but  the  flippant  and  sarcastic  style  hei  sumed  on  this  occasion  was  disapproved  even  by  his  on 
friends.    C, 
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pablicatkm  of  this  work.  There  appeared,  iodeed,  in  the  public  in  general  an 
boDoarable  wish  to  grace  the  triumph  of  sound  reasoning  over  pernicious  sophistry. 
Hence  in  less  than  four  years  five  large  editions  of  the  Essay  were  sold  \  and  it  was 
translated  into  several  foreign  languages,  and  attracted  the  notice  of  many  eminent 
persons  in  France,  Germany,  Holland,  Italy,  and  other  parts  of  the  continent 

Among  other  marks  of  respect,  the  university  of  Oxford  conferred  the  degree  of 
doctor  of  laws  on  the  author,  and  on  his  second  arrival  in  London  he  was  most 
graciously  received  by  his  majesty,  who  not  only  bestowed  a  pension  on  him,  but 
admitted  him  to  the  honour  of  a  private  conference.  Many  years  after,  when  Dr. 
Beattie  went  to  pay  his  respects  to  his  majesty,  he  was  still  received  with  every  mark 
of  royal  condescension  and  kindness.  In  the  hist,  or  nearly  the  last  coaversation  I 
enjoyed  with  him,  he  observed  how  much  he  was  always  surprised  with  ttie  intelligent 
remarks  and  intimate  knowledge  which  his  majesty  displayed,  not  only  on  general 
topics  of  national  literature,  but  even  the  minute  history  of  what  was  going  on  at  the 
Scotch  universities. 

It  was  in  July  1771  that  Dr.  Beattie  first  visited  London,  and  commenced  a  personal 
acquaintance  with  men  of  the  first  eminence,  with  lord  Mansfield  and  lord  Lytteltoo, 
Drs.  Hurd,  Porteus,  Johnson,  Mr.  Burke,  and,  indeed,  the  whole  of  the  literary  society 
whose  conversations  have  been  so  pleasantly  detailed  by  Mr.  Boswell ;  and  returned  to 
Scotland  with  a  mmd  elevated  and  cheered  by  the  praise,  the  kindness,  and  the 
patronage  of  the  good  and  great.  It  was,  however,  on  his  second  visit  to  London, 
in  1773,  that  he  received  hb  degree  firom  Oxford,  and  those  honours  from  his  majesty^ 
which  we  anticipated  as  a  direct,  though  not  an  umnediate  consequence  of  the  services 
he  rendered  to  his  country  by  the  publication  of  the  Essay  on  Trulb*  His  conversa* 
tion  with  his  majesty  is  detailed  at  some  length  by  himself  in  a  Diary,  published  by  sir 
William  Forbes. 

Soon  after  this  vbit  to  London  he  was  solicited  by  a  very  flattering  prqM>8aI  sent 
through  the  hands  of  Dr.  Porteus,  to  enter  mto  the  church  of  England.  A  similar 
offer  had  been  made  some  time  before  by  the  archbishop  of  York,  but  declined.  It 
was  now  renewed  with  more  importunity,  and  produced  from  him  the  important 
reasons  which  obliged  him  still  to  decline  an  offer  which  he  could  not  but  consider  as 
"  great  and  generous."  By  these  reasons,  communicated  in  a  letter  to  Dr.  Porteus,  we 
find  that  he  was  apprehensive  of  the  injury  that  might  be  done  to  the  cause  he  had 
espoused,  if  his  enemies  should  have  any  ground  for  asserting  that  he  had  written  his 
Essay  on  Truth,  with  a  view  to  promotion :  and  he  was  likewise  of  opinion,  that  it 
might  have  the  appearance  of  levity  and  insincerity,  and  even  of  want  of  principle, 
were  he  to  quit,  without  any  other  apparent  motive  than  that  of  bettering  hb  circum- 
stances, the  church  of  which  he  had  hitherto  been  a  member.  Other  reasons  he 
assigned,  on  this  occasion,  of  some,  but  less  weight,  all  which  prevailed  on  his  friends 
to  withdraw  any  farther  solicitation,  while  they  honoured  the  motives  by  which  he 
was  influenced.     In  the  same  year  he  refused  the  offer  of  a  professor's  chair  iu  the 

•  The  first  appeared  in  May  1770,  the  second  April  1771,  the  third  in  1772,  the  fourth,  Jan.  1773 
and  the  fifth  Feb.  1774.     C. 

5  I  believe  he  bad  received  this  honour  some  time  before  from  King's  College,  Aberdeen.  He  was 
afterwards  chosen  member  of  the  Zealand  Society  of  Arts  and  Sciences,  and  of  the  Literary  and 
Philosophical  Society  of  Manchester,  and  was  a  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Society  of  Edinburgh.     C. 
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university  of  Ediulmrgh,  considering  hb  present  situation  as  best  adapted  to  liis  Iiabits 
and  to  his  usefbiness,  and  apprehending  that  the  formation  of  a  new  society  of  friends 
might  not  be  so  easy  <lr  agreeable  in  a  place  where  the  enemies  of  his  principles  were 
numerous.  To  some  of  his  friends,  however,  these  reasons  .did  not  appear  very  con- 
vincing 

Although  Mr.  Bea^tie  had  apparently  withdrawn  his  claims  as  a  poet,  by  cancelling^ 
as  msmy  copies  of  his  juvenile  attempts  as  he  could  procure,  he  was  not  so  inconscious 
of  his  admirable  talents,  as  ta  relmquish  what  was  an  early  and  favourite  pursuit,  and 
in  which  he  had  probably  passed -some  of  his  most  delightful  hours.  A  few  montha 
after  the  appearance  of  the  Essay  on  Truth,  he  published  the  first  book  of  the  Min- 
strel, in  4to,  but  without  his  name.  By  thb  omission,  the  poem  was  examined  with  all 
that  rigour  of  criticism  which  may  be  expected  in  the  case  of  a  work,  for  which  the 
author^s  name  can  neither  afibrd  protection  or  apology.  He  was  accordingly  praised 
for  having  adopted  the  measure  of  Spenser,  because  he  had  the  happy  enthusiasm  of 
that  writer  to  support  and  render  it  agreeable ;  but  objections  were  made  to  the 
lunitation  of  his  phm  to  the  profession  of  the  Minstrel,  when  so  much  superior  interest 
might  be  excited  by  carrying  bun  on  through  the  practice  of  it.  It  was  objected, 
also,  that  the  sentiment  of  the  first  stanza  appeared  too  close  a  copy  from  a  passage  in 
Gra/s  celebrated  Degy ;  and  several  Knes  were  pointed  out  as  unequal,  and  incon- 
sistent with  the  general  measure,  or  with  the  dignity  of  the  subject. 

These  objections  appear  to  have  coincided  with  the  author's  re-cqnsideration :  and 
he  not  only  adopted  various  alterations  reconunended  by  his  friends,  particularly  Mr. 
Gray,  but  introduced  others^  which  made  the  subsequent  editions  of  this  poem  far 
more  perfect  than  the  first  Of  the  original  preface  he  retained  so  little,  that  an  exact 
copy  of  it  may  not  be  unacceptable  to  our  readers,  as  the  old  editions  of  the  Minstrel 
are  become  very  rare. 

"  The  first  hint  of  thb  p^onnanoe  was  suggested  by  Dr.  Percy's  ingenious  Essay 
on  the  Englbh  Minstrels,  prefixed  to  hb  first  volume  of  Reliques  of  Ancient  Englbh 
Poetry. 

**  My  design  was  to  trace  the  progress  of  a  poetical  genius,  bom  in  a  rude  and  illite* 
rate  age,  from  the  first  dawnings  of  fancy  and  reason,  till  that  period  in  which  he  may  . 
be  supposed  capable  of  supporting  the  character  of  a  Minstrel,  that  is,  of  an  itinerant 
poet  and  musiciaa — a  character  which,  according  to  the  notions  of  our  forefathers^ 
was  not  only  respectable  but  sacred.  A  poetkal  iUustmtion  of  such  a  subject  seemed 
to  promise  variety  of  amusement,  and  even  some  topics  of  instruction  both  moral  and 
philosophical.  Perhaps  I  mistook  it,  as  well  as  my  own  abilities:  however,  in  making 
a  trial  there  could  not  be  much  harm.  My  friends  are  pleased  with  what  I  have 
done ;  but,  as  they  cannot  entirely  acquit  themselves  of  partiality,  advbe  me  to  lay  a 
q[)ecimen  before  the  public. 

<' Jtie  pursuits  and  amusements  of  the  Minstrel's  childhood  and  early. youth  are 
described  in  thb  first  book ;  which,  if  the  title  were  altered,  and  a  few  phrases  struck 
out  that  refer  to  a  sequel,  might  perhaps  be  considered  as  a  sort  of  whole  by  itself. 
The  incidents  that  qualify  him  for  his  profession,  and  determine  him  to  enter  upon  it, 
will  furnish  materiab  for  the  books  that  are  to  follow.  If  this  be  honoured  with  the 
public  approbation,  I  shall  think  it  has  merit  sufficient  to  justify  my  bestowing  some 
time  in  ^nishing  what  remains,  which  b  already  in  great  forwardness.    Should  it  be 
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unsuccessful^  I  will,  with  no  great  concern,  relinquish  a  scheme  which  cannot  be  com« 
pleted  without  such  expense  of  time  and  thought  as  a  person  in  my  way  of  life  cannot 
easily  spare.  If,  as  the  critics  tell  us,  the  chief  end  of  poetry  is  to  please,  surely  the 
man  who  writes  verses  with  some  inconvenience  to  himself,  and  without  any  pleasure 
to  the  public,  spends  his  time  to  very  little  purpose. 

,  "  I  have  endeavoured  to  imitate  Spenser,  not  in  his  allegory  or  antiquated  dialect, 
which,  though  graceful  in  him,  appear  sometimes  awkward  in  modem  writers,  but  in 
the  measure  and  harmony  of  his  verse,  and  in  the  simplicity  and  variety  of  his  com- 
position. All  antiquated  expressions  I  have  studiously  avoided ;  admitting,  however, 
some  old  words,  where  they  seemed  peculiarly  suitable  to  the  subject ;  but  I  hope 
none  will  be  found  that  are  now  obsolete,  or  in  any  degree  unintelligible  to  a  reader 
of  English  poetry. 

**  To  those  who  may  be  dbposed  to  ask,  what  could  induce  me  to  write  in  so  difficult 
a  measure,  I  can  only  answer,  that  it  pleases  my  ear,  and  seems  from  its  gothic  struc- 
ture and  original  to  bear  some  relation  to  the  subject  and  spirit  of  the  poem.  It 
admits  both  simplicity  and  magnificence  of  sound  and  language,  beyond  any  other 
stanza  that  I  am  acquamted  with.  It  allows  the  sententiousness  of  the  couplet,  and 
something  too  of  the  diversified  cadence  and  complicated  modulation  of  blank  verse. 
What  some  of  our  critics  have  remarked  of  its  uniformity  growing  at  last  tiresome  to 
the  ear,  will  be  found  to  hold  true  only  when  tlie  poetry  is  faulty  in  other  respects.'^ 

The  Minstrel,  however,  in  its  first  form,  contained  so  many  passages  of  genuine 
poetry,  the  poetry  of  nature  and  of  feeling,  and  was  so  eagerly  applauded  by  those 
whose  right  of  opinion  was  incontestible,  that  it  soon  ran  through  four  editions;  and 
in  1774  the  author  produced  the  second  book.  This,  although  of  a  more  philoso* 
phical  cast,  and  less  luxurious  in  those  descriptions  which  appeal  to  every  heart,  yet 
contained  such  noble  imagery,  and  so  many  proofs  of  the  **  lively,  plastic  imagination,^ 
as  to  place  the  author  in  the  first  rank  of  modern  poets.  As  the  success  of  the  second 
book  was  not  inferior  to  that  of  the  first,  it  was  the  general  wish  that  the  author 
would  fulfil  his  promise  by  completing  the  interesting  subject,  but  the  increasing 
business  of  education,  the  cares  of  a  family,  and  the  state  of  his  health,  originally 
delicate,  and  never  robust,  deprived  him  of  the  time  and  thought  which  he  considered 
as  requisite.  In  I777f  however,  he  was  induced  to  pubhsh  the  two  parts  of  the 
Minstrel  together,  and  to  add  a  few  of  his  juvenile  poems.  In  his  advertisement  he 
informs  us,  that  "  they  are  all  of  which  he  is  willing  to  be  considered  as  the  author.** 
Some  poems  about  this  time  had  been  ascribed  to  him  which  he  never  wrote ;  and 
those  pieces  which  he  wished  to  consign  to  oblivion,  had  been  published  by  persons 
who  hoped  to  profit  by  the  now  established  fame  of  the  author  '^ 

During  the  preceding  year,  1776,  he  prepared  for  the  press  a  new  edition  of  the 
Essay  on  Truth,  in  a  more  splendid  form  than  it  had  hitherto  appeared  in,  and 
attended  with  circumstances  of  public  esteem  which  were  very  flattering.  These  will 
be  best  understood  in  his  own  modest  advertisement. 

"  About  three  years  ago  some  persons  of  distinction  in  England,  who  had  honoured 
me  with  their  friendship,  were  pleased  to  express  a  desire  that  the  Essay  on  Truth 

*°  In  1780  a  spurious  edition  appeared  of  his  Juvenile  Poems,  with  some  which  he  nerer  wrote,  from 
Dodslcy's  Collection.  This  volume  he  disowned  io  a  public  advertisement.  Even  the  publisben* 
names  were  spurious.     C.  r^  1 
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should  be  pitnted  in  a  more  splendid  form  than  that  in  which  it  had  hitherto  appeared  ; 
and  so  as  to  ensure  profit,  as  well  as  honour,  to  the  author.  And  the  pioprietors  of 
the  copyright,  behig  at  the  same  time  applied  to,  declare  their  willingness  to  permit  an 
edition  to  be  printed  for  his  advantage,  on  his  agreeing  to  certain  terms,  which  were 
thought  reasonable. 

**  It  was  then  proposed  that  a  new  edition  of  the  Essay  should  be  printed  in  quarto 
by  subsGriptioa*  To  this  the  author  had  some  objections;  he  was- apprehensive  thttt 
the  size  of  that  work  might  be  inadequate  to  such  a  purpose.  Besides,  to  publish  in  this 
manner  a  book  which  had  already  gone  through  two  or  three  editions,  seemed 
hazardous,  because  unprecedented;  and  might  to  those  who  were  umnformed  of  the 
afiair,  give  ground  to  suspect  the  author  of  an  infirmity,  which  no  person  who  kaews 
him  will  ever  lay  to  his  charge,  an  extesave  love  of  money. 

<«  It  w^  answered,  that  the  volume  might  be  extended  to  a  sufficiency  of  size,  by 
printing,  along  with  that  on  Truth,  some  other  Essays,  which,  though  not  original^ 
designed  for  the  press,  his  friends,  who  had  seen  them,  were  pleased  to  think  not 
unworthy  of  it;  and  that  the  proposed  subscription,  being  of  a  peculiar  kind,  shanld 
be  conducted  in  a  peculiar  manner.  *  It  shaH  never/  said  the  promoters  of  the  under- 
taking, ^  be  committed  to  booksellexs»  nor  made  public  by  advertisements:  nobody 
shall  be  solicited  to  join  in  it;  we^  by  oiirsdves  and  our  friends,  ^all  cany  it  oa» 
without  giving  you  any  furth^  trouble,  than  jnst  to  signify  your  consent,  and  prepare 
your  materiab;  and  if  there  be,  as  we  have  reason  to  think  there  are,  many  persons 
of  worth  and  fortune  who  wish  for  such  an  opportunity  as  this  will  a&rd  them,  to 
testify  theur  approbation  of  you  and  your  writings,  it  would  seem  capricioafi  in  you  to 
dq>rive  them  of  that  satisfiuiioni  aind  yomfself  of  so  great  au  honour/ 

*^  To  a  proposd  so  uncommonly  generous  the  author  could  not  refuse  his  consent^ 
without  givmg  himself  airs  which  would  not  have  become  bun.  He  therefore  thank*> 
fully  acquiesced,  dec." 

The  subscription  money  was  a  guinea,  but  I  am  not  eerbun  that  subscribens  were 
Umited  to  that  sum.  The  list  of  subscribers  amonirted  to  four  hundoed  and  seventy^ 
six  names  of  men  and  women  of  the  first  rank  in  liie,^and  of  all  the  distinguished 
literary  characters  of  the  time.  The  copies  subscribed  for  amounted  to  seven  hundred 
and  thirty-two,  so  that  no  inconsiderable  sum  must  have  accrued  in  this  delicate 
manner  to  the  author.  Dr.  Beattie  was  by  no  means  rich ;  hb  pension  was' only  two 
hundred  pounds,  and  the  annual  amount  of  his  professorship,  I  have  reason  to  think, 
never  reached  that  sum. 

The  Essays  added  to  this  volume,  and  which  he  afterwards  printed  separately  in 
octavo,  were  on  Poetry  and  Music :  on  Laughter  and  ludicrous  Composition ;  and  on 
the  Utility  of  Classical  Learning.  They  were  written  many  years  before  publication, 
and  besides  being  read  in  the  private  literary  society  already  mentioned,  bad  beeh 
submitted  to  the  judgment  .of  his  learned  friends  in  Enghmd,.  who  reconunended  them 
to  the  press.  In  ordinary  cases  this  advice  has  no  value,  beoaine  it  is  a  matter  of 
course;  but  Dr.  Beattie  could  have  easily  discerned  flattery  had  it  been  offerefl  him, 
and  was  too  good  a  critic  to  be  deceived^  by  the  common-place  mtunu  to  such  appli- 
cations. His  friends,  however,  in  this  instance,  only  anticipated  the  praises  of  a  more 
numerous  class,  to  whom  his  Essays  appeared  to  discover  a  taste  and  style,  formed  and 
unproved  on  the  chastest  models,  and  remarkable  for  elegance,  correctness,  and  sound 
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judgroeDt  The  fint^  which  was  written  Id  1762,  when  the  author  had  only  reached 
bis  twenty-seventh  year,  evinces  a  great  fiind  of  reading,  and  such  acquaintance  with 
antieot  and  modern  learmng,  and  such  discrimination  in  objects  of  criticism,  as  are 
rarely  found  in  persons  of  that  age.  He  is  particularly  happy  in  his  illustrations;  and 
as  be  had  no  new  theories  to  advance,  and  no  paradoxes  to  catch  applause  at  the 
expence  of  established  truths,  perhaps  there  are  few  books  that  may  with  more  safety 
be  placed  in  the  hands  of  a  young  man  to  regulate  his  taste,  and  direct  him  m  the 
study  of  polite  literature.  This  opmion,  which  belongs  more  particularly  to  the  first 
two  of  these  Essays,  may  yet  be  applied  to  the  thira,  where  we  have  an  important 
question  m  education  discussed  with  logical  precision,  and  with  a  force  of  argument 
which  it  will  be  difikult  to  answer.  It  is,  however,  still  more  pleasing  to  remark,  that 
m  these  as  well  as  in  his  next  work,  he  never  fails  to  introduce  into  questions  of  taste 
allusions  to  those  subjects  of  piety  and  morals,  of  which,  as  a  teacher  of  youth,  be 
never  lost  sight,  and  was  eager  to  inculcate. 

For  the  frequent  introduction  of  practical  and  serious  observations,  he  offers  a 
satisfactory  reason  in  the  preAice  to  Dissertations  Moral  and  Critical,  on  Memory  and 
Imagination;  on  Dreamii^;  the  Theory  of  Language ;  on  Fable  and  Romance;  on 
the  Attachments  of  Kindred;  and  Illustrations  on  Sublimity,  4to,,  1783.  These,  he 
informs  ns,  were  at  first  composed  in  a  difierent  form,  being  part  of  a  course  of 
prelections  read  to  those  young  gentlemen  whom  it  was  his  business  to  initiate  in  the 
elements  of  moral  science ;  and  he  disclaims  any  nice  metaphysical  theories,  br  other 
matters  of  doubtful  disputation,  as  not  suiting  his  ideas  of  moral  teaching.  Nor  was 
this  the  disgust  of  a  metaphysician  "  retired  from  businessf  He  had  ever  been  of 
the  same  opinion.  In  a  letter  to  his  friend  Gray,  dated  March  30,  1 767,  he  says, 
*'  It  b  a  fault  common  to  almost  all  our  Scotch  authors,  that  they  are  too  metaphy- 
sical. I  wish  they  would  learn  to  speak  more  to  Ihe  heart  and  less  to  the  under- 
standing; but  alas!  this  is  a  talent  which  Heaven  only  can  bestow;  whereas  a 
philosophical  spirit  (as  we  call  it)  is  merely  artificial,  and  level  with  the  capacity  of 
every  man  who  has  much  patience,  a  little  learning,  and  no  taste."  Dr.  Beattie's  aim 
was,  indeed,  in  all  his  lectures,  "  to  inure  young  minds  to  habits  of  attentive  obser- 
vation ;  to  guard  them  against  the  influence  of  bad  principles ;  and  to  set  before  them 
such  views  of  nature,  and  such  plain  and  practical  truths,  as  may  at  once  improve  the 
heart  and  the  understanding,  and  amuse  and  elevate  the  fancy  ".^ 

Of  these  Essays,  the  preference  has  been  generally  given  to  those  on  Memory 
and  Imagination,  and  on  Fable  and  Romance,  and  on  the  Theory  of  Language.  In 
re-publbhing  the  latter  separately  for  the  use  of  seminaries  of  education,  he  complied 

"  Cowper*5  praise  of  this  volume  is  too  valuable  to  be  omitted — "  Beattie,  the  most  agreeable  and 
amiable  writer  I  ever  met  with  ;  the  only  author  I  have  seen  whose  critical  and  philosophical  researches 
are  diversified  and  embellished  by  a  poetical  imagination,  that  makes  even  the  driest  subject,  and  the 
leanest,  a  feast  for  an  epicure  in  books.  He  is  so  much  at  his  ease  too,  that  his  own  character  appears 
in  every  page,  and,  which  is  very  rare,  we  sec  not  only  the  writer  but  the  man  ;  and  the  man  sofentle, 
•0  well  tempered^  so  happy  in  bis  religion,  and  so  humane  in  his  philosophy,  that  it  is  necessary  to  love 
him,  if  one  has  any  sense  of  what  is  lovely."  Ilayley's  Life  of  Cowper,  vol.  iii.  p. -247. — In  a  letter 
I  received  from  Dr.  Beattie,  a  few  weeks  before  the  ap[>earance  of  the  Dissertations,  be  says,  '*  I  am 
very  doubtful  of  their  success,  very  doubtful,  indeed  ;  however  it  is  now  too  late  to  perplex  m3r8elf  on 
that  head — a  great  deal  is  added,  and  a  very  great  deal  corrected  since  I  — —  to  have  you  in  my 

little  auditory."     C.  Pr^r^rrl^ 
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with  the  wish  of  many  readers  and  critics.  In  all  these  Essays,  his  elegant  and 
pertinent  remarks^  forcible  illustrations^  and- occasional  anecdotes  and  digressions, 
afford  a  variety  and  pleasure  in  the  perusal  which  are  rarely  to  be  expected  from  the 
discussion  of  such  subjects,  when  the  writer's  object  is  to  surprise  by  paradoxical 
assertions,  and,  at  whatever  expense  of  truth  and  sense,  to  obtain  the  praise  due  to 
original  theory. 

During  a  vbit  to  the  metropolis  in  1784,  Dr.  Beattie  submitted  to  the  present  bi8h<^ 
of  London,  with  whose  friendship  he  had  long  been  honoured,  a  part  of  a  woiIe 
which  at  that  excellent  prelate's  desire  he  published  in  1786,  entitled  Evidences  of  the 
Christian  Religion  briefly  and  plainly  stated,  2  vols.  12mo.  This  likewise  formed  part 
of  his  concluding  lectures  to  his  class,  and  he  generally  dictated  an  abstract  of  it  to 
them  in  the  course  of  the  session.  From  a  work  of  this  kind  and  on  a  subject  which 
had  employed  the  pens  of  the  greatest  and  best  English  writers,  much  novelty  was  not 
to  be  expected,  nor  in  its  original  form  was  any  novelty  intended.  It  must  be  allowed, 
however,  that  he  has  placed  many  of  the  arguments  for  the  evidences  of  Christianity 
in  a  very  striking  and  persuasive  light,  and  it  is  not  too  much  to  suppose  that  if  he 
could  have  devoted  more  time  and  study  to  a  complete  review  and  arrangement  of 
what  had,  or  might  be  advanced  on  these  evidences,  he  would  have  produced  a  work 
worthy  of  his  genius,  and  worthy  of  the  grandeur  and  importance  of  the  subject  '*• 

In  the  preface  to  Dr.  Beattie's  Dissertations,  he  intimated  a  design  of  publishing 
the  whole  of  his  Lectures  on  Moral  Science,  but  from  this  he  was  diverted  by  the 
cogent  reasons  there  assigned.  He  was  encouraged,  however,  to  present  to  the 
public,  in  a  correct  and  somewhat  enlarged  fonp,  the  abstract  whfch  he  used  to  dictate 
to  his  scholars.  Accordingly,  in  1790,  he  published  Elements  of  Moral  Science^ 
vol.  L  8vo.  including  psychology,  or  perceptive  filculties  and  active  powers;  and 
natural  theology ;  with  two  appendixes  on  the  incorporeal  nature  and  on  the  Immor- 
tality of  the  Soul.  The  second  volume  was  published  in  1793 ;  containing  ethics, 
economics,  politics,  and  logic.  All  these  subjects  are  necessarily  treated  in  a  summary 
manner ;  but  it  will  i>e  found  sufficiently  comprehensive,  not  only  for  a  textrbook,  or 
book  of  elements,  which  was  the  professed  intention  of  the  author,  but  also  as  an 
excellent  aid  to  the  general  reader  who  may  not  have  an  opportunity  of  attending 
regular  lectures,  and  yet  wishes  to  reap  some  of  the  advantages  of  regular  education. 
To  the  religious,  moral  or  literary  opinions  occasionally  interspersed,  it  will  not  be 
easy  to  find  an  objection ;  and  in  this,  as  in  hb  former  works,  his  peculiar  excellence 
liesr  in  exposing  the  sophistries  of  modem  philosophy,  sometimes  by  the  argumentative 
process,  and  sometimes  by  showing  how  incapable  and  unworthy  they  are  of  any 
serious  refutation. 

In  voL  ii.  there  occurs  a  dissertation  against  the  Slave  Trade,  which  the  author 
informs  us  he  wrote  in  1778  with  a  view  to  a  separate  publication.  He  exposed  the 
weak  defences  set  up  for  that  abominable  traffic  with  wonderful  acuteness,  and  thus 
had  the  honour  to  contribute  to  that  mass  of  conviction,  which  at  length  became 
irresistible,  and  delivered  the  nation  from  her  greatest  reproach. 

1*  In  a  letter  which  I  received  from  Dr.  Beattie,  dated  March  26,  1786,  he  says  of  his  Evidencea 
— "  In  closeness  of  matter  and  Style  I  should  not  scmple  to  prefer  (this  work)  to  any  of  my  other 
thhiss.»»    C. 
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These  Elements  have  not  had  the  success  of  sbme  of  his  other  works>  yet  perhaps 
they  may  be  preferred  to  all  in  point  of  utility.  It  were  to  be  wished,  however,  that 
the  work  had  been  accompanied  by  an  index,  and  by  that  pathetic  lecture  with  which  he 
was  accustomed  to  conclude  his  course.  He  has  also  omitted  the  list  of  books  on 
subjects  treated  in  hb  lectures,  which  he  dictated  to  his  schokirs.  This  list,  indeed, 
trould  now  perhaps  appear  very  imperfect,  although  his  criticisms  on  books  were 
always  valuable ;  but  he  had  so  much  more  pleasure  in  praise  than  in  censure,  that  in 
bis  essays  and  dissertations  and  in  hb  lectures  he  expatiated  chiefly  on  those  authors 
of  whom  he  could  speak  with  delight,  and  whom  he  could  recommend  as  models  of 
elegant  taste  and  pure  morab.  It  was  one  of  hb  parting  exhortations  to  hb  scholars 
to  "  read  no  bad  books,  as  the  world  afforded  more  good  ones  than  they  could  ever 
bave.lebure  to  read  with  the  attention  they  deserved.^ 

To  the  second  volume  of  the  Transactions  of  the  Royal  Society  of  Edinburgh, 
publbhed  in  1790*^  he  contributed  Remarks  on  some  Passages  of  the  Sixth  Book  of 
the  £neid.  Thb  was,  in  fact,  a  dbsertation  on  the  mythology  of  the  Romans,  as 
poetically  described  by  Virgil,  in  the  episode  of  the  descent  of  iEneas  into  Hell;  and 
the  author's  object  was  to  vindicate  hb  favourite  poet  from  the  charges  of  impiety 
&c.  brought  against  him  by  Warburton  and  others.  In  the  same  year  he  b  said  to 
have  superintended  an  edition  of  Addison's  periodical  papers,  published  at  Edinburgh 
ID  4  vob.  8vo.  To  this,  however,  he  contributed  only  a  few  notes  to  Tickell's  Life 
of  Addison,  and  to  Dr.  Johnson's  remarks.  It  were  to  be  wbhed  he  had  done  more. 
Addison  never  had  a  warmer  admirer,  nor  a  more  successful  imitator.  He  always 
recommended  Addison's  style  to  his  pupils,  and  it  is  evident  from  the  whole  of  hb 
works  that  it  was  his  own  model.  No  man  in  our  times  has  imitated  the  chaste  sim- 
plicity and  perspicuity  for  which  Addison  is  dbtinguislied  with  such  palpable  success. 
I  know  that  he  "  gave  hb  days  and  nights  to  Addison,"  and  it  was  by  thb  that  he 
attained  an  Englbh  style,  "  familiar  but  not  coarse,  and  elegant  but  not  ostentatious." 

In  1794  appeared  the  last  work  our  author  composed,  and  its  history  requires  some 
notice  of  hb  family.  In  1767  he  married  Miss  Mary  Dun,  daughter  of  Dr.  James 
Dun,  rector  or  head  master  of  the  grammar  school  of  Abeixleen,  a  man  of  great 
personal  worth,  and  an  excellent  classical  scholar.  He  had  been  either  a  teacher  or 
rector  of  that  school  above  half  a  century,  and  will  be  long  remembered  by  his 
numerous  pupils,  as  one  who  united  the  dignity  of  the  master  to  the  suaVity  of  the 
parent. 

With  this  lady  Dr.  Beattie  enjoyed  for  many  years  as  much  felicity  as  the  married 
state  can  add  ;  and  when  she  vbited  London  with  him,  she  shared  amply  in  the  respect 
paid  to  him,  and  in  the  esteem  of  hb  illustrious  friends.  By  her  lie  had  two  sons, 
James  Hay,  so  named  from  the  earl  of  Errol,  one  of  hb  old  and  steady  friends;  and 
Montague,  from  the  celebrated  Mrs.  Montague,  in  whose  house  Dr.  Beattie  frequently 
r^ded  when  in  London.  While  these  children  were  verj'  young,  Mrs.  Beattie  was 
seized  with  an  indisposition,  which,  in  spite  of  all  care  and  skill,  terminated  in  the 

^  About  the  year  1778  he  priuted  a  Letter  to  Dr.  Blair  on  the  improvement  of  Psalmody  in  Scot- 
land. This  was  only  privately  circulated.  It  containtd,  if  I  remember  right,  a  few  specimens  of 
translations  of  the  Psalms.  He  printed  also  some  years  after  a  list  of  Scotticisms,  for  the  use  of  bis 
students.  These  he  used  to  make  them  transcribe;  but  in  this  list  are  some  expressions  which,  in  my 
M&  copy  of  bis  lectures  when  he  borrowed  it  of  me  in  1778,  be  altered  to  English  barbarism.    C. 
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painful  qecessity  of .  separation  from  her  husband  ^*,  The  care  of  the  children  now  en- 
tirely devolved  on  the  father^  whose  sensibility  reeeived  such  a  shock  from  the  melan- 
choly circumstance  alluded  to,  as  could  only  be  aggravated  by  an  apprehension  that 
the  consequences  of  Mrs.  Beattie  s  disorder  might  not  be  confined  to  herself.  This 
alarm^  which  often  preyed  on  his  spirits,  proved  happOy  without  foundation.  His 
children  grew  up  without  the  smallest  appearance  of  the  hereditary  evil ;  but  when  they 
had  jiist  begun  to  repay  his  care  by'a  display  of  early  genius,  sweetness  of  temper 
and  filial  afiection,  he  was  compelled  to  resign  theqi  both  to  an  untimely  grave.  His 
eldest  son  died  November  19,  1790,  in  his  twenty-second  year ;  and  his  youngest  on 
March  1 4,  1 79^9  in  his  eighteenth  year.  The  death  of  the  latter  was  occasioned  by  a 
rapid  fever.  T^e  suddenness  of  the  shock  made  it  more  deeply  felt  by  the  father,  as 
be  had  not  yet  recovered  from  the  loss  of  the  eldest,  who  was  taken  from  him  by  the 
slow  process  of  consumption. 

Soon  after  the  death  of  James  Hay,  hb  father  drew  up  an  account  of  his  life  and 
Character ;  to  which  were  added.  Essays  and  Fragments,  written  by  this  extraordinary 
youth.  Of  this  volume  a  few  copies  only  were  printed,  and  were  given  as  "  presents 
^  to  those  friends  with  whom  the  author  was  particularly  acquainted  or  connected.' 
Dr.  Beattie  was  afterwards  induced  to  permit  the  life  and  some  of  the  Essays  and 
Fragments  to  be  printed  for  publication.  The  life  is  perhaps  one  of  the  most  interest- 
ing and  afiecting  narratives  in  our  language.  It  is  written  with  great  simfdicity  of 
styles  and  with  so  much  impartiality  in  those  passages  where  praise  or  censure  can 
have  admittance,  that  there  is  probably  no  reader  of  whatever  judgntient  who  vronld 
not  rather  subscribe  to  his  opmion  than  exert  the  privilege  of  criticism.  It  is  impossi- 
ble, indeed,  to  contemplate  without  emotion  the  exquisite  tenderness  of  an  adectionate 
and  mourning  parent,  soothing  himself  by  the  remembrance  of  filial  piety  and  departed 
excellence ;  and  humbly,  yet  fondly,  endeavouring  to  engage  the  sympathies  of  the 
world  in  behalf  of  a  genius  that  might  have  proved  one  of  its  brightest  ornaments. 

After  the  loss  of  this  amiable  youth,  who  in  1787  had  been  appointed  successor  to 
his  father,  and  had  occasionally  lectured  in  the  professor's  chair.  Dr.  Beattie  resumed 
that  employment  himself,  and  continued  it,  although  with  intervals  of  sit^ness  and  de» 
pression,  until  the  unexpected  death  of  his  second  and  last  child,  in  1796.  His  Ik^ws 
of  a  successor,  of  his  name  and  family,  had  probably  been  revived  in  this  youth,  who 
exhibited  many  proofs  of  early  genh]S,and  for  some  time  before  his  death  had  prosecuted 
hb  studies  with  great  assiduity.  But  here  too  he  was  compelled  again  to  subscribe  to 
the  uncertainty  of  all  human  pro^^ects.  Great,  however,  as  the  affliction  was,  it  would 
be  pleasing  to  be  able  to  add  that  he  acquiesced  with  pious  resignation,  and  laid  hold 
on  the  hopes  he  knew  so  well  how  to  recommend,  and  which  yet  might  have  cheered, 
if  not  gladdened  his  declining  life.  But  from  thb  period  he  began  to  withdraw  fraa 
society,  and  brooded  over  the  sorrows  of  hb  fimaily,  ontA  they  overpowered  hb  feelings, 
and  abstracted  him  from  all  the  comforts  of  friendship  and  all  power  of  consolalioB. 
Of  the  state  of  hb  mind,  sir  William  Forbes  has  given  an  instance  so  extrea^y  a£^- 
ing,  that  no  apology  can  be  necessary  for  introducing  it  here. 

14  Sir  Wai.  Forbes  intimates  that  her  symptoms  of  insanity  were  of  an  earlier  date.  "  Although  it  did 
not,  for  a  considerable  tune,  break  out  into  open  insanity,  yet  in  a  few  years  after  their  marriage,  showed 
itself  in  caprices  that  embittered  every  hoar  of  his  life,  till,  at  last,  it  unquestionably  coatribnted  t^ 
hrmg  hhn  to  his  grave.*'    C.  r^  i 
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*'  The  death  of  his  only  su mining  child  completely  unhmged  Ihe  mind  of  Dr,  Eeatde, 
the  first  symptom  of  which,  ere  many  days  had  elapsed,  was  a  temporary  but  almost 
total  loss  of  memory  respecting  his  son.  Many  times  he  could  not  recollect  what  had 
become  of  him  i  and  after  searching  in  every  room  of  Ihc  hou^e,  he  would  say  to  fats 
mtctt  Mrs,  Glennicj  '  You  may  think  it  !il range,  but  1  must  mk  you  if  I  have  a  ^n^ 
aod  where  he  is  V  She  then  felt  herself  under  the  painful  necessity  of  bringing  to  hJs 
recoikctian  his  son  Montagu's  sufferings^  whirli  always  restored  hitn  to  reason.  And 
be  would  often,  with  many  tears,  e\ press  his  tliankfulness  that  he  had  no  child »  saying, 
*  How  could  I  have  home  to  see  their  elegant  minds  mangled  with  madness  V  When 
he  looked^  for  the  last  time,  on  the  dead  body  of  his  son,  he  smd,  *  I  have  now  done 
with  the  world  :  and  he  ever  after  seemed  to  act  as  if  he  thought  so," 

Ttie  last  three  years  of  his  hfe  were  passed  in  hopeless  aoUtude,  and  he  even  drop! 
his  correspondence  with  many  of  those  remote  friends  with  whom  he  had  long  enjoyed 
tbe  soothing  iuterchange  f»f  elegant  sentiment  and  friendly  ^attachment.  His  health, 
b  thia  voluntary  confinement,  gradually  decayeH,  and  extreme  and  premature  debility, 
occasioned  by  two  paralytic  strokes,  terminated  his  good  and  useful  life,  on  tlie  I  Sth 
day  of  August,  )  ^O'S*  His  reputation  was  so  well  founded  and  so  extensive^  that  he 
was  universally  lamented  as  a  loss  to  the  republic  of  letters,  and  particularly  to  the 
imivenity  to  which  he  had  been  so  lung  a  public  benefactor  ami  ;in  honour » 

Of  his  general  character  a  fair  estimate  may  be  farmed  from  his  works^  and  it  is  no 
small  prai<ie  ttmt  his  life  and  writings  were  in  strict  conformity.  No  man  ever  felt 
more  strong  impressions  of  the  value  of  the  virtues  be  recommended  than  Dr*  Beattie. 
Although  he  disdained  the  a0ectation  of  feding,  and  the  ostentation  of  extraordinary 
purity^  he  yet  more  abhorred  the  character  of  th^ise  writers  whose  professions  and  prao- 
tke  are  at  variance.  Hb  zeal  for  religroua  and  ranral  (ruth,  however  censured  by  those 
to  whom  religion  md  truth  are  adverse,  originated  in  a  mind  fully  convinced  of  the 
itnportancc^f  whathe  prescribed  to  others,  and  anxious  to  display,  where  such  a  dis* 
play  was  neither  obtrusive  not  boastful,  that  his  conviction  was  sincere,  and  his  prac- 
tice resolute. 

It  may  not  be  amiss  in  this  place  to  take  some  notice  of  a  slander  winch  the  friendi, 
it  least  the  injudicious  ones,  of  Hume  have  been  industrious  to  propagate,  because,  if 
true,  it  would  have  proved  a  littleness  of  mimi  of  which  none  who  knew  Dn  Beattie 
could  accuse  him.  It  has  l>een  said  that  he  submitted  his  juvenile  poems  to  Mr- 
Hume,  at  that  time  considered  as  the  arlnter  of  taste,  who  either  returned  them  with 
severe  censure,  or  spoke  of  them  with  contempt,  aijd  that  this  was  the  real  motive 
which  prompted  Drt  Ueattie  to  write  the  Essay  on  Truth*  Such  is  the  story ;  aird  who- 
ever compares  the  provocation  with  the  revenge,  will  not  thmk  it  very  probable  '\  It  it 
the  part  of  maliguity  itself  to  search  painfnUy  for  one  bad  motive  where  so  many  good 
ones  are  at  hand.  Nothing  surely  can  be  more  false  or  absurd  than  this  piece  of  slan- 
der. If  Mr.  Hume  criticised  Dr,  Beattie's  poetry  witii  severity,  which  may  be  ad* 
mitted,  he  certainly  could  not  have  been  a  more  rigid  censor  thmi  the  author  himself. 
Dr,  Beattie,  almost  as  soon  as  his  volume  of  eaily  poems  wus  published,  and  while  the 
praises  of  evei^  friend  and  of  many  strangers  were  yet  soundijig  in  his  ears,  suppressed 
the  farther  publication,  and  endeavoured  to  recover  the  copies  that  had  been  cireulm 

I ^  See  a  letter  ota  thii  lubj^t,  id  tjr  Wm.  Forti<i'  life,  vol  I.  p.  330* 
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ted ;  and  for  tamy  yttits  refused  all  appliditioBs  to  reprint  tliie  fewMUes  Iki  our 
present  volumey^d  that  with  the  utmost  pertinacity.  The  presmnplimi  therefore 
must  be,  either  Uiat  he  originally  thought  as  slightingly  of  those  poems  as  Mr.  HaflK» 
or  that  Mr.  Hume  had  brought  him  over  to  lus  opinion.  In  either  due  there  cevld 
be  iM>  such  bleach  of  friendshipf  and  surely  no  such  indignant  recollection  as  to  pn- 
Yoke  the  Essay  on  Truth.  Tlie  £ict  will  be  acknowledged  by  all  who  had  pcvaooal 
intimacy  with  Dr.  Beattie,  and  they  only  can  be  the  proper  judges  of  his  feelinf^  tiMt 
it  was  not  the-severity  of  criticism  that  he  at  any  time  ctreaded  or  avcMded*  bi  Qnj, 
who  was  his  intimate  friend  and  correspondent,  he  found  a  critic  whose  ophuons  anght 
huLve  mortified  the  vanity  of  the  least  conceited  of  youthful  poeii.  On  one  ooemea, 
indeed,  Gray  placeci  the  dangers  of  poetry  before  h^  eyes  in  such  «  ^triUng  light  that 
lie  appeared  wiUing  to  renounce  the  Muses  altogether  %  Such  was  our  author's  diffi- 
dence in  all  his  productions,  that  he  ventured  nothing  without  oonsukkig  his  fiioids, 
and  received  very  few  proposals  of  correction  in  which  he  did  nol  acquieece.  If  wiKh 
.  this  humble  and  respectful  disposition  Mr.  Hume  insulted  his  feelii^s,  or  wished  to 
discourage  the  early  attempts  of  genius,  although  his  condtt<l4night  not  piovoke  the 
Essay  on  Truth,  it  forms  a  part  of  hb  character  on  which  his  friends  oug^t  to  t>e  sifteii^ 
unless  they  can  explam  it  in  a  more  satisfactory  manner. 

As  a  poeC  it  must  be  confessed  that  Dr.  Beattie  caoM  slowly  4oto  the  world ;  he  dU 
ttot  ^toBish  m  his  days  of  childhood  and  i^iorance,  by  those  wondeiM  efforts  vririch 
speak  the  extraordinary  teachings  of  nature.  That  he  had  a  talent  for  poetry  will  Mt 
be  denied,  but  it  vras  a  talent  to  be  cultivated,  and  in  this  respect  he  Ins  not  difeitd 
from  the  most  eminent  names  on  the  list  of  English  poets.  **  To  touch  and  re-tondn'^ 
says  Cowper,  **  although  some  writers  boast  of  nc^ligenoe,  and  others  wouM  be  i 
to  show  theur  foul  copies,  is  the  secret  of  almost  all  good  writing,  e^cially  in  ' 
Dr.Beattie  was  a  poet  without  self-love  and  without  conceit,  and  his  fame  might  t>e  safely 
trusted  in  his  own  hands.  What  he  wrote,  and  at  whatever  period  of  liis  life,  he  was 
able  to  criticise  with  impartmlity  and  with  taste.  He  had  an  eye  rather  to  future  thanlo 
present  reputation,  and  so  far  vms  he  from  soliciting  the  complimentary  opinions  of 
iriends,  that  I  suspect  he  did  not  rate  very  Inghly  the  judgment  of  those  who  had 
praised  the  early  productions  ofjiis  Muse«  It  is  certain  that  he  supprassed  thosepoems^ 
In  defiance  of  their  suffraget;  and,  until  he  was  encouraged  to  publish  The  l^&istfsl, 
jiever  m  hb  own  opinion  had  laid  a  fair  claim  to  the  reputation  of  a  poet.  The  many 
touchings  and  retouchings  he  made  m  thb  excellct)t  poem  are  no  inconsideraUe  prooh 
of  hb  judgment,  and  hb  diffidence,  for  he  frequently  corrected  that  which  all  who 
then  dirtributed  the  rewards  of  fame  considered  as  perfect. 

As  a  philpsopber,  it  b  no  deduction  from  hb  merit  that  hb  celebrated  Essay  b  now 
little  read.  It  rose  to  higher  r^Hitation  in  its  day  than  any  work  of  the  kind  ever  ptth> 
lished ;  and  the  little  opposition  made  to  it  b  a  proof  Untf  it  ansvi^red  the  full  pnqMse 
of  the  author.  Hb  expectations,  indeed,  were  moderate :  he  knew  that  in  controvesqf 
it  b  more  easy  to  gain  the  victory  than  to  impose  terms  on  the  vanquished.  Hunie^ 
we  are  told,  remained  ulent,  in  consequence  of  a  resolution  he  liad  fbrmed,  not  to 
answer  any  opponent;  and  after  declining  all  notice  of  Dr.  CampbeU,  whose  supeiiorily^ 
in  hb  Essay  on  Miracles,  has  n^er  been  disputed,  it  was  not  to  be  awpposed  he  ifouid 

««  MMOQ'k  life  of  Omy,  p.  319,  edit  4to.  1775. 
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break  bis  engagtaient  b  favour  of  Dr.  Beattie.  But  that  he  fdt  the  attack  b  gene- 
rallj  acknowledgedy  for  this  was  the  first  time  that  the  sophistiy  of  his  general  system 
faMl  been  detected  in  a  popular  manner,  and  the  absurdity  as  well  as  the  mischief  ac- 
cniing  from  his  principles  fonrly  laid  open.  As  to  the  French  philosophers,  whom  our 
asthor  incidentally  notioed,  it  was  not  their  object  at  that  time  to  provoke  a  public  con- 
troversy. They  were  effiscting  their  purpose  by  surer  means,  and  Dr.  Beattie  lived  to 
see  their  principles  triumphant  in  the  destruction  of  religion,  humanity,  and  social  order. 
Infidel  writings  have  been  oblruded  on  the  world  at  different  periods,  and  after  hav- 
ing been  set  to  rest  for  a  time,  have  again  been  revived  to  serve  new  purposes.  But 
•D  these  revivals^  it  does  not  always  happen  that  the  controversial  works  of  one  period 
wiH  supply  the  wants  of  the  next.  New  means  of  attack  require  new  means  of  defence. 
The  iitifidel  publications  which  appeared  about  the  conclusion  of  the  last  century,  were, 
uk  substance,  mere  transcripts  of  those  which  appeared  at  the  tiegmning  of  it.  But 
style  was  altered,  and  cunning  assumed  new  shapes :  a  new  class  of  men  were  to  l>e 
influenced,  and  whi^t  once  was  confined  to  the  speculations  of  the  learned,  was  now  to 
be  atfapted  to  a  certam  weak  and  feverish  state  of  mind  among  the  vulgar :  until  at 
length  the  controversy  seemed  to  be  taken  entirely  out  of  the  hands  of  men  of  literature, 
and  placed  m  those  of  mechanjcs  and  paupers.  The  blasphemies  of  Faroe  might  have 
tank  into  contempt,  had  they  not  been  circulated,  with  liberal  industry,  among  those 
who  could  read,  but  could  not  think,  and  who  wanted  a  palliative  to  their  conscience, 
or  a  screen  to  their  profligacy.  To  debaach  the  minds  of  the  lower  classes  was  the 
last  effort  of  the  last  race  of  infidels,  and  the  suppression  of  them  necessarily,  devolved 
«D  the  civil  magistrate. 

But  whatever  reputation  Dr.  Beattie  enjoyed  from  his  philosophical  and  critical 
works,  his  praise  was  yet  higher  in  ail  the  personal  relations  of  public  and  private  life. 
His  excellence  as  an  instructor  may  be  gathered  from^  his  printed  works;  but  it  re- 
mains to  be  added,  that  few  men  have  exceeded  him  in  anxious  and  kind  attentions  to 
his  pnpils.     It  was  his  practice,  while  under  his  care,  to  invite  them  by  small  parties  to 
his  house,  and  unbend  his  mind  in  gay  conversation,  encouraging  them  to  speak  witK 
familiarity  on  common  topics,  and  to  express  their  doubts  with  freedom  on  any  sub- 
jects connected  with  their  studies.    Those  whom  he  observed  particularly  regular  and 
-attentive  in  the  class,  and  who  by  their  answers  or  remarks  discovered  the  improvements 
of  private  assiduity,  he  honoured  with  his  kindest  patronage,  and  corresponded  on  easy 
.  «Dd  friendly  terms  with  many  of  them,  long  after  they  quitted  the  university.  By  these 
iiiean»  he  was  so  endeared  to  his  scholars,  that  1  am  not  able  to  mention  him  at  all  as  a 
'disciplinarian.    I  can  recollect  no  instance  in  which  he  found  it  necessary  to  command 
attention  by  any  influence  more  strong  than  the  reverence  which  his  character  and  man- 
1  procured  without  any  efibrt,  and  continued  without  any  abatement. 
As  a  httstmnd  and  father,  if  he  had  any  fault,  it  was  that  of  extreme  tenderness  and 
ability.  He  was  indeed  ''  tremblingly  alive''  to  every  circumstance  that  affected  the 
objects  of  his  love.    Yet  who  will  arraign  these  feelings,  or  set  bounds  to  parental 
«are?    The  danger,  let  it  be  remembered,  was  all  his  own :  his  childreu  betraycdnone 
of  the  wayward  consequences  of  indulgence ;  they  amply  repaid  his  anxious  fondness, 
«id  he  derived  a  pleasure  from  their  advancement,  wbi^  was  very  remote  from  the 
unsteady  caprice  of  parental  weakness.    The  talents  of  hts  eldest  son,  as  they  were 
cultivated  cfaieflr  in  retirement,  were  not  generally  known ;  but  those  with  Twhom  he 
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associated  knew  Urn  for  a  youth  of  wonderful  innocence,  purity  and  simplicity  of  mind 
and  manner.  Nor  was  his  brother,  of  whotai  however  I  knew  less  from  personal  fto 
quaintance,  inferior  in  the  valuable  qualities  of  the  heart  On  them,  therefore,  the  fii* 
ther's  fondness  produced  none  of  the  consequences  of  an  affection  which  in  many  if 
rather  a  weakness  than  a  virtue.  He  was  hmiself  the  only  sufferer  by  his  excess  of 
sensibility;  and  ^e  must  ever  lament  that  it  embittered  those  years  which  good  mctt 
usually  pass  in  cheerful  remembrances,  and  exemplary  resignation^ 

None  were  more  affected  by  his  melancholy  retreat  from  society,  thanf  those  who 
could  recollect  him  in  his  happier  days  of  health  and  hope.  As  a  companion,  few  men 
exhibited  more  captivations.  From  hb  assiduous  application  to  study,  and  the  time  b« 
found  it  necessary  to  devote  to  his  publbhed  works  and  to  his  academical  duties^  it 
may  easily  be  supposed  he  could  not  spare  many  hours  to  company.  Yet  he  had  a 
keen  relish  for  social  intercourse,  and  was  remarkably  cheerful  and  communicative.  It 
has  not  yet  been  mentioned,  but  it  may  be  observed  from  various  parts  of  his  writings^ 
that  he  had  a  turn  for  humour,  and  a  quick  sense  of  thts  ridiculous.  Thn,  however, 
was  so  chastened  by  the  elegance  of  hb  taste,  and  the  benevolence  of  hb  dispositioo, 
that  whatever  fell  from  him  of  that  kind  was  devoid  of  coarseness  or  asperity.  In  con- 
Tersation  he  never  endeavoured  to  gain  superiority,  or  to  compel  attention,  but  con- 
trived to  take  hb  just  share,  without  seeming  to  interrupt  the  loquacity  of  others.  He 
had  however  what  most  men  have  who  are  jealous  of  their  reputation,  a  degree  of  re- 
serve in  promiscuous  company,  which  he  entirely  discarded  among  those  whom  he 
loved,  and  m  whom  he  confided.  Among  strangers,  too,  there  was  a  studied  correct- 
ness in  hb  expression,  which  was  either  unnecessary,  or  appeared  more  easy  and  natu- 
ral, in  hb  familiar  hours. 

Of  lib  talent  for  humour,  he  gave  some  specimens  in  a  periodical  journal  published 
at  Aberdeen,  which  seem  not  unworthy  of  being  added  to  hb  miscellaneous  works,  if 
they  could  be  ascertamed ;  but  he  did  not  seek  the  reputation  of  a  wit,  and  I  am  not 
sure  that  he  permitted  hb  name  to  transpire.  In  London,  it  b  yet  remembered  that 
bis  conversation-talents  were  much  adndred,  and  no  doubt  procured  him  a  long  con- 
tinuance of  those  friendships  with  men  of  rank,  which  are  rarely  to  be  preserved  without 
something  more  than  the  mere  possession  of  genius.  Hb  modest  and  engaging  duuh 
ners  rendered  h^m  equally  acoeptable  to  the  courtly  and  elegant  Mansfield,  and  to  the 
rough  and  unbending  Johnson.  To  Mrs.  Montague's  literary  parties  he  was  ever  a  most 
acceptable  addition ;  and  he  lived  with  the  present  bishop  of  London,  with  sir  Joshua 
Reynolds,  and  with  Mr.  Burke,  on  terms  of  the  easiest  intunacy.  If  flattery  could  have 
spoiled  him,  he  had  enough;  as  in  England,  for  whatever  reason,  hb  character  always 
stood  higher  than  in  hb  own  country. 

Dr.  Beattie's  person  was  rather  above  the  middle  size.  Hb  countenance  was  itrj 
mild,  and  hb  smile  uncommonly  pbcid  and  benign,  lib  eyes  were  remarkably  piercing 
and  exprenive,  and  there  was  a  general  composure  in  his  features  which  shr  Joshua 
Reynolds  has  given  admirably  in  hb  picture,  which  has  been  engraven  for  hblife. 

Hb  person  was  apparently  stout  and  even  robust,  but  thb  certaiqly  was  not  the  case. 
Its  original  conformation  may  have  been  that  of  strength  and  vifiour;  but  he  had  fre- 
quent interruptions  from  sickness  at  a  very  early  period  of  life.  As  he  advanced,  he 
discovered  all  the  delicate  and  valetudinary  temperament  of  genius.  At  the  age  of 
forty-five  he  had  the  walk  and  manner  and  precautions  that  are  ussially  observable  at 
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«ixlj,  and  was  much  afflicted  with  head-achs  and  other  symptomif  that  are  commonly 
called  nervous.  Wheo  I  saw  him  oo  his  last  visit  to  London,  he  seemed  painfully  af- 
fected by  sudden  noises  of  any  kind,  and  was  particularly  averse  to  the  bustle  of  the 
London  streets.  There  was  evidently  a  great  portion  of  irritability  in  his  habit.  That 
this  was  precipitated  by  the  loss  of  his  domestic  endearments,  cannot  be  doubted;  but 
the  primary  cause  must  be  sought  in  hb  application  to  study^  which  at  all  times  of  his 
life,  but  particularly  in  his  youth,  was  too  close,  and  absolutely  inconsistent  yvith  a 
healthy  habit  of  body.  Of  this  he  was  so  sensible,  that  it  appears  to  have  been  hit 
constant  object  to  prevent  his  son  from  falling  into  the  same  errour;  and  I  received 
some  letters  from  him  many  years  ago  on  the  subject,  in  which  he  strongly  deprecates 
an  unremitting  attention  to  books* 

The  Life  of  Dr.  Beattie,  lately  published  by  sir  William  Forbes,  exhibits  him  in  the 
character  of  an  epistolary  writer.  His  letters  embrace  a  very  large  portion  of  the 
literary  history  of  his  time,  but  it  may  be  doubted  whether  they  have  always  the  ease 
and  vivacity  which  are  expected  in  tliis  species  of  composition.  They  are  valuable, 
however,  as  exhibiting  many  lesser  traits  of  his  character,  and  as  disclosing  its  lesser 
infirmities. 

It  was  the  original  intention  of  the  present  writer  to  have  given  no  more  of  his 
poems  in  this  collection  than  were  contained  in  the  last  authorized  edition,  and  the 
arguments  in  favour  of  this  intention  are  still  prevalent.  In  compliance,  however,  with 
the  opinion  of  sir  William  Forbes,  and  others  who  have  pleaded  for  a  revival  of  many 
pieces  which  their  author  thought  proper  to  reject,  they  are  all  now  reprinted. 
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ORIGINAL   PREFACE 

TO  THE  EDITION  1160. 


r  EW  writert  are  qoaliBed  to  form  a  proper  judgment  of  thdr  oim  tekttts.  Their  opinioiit  on  tfaie 
MbfactyWiieCborinAaeiicedbf  diflMeiiceorbyTmnily,arefocthemeBtperteqii^  If 

any  there  be,  who  can  with  certainty  anticipate  the  feotimentt  of  the  pvblic  with  regard  to  their  own 
cnmpoBtioM,  they  moft  be  such  ai  are  thoroughly  aoquamtcd  with  mankind,  ai  well  ai  with  the  pro- 
pimiiy  and  the  force  of  their  own  genras.    But  it  if  imposable  that  one,  who  hat  not  experimentally 

proved 

Quid  ferre  reeosentt 
Quid  Taleaat  humeri,  Hor.  Epist  ad  Piioa. 

ihoald  be  able  to  judge  for  himielf,  either  in  the  choice  or  the  execution  of  his  fuli)ect  If  he  withet  to 
hate  hii  judgment  regulated  in  thie  matter,  he  must  appeal  to  the  public  aoiEragey  which,  however  it 
Bay  hr  a  time  be  rendered  faieihctnal  by  pngudioe  or  partial  fefoor,  will  at  lait  determine  bb  real 
chvacter. 

TIm  author  of  the  followiog  little  poems  hopes,  that  this  to  the  good  natured  reader  will  apologize  for. 
hit  radmess  (if  it  shall  be  deemed  rashness)  in  venturing  abroad  into  the  public  Ttew.  He  would  not 
with  to  labour  in  an  hopeless  pursuit;  nor  is  he  one  of  those  who  haTO  determined  (as  Butler  says) 

In  spite 
Of  nature  and  their  stars  to  write; 

^  sentiments  of  the  pablie  be  will  regai>d,  whether  they  suggest  hints  for  wiitbg  better,  or  cantiooa 
Hsiott  writing  at  all. 

Each  of  the  pieces  that  compose  this  small  miscellany  has  been  read  and  approved  by  several  per- 
•OQS  of  unquestionable  taste,  whose  judgment  was  ^capable  of  no  other  bias  than  that  amiable  one,  the 
partiality  of  friendsbipr  This  the  author  chooses  to  mention ;  because  he  would  not  be  thought  to  have 
engaged  in  this  publication  entirely  hi  compliance  with  the  suggestions  of  his  own  vanity :  add  he  is 
•ftaid  to  urge  the  request  of  friends  as  an  excuse  for  his  appearing  in  hb  present  character;  this  plea 
having  bee^  so  often  abused,  that  it  is1>eoome  even  ridiculous. 

The  public  is  already  acquainted  with  several  translations  of  Virgil^  pastorals.  Mr.  Dryden'^  trans- 
'  latioos  will  be  .admired,  as  long  as  the  English  language  is  understood,  fbr  that  fluent  and  graceful 
CMTgy  of  fipieaiion,  which  distinguiibes  all  the  writings  of  that  great  poeL  In  his  oompositions,  even 
b  those  which  have  been  censured  as  inaccurate,  we  are  charmed  with 

Thoughts  that  breathe,  and  words  that  bom ;  Gray's  Odes. 

sad  if  we  fbd  any  thing  blameable,  we  are  inclined  to  impute  it,  not  to  any  deflect  b  his  own  genius 
or  taAe,  but  to  the  depravity  of  the  age  in  which  it  was  his  misfortune  to  live. 

The  translation  of  Virgil  published  some  yean  ago  by  the  learned  and  ingenious  Mr.  Joseph  Warton, 
^  not  come  into  my  hands  till  long  after  what  is  now  ofiered  to  the  public  was  finished.  That  it  was 
veil  rtceived,  even  after  Mr.  Dryden's,  is  a  sufficient  proof  of  its  merit 

"Hm  perusal  of  thoM  two  masteriy  versions  might  have  effoctually  discouraged  the  publication  of  the 
'B'loeiBg,  had  I  ever  intended  it  as  a  rival  to  either  of  the  others.  But  as  I  disclaim  this  intention,  and 
^Mld  wiih  to  be  thooght  only  an  hamble  copier  of  Virgil,  1  hope  the  present  transUtion  will  be  par« 
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dooedt  if  in>  few  particular  instances  it  be  found  to  have  set  any  of  the  beauties  of  the  admired  ortginal 
in  a  moTR  conspioaous  point  of  Tiew  to  the  English  reader.  Nor  let  it  be  ascribed  to  arrogance  or  va- 
nity, that  I  presume  to  think  this  possible,  notwithstanding  what  has  been  so  well  performed  by  the  great 
masters  just  mentioned.  In  copying  a  painting  of  Raphael,  an  engraver  of  an  inferior  class  may  give 
expression  to  a  particular  lineament  more  successfully  tban  even  Strange  himself.  A  minute  observer 
will  sometimes  attend  to  a  Iitt}a  ciitnimslaace^  wliich  an  enlarged  kaaginatbn  capable  of  conceiving 
and  exhibiting  the  full  idea  may  overlook.  The  eye  is  not  wholly  satisfied  with  contemplatijig  a  piece 
of  sculpture  from  the  most  advantageous  station :  by  changing  the  station,  it  enjoys  the  satisfaction  not 
only  of  viewing  the  same  attitude  in  a  variety  of  lights,  but  of  catching  the  expression  of  some  particu. 
lar  muscle  or  feature  not  discernible  from  the  former  point  of  view.  It  is  perhaps  some  such  considera- 
tion as  this,  that  bath  induced  those,  who  are  indulgent  to  my  performances,  to  advise  the  publishing 
of  this  translation ;  which  was  written  at  a  very  eariy  time  c^  Ute,  when  solitude  left  the  mind  at  libttty 
to  pursue,  Without  any  fixed  design^  such  amusements  as  gratified  the  present  hour. 

The  version  from  Lucretius  was  written  at  the  particdar  desire  Of  a  friend,  whose  commands  the 
^jfwmi^krf^  li^  roasoQ  to  honour* 


ADVERTISEMENT, 

Jaaaary  \*tl% 


H. 


LAVING  lately  seen  in  print  some  poems  ascribed  to  me,  which  I  never  wrote,  and  some  of  my  ows 
inaccu^tely  copied,  I  thought  it  would  not  be  improper  to  publish,  in  this  little  volume,  all  the  versed 
of  which  I  am  wiHing  to  be  considered  as  the  author.  Many  others  I  did  indeed  write  in  the  early 
part  of  my  life;  but  they  were  in  general  se  incorrect,  that  I  would  nst  rescue  them  from  oblivion,  even 
ifa  wish  could  do  it 

Some  of  the  few  now  offered  to  th^  public  would  perhaps  have  been  suppressed,  if  in  making  this 
collection  I  had  implicitly  followed  my  own  judgment.  But  in  so  small  a  matter  who  would  refuse  to 
submit  his  opinion  to  that  of  a  fjfiend  ? 

It  Is  of  no  consequence  to  the  reader  to  know  thb  date  of  any  of  these  little  poems.  But  some  jnivate 
reasons  determined  the  author  to  add,  that  most  of  them  were  written  many  years  ago,  and  that  the ' 
greater  part  of  the  Bdiostrel,  which  is  his  latest  attempt  in  this  way,  was  composed  in  the  year  one 
thousand  seven  hundred  and  sixty  eight 
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ODB  TO  PEACE^ 
L  1. 

PfACi,  bflAven-detoended  maid!  whose  powerful 
From  ancient  darkness  caird  the  morn,         [voice 
Of  jarring  elemenU  coropoe'd  the  noise ; 
When  Chaos  from  his  old  dominion  tom« 
With  all  his  bellowmg  throng, 
Far,  far  was  huri'd  the  void  abyss  along  j 
And  all  the  bright  angelic  choir 
To  loftiest  raptures  tuned  the  heavenly  lyre, 
PourM  m  load  symphony  th*  impetuous  strain  ; 
And  every  6ery  orb  and  planet  sung, 
And  wide  through  night's  dark  desolate  domain 
Rebounding  long  and  deep  the  lays  triumphant  rung. 
I.  2. 
Oh  whither  art  thou  fled,  Satumian  reign  ! 
Roll  round  again,  majestic  years  ! 
To  break  fell  Tyranny's  corroding  chain, 
From  Woe's  wan  cheek  to  wipe  the  bitter  tears. 
Ye  years,  again  roll  round  ! 
Jlsrk  from  afar  what  loud  tumultuous  sound. 
While  echoes  sweep  the  winding  vale«, 
Swells  fnll  along  the  plains,  and  loads  the  gales  f 
Murder  deep-roos'd;  with  the  wild  wliirlwind's  haste 
And  roar  of  tempest,  from  her  cavern  springs. 
Her  tangled  serpents  gird«  around  her  waist,  {wings. 
Smiles  ghastly-stem,  and  shakes  her  gore-distill iug 

I.  3. 
•  Fierce  np  the  yielding  skies 
The  shouts  redoubling  rise  : 
Earth  shudders  at  the  dreadful  sound, 
And  all  is  listening  trembling  round. 
Torrents,  that  from  yon  promontory's  head 
Dash'd  furious  down  in  desperate  cascade, 
Heanl  from  afar  amid  the  lonely  night 
That  oft  hare  led  the  wanderer  right. 
Are  silent  at  the  noise. 
The  mighty  ocean's  more  majestic  voice 
Dttmn'd  in  superior  din  is  heard  no  more  ; 
The  surge  in  silence  sweeps  along  the  foamy  shore. 


11.  1. 
The  bloody  banner  streaming  in  thft  tit 
Seen  on  yon  sky-mix'd  mountain's  brow. 
The  mingling  multitudes,  the  madding  car 
Pouring  impetuous  on  the  plain  below. 
War's  dreadful  lord  proclaim. 
Bursts  out  by  frequent  fits  th'  escpansire  flame. 
WhirPd  in  tempestuous  eddies  flies 
The  surging  smoke  o'er  all  the  darken'd  skies* 
TTie  cheerful  face  of  Heaven  no  more  is  seen. 
Fades  the  mom's  vivid  blnsh  td  deadly  pale. 
The  bat  flits  transient  o'er  the  dusky  green. 
Night's  shrieking  birds  along  the  sullen  twHight  sail, 

IL  2. 
Involv'd  in  flrc-strcak'd  gloom  the  car  oomes  eoi 
The  mangled  steeds  grim  Tert'our  guides. 
His  fbrehe^  writhed  to  a  relentless  frown,      > 
Aloft  the  angry  power  of  battles  rides : 
Grasp'd  in  his  mighty  hand 
A  mace  tremendous  desolates  the  land  ; 
Thunders  the  turret  down  the  steep. 
The  mountain  shrinks  before  it«  wasteful  sweep : 
Chill  horrour  the  dissolving  limbs  invades 
Smit  by  the  blasting  lightning  of  his  eyes, 
A  bloated  paleness  beauty's  bloom  o'erspreads. 
Fades  every  flowery  field,  and  every  verdure  diet. 

IL  S. 
How  startled  Phrenzy  stares. 
Bristling  her  ragged  hairs  ! 
Revenge  the  gory  fragment  gnaws ; 
See,  with  her  griping  vulture -claws 
Imprinted  deep,  she  rends  the  opening  wound  ! 
Hatred  her  torch  blue-streaming  tosses  round; 
The  shrieks  of  agony,  and  clang  of  arms 
Re-echo  to  the  fierce  alarms 
Her  trump  teirific  blows. 
Disparting  from  behind  the  clouds  diiclos* 
Of  kingly  gesture  a  gigantic  form, 
That  with  his  scourge  sublime  directs  the  whirling  > 
storm. 
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in.  1. 

AmbHioD,  outside  fair !  within  more  ibul 
Than  fellest  fiend  from  Tartarus  sprung, 
In  cavenii  hatched,  where  the  fiei«e  V>rrenti  roll 
Of  Phlegeihon,  the  bnm'rog  banks  along, 
Yon  naked  waste  survey : 
Where  late  was  heard  the  flute's  mellifiooos  lay; 
Where  late  the  rosy-bosom'd  Hours 
In  loose  array  danced  lightly  o'er  the  flowers  ; 
Where  late  the  shepherd  told  his  tender  tale ; 
And  wak'd  by  the  soft-murmuring  breeze  of  mom 
The  Toice  of  cheerful  Labour  fill'd  the  dale ;  [bom. 
And  dove-eyed  Plenty  smird,  and  wav'd  her  liberal 

IIL  2. 

Ton  rahM  sablefirom  the  wasting  flama  ' 

But  mark  the  once  -re^lendent  dome ; 
The  fipequent  corse  ob^mcts  the  sullen  stream. 
And  ghosts  glare  horrid  from  the  sylvan  gloom. 
How  sadly-silent  all  I 

Save  where  outstretched  beneath  yon  baqging  wall 
Me  Famine  moans  with  feeble  breath, 
And  Torture  yells,  and  grinds  her  bloody  teeth— 
Though  vain  the  Muse,  and  every  melting  lay. 
To  touch  thy  heart,  unconscious  of  remorse  I 
Know,  monster,  know,  thy  hour  is  on  the  way, 
I  see,  1  see  the  years  begin  their  mighty  course. 

IIL  3. 

What  scenes  of  glory  rise 
Before  my  dazzled  eyes  1 
Yoong  Zephyrs  wave  their  wanton  wings. 
And  melody  celestial  rings : 
Along  the  lillied  lawn  the  nymphs  advance  [danoe : 
Tlush'd  with  love's  bloom,  and  range  the  sprightly 
The  gladsome  shepherds  on  the  mountain-side 
Array'd  in  all  their  rural  pride 
JSnlt  the  festive  note. 
Inviting  Echo  from  her  inmost  grot — 
But  ah  !  the  landscape  glows  with  fainter  light, 
It  darkens,  swims,  and  flies  for  ever  from  my  sight. 

IV.  1. 

niusioni  vain !  Can  sacred  Peace  reside. 
Where  sordid  gold  the  breast  alarms, 
Whfere  craelty  inflames  the  eye  of  Pride, 
And  Grandeur  wantons  in  soft'Pleasure's  arms  ! 
Ambition!  these  are  thine : 
These  finom  the  soul  erase  the  form  divine; 
These  quench  the  animating  fire. 
That  wanAs  the  bosom  with  sublime  desire. 
Thence  the  relentless  heart  forgets  to  feel. 
Hate  rides  tremendous  on  th'  o'crwhclming  brow. 
And  miduighti-Ranoour  grasps  the  crael  steel, 
Blate  the  funereal  flames,  and  sound  the  shrieks  of 
Woe. 

IV.  «. 

Prom  Albion  fled,  thy  once-belovM  retreat. 
What  r^on  brightens  in  thy  smile. 
Creative  Peace,  and  underneath  thy  feet 
Sees  sudden  flowers  adorn  the  Wigg^  soil  ? 
In  bleak  Siberia  blows 

Wak'd  by  thy  genial  breath  the  balmy  rose  } 
Wav'd  ov«r  by  thy  magio  wand 
Does  life  inform  foil  Lybia's  burning  sand  ? 
Or  does  some  isle  thy  parting  flight  detain. 
Where  roves  the  Indian  through  primeval  shades : 
Haunts  the  pure  pleasures  ol  the  woodland  reign. 
And  led  by  reason's  ray  the  pal^  of  Nature  treads } 


IV.  5. 


On  Cuba's  atraoit  steep  i 
Far  leaning  o'er  the  deep 
The  goddtts*  pensive  form  was  seen. 
Her  robe  of  Nature's  varied  green 
Wav'd  on  the  gale ;  grief  dim'd  her  radiant  cyei. 
Her  swelling  bosom  heav'd  with  boding  sighs : 
She  eyed  the  main;  where,  gaining  on  the  riew^ 
Emerging  from  th'  etherial  blue, 
Midst  the  dread  pomp  of  war 
Gleam'd  the  Iberian  streamer  from'  afar. 
She  saw ;  and  on  refulgent  pniions  bora        [mom. 
Slow  wing'd  her  way  sublime,  and  mingled  with  the 
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Hbmort,  be  still !  why  throng  upon  the.tiiooglit 
These,  scenes  deep-stain*d  with  Sorrow's  sable  dye  ? 
Hast  thou  in  stdtre  no  jey-illumin'd  draughty 
To  cheer  bewilder'd  Fancy's  tearfiil  eye  ? 

»   Yes — ^from  afor  a  landscape  seems  to  rite 
Deckt  gorgeous  by  the  lavish  hand  of  Spring; 
Thin  gilded  clouds  float  light  along  the  skies. 
And  laughing  Loves  disjBort  on  fluttering  wing. 

How  blest  the  youth  ro  yonder  valley  laid ! 
Soft  smiles  in  every  conscious  feature  play. 
While  to  the  gale  low-murmuring  through  the  gladi 
He  tempers  sweet  his  sprightly-warbling  lay. 

Hail  Innocence  1  whose  bosom  all  serene 
Feels  not  fierce  Passion^s  raving  tempest  roll  f 
Ob  ne'er  may  Care  distract  that  placid  mien !  [soul ! 
Oh  ne'er  may  Doubt's  dark  shades  o'erwhelm  thy 

Vain  wish!  for  lo,  in  gay  attire  ooooeai'd 
Yonder  she  oomes  I  the  heart-mflaming  fiend ! 
(Will  no  kind  power  the  helpless  stripling  shield  !) 
Swift  to  her  desttn'd  prey  see  PassKNi  bend !. 

Oh  smile  accurst  to  hide  the  wont  designs ! 
Now  with  blithe  eye  she  wooes  him  to  be  blest. 
While  round  her  arm  unseen  a  serpent  twinn 
And  lo,  she  hurls  it  hissing  at  his  breast  f 

And,  instant,  lo,  his  dizzy  eyeball  swims 
Ghastly,  and  reddening  daits  a  threatful  glare; 
Pain  with  strong  grasp  distorts  his  writhing  limhs^ 
And  Fear's  cold  band  erects  his  bristling  hair  1 

Is  this,  O  life,  is  this  thy  boasted  prime  I 
And  does  thy  spring  no  happier  prospect  yield  ! 
\^y  gilds  the  vernal  sun  thy  gaudy  clime. 
When  nipping  mildews  waste  the  flowery  field ! 

HowMemoiypahis!  Let  some  gay  theme  begnita 
The  musing  mind,  and  sooth  to  soft  delight 
Ye  images  of  woe,  no  more  recoil ; 
Be  lifo's  past  scenes  wrapt  in  oblivioos  night 

Now  when  fieroe  Winter  arm'd  wiOi  wasteful  power 
Heaves  the  wild  deep  that  thunders  from  afiir. 
How  sweet  to  sit  in  this  sequester'd  bower. 
To  hear,  and  but  to  bear,  the  mingling  war  ! 

>  This  alludes  to  the  discovery  of  America  b}^  tha 
Spaniards  under  Columbus.     These  ravagers  are 
said  to  have  m^de  thor  first  descent  on  the  islands 
in  the  gulph  of  Florida,  of  w^ich  Cuba  is  one. 
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Ambition  here  di8pla3rs  no  gilded  toy 
Tbmi  tempts  on  desperate  wing  the  soul  to  rise, 
Kor  Pleasiue*s  flower-embroider'd  patiis  decoy, 
Nor  Anguish  lurks  iu  Orandeur^s  gay  disguise. 

Oft  has  Contentment  cheer'd  this  lone  abode 
WHh  the  mild  languish  of  her  smiling  eye ; 
Here  Health  has  oft  in  blushing  beauty  glow'd. 
While  loose-robed  Quiet  stood  enamour'd  by. 

E^en  the  storm  lulls  to  more  profound  repose : 
The  tdorm  these  humble  walls  assails  in  vain ; 
ScreeQ*d  is  the  lily  when  the  whirlwind  blows, 
While  the  oak's  stately  ruin  straws  the  plain. 

Blow  on,  ye  winds  I  Thine,  Winter,  be  the  skies. 
Roll  the  old  ocean,  aW  tlie  vaJes  lay  waste : 
Nature  thy  momentary  rage  defies ; 
To  her  relief  the  gentler  seasons  haste. 

Throned  in  her  emerald-car  see  Spring  appear  I 
(As  Fancy  wills  the  landscape  starts  to  view) 
Her  emerald-car  the  youthful  Zephyrs  bear. 
Fanning  her  bosom  with  their  pinions  blue. 

Around  the  jocund  Hours  are  fluttering  seen ; 
And  \o,  her  rod  the  rose-lipM  power  extends  ! 
And  lo,  the  lawns  are  deckt  in  living  green,  [soends  1 
And  Beauty's  brigbUeyed  train  from  Heaven  de- 
Haste,  happy  days,  and  make  all  nature  glad- 
But  will  all  nature  joy  at  your  retnm  ? 
Say,  can  ye  cheer  pale  Sickness'  gloomy  bed. 
Or  dry  the  tears  that  bathe  th'  untimely  urn  } 

Will  ye  one  transient  ray  of  gladness  dart 
Cross  the  dark  cell  where  hopeless  Slavery  lies  ? 
To  ease  tir*d  Disappointment's  bleeding  heart 
Will  all  your  stores  of  softening  balm  suffice  ? 

When  fell  Oppression  in  his  harpy-fangs 
From  Want's  weak  grasp  the  last  sad  mors6l  bears. 
Can  ye  allay  the  heart- wrung  parent's  pangs, 
Whose  fismish'd  child  craves  help  with  fruitless 
tears? 

For  ah  !  thy  reisn,  Oppression,  is  not  past 
Who  from  the  shivering  limbs  the  vestment  rends  ? 
Who  lays  the  once-rejoicing  village  waste. 
Bursting  the  ties  of  lovers  and  of  friends } 

O  ye,  to  Pleasure  who  resign  the  day. 
As  loose  in  Liucnry's  clasping  arms  you  lie^ 
O  yet  let  pity  in  your  breast  bear  sway, 
And  learn  to  melt  at  Misery's  moving  cry. 

But  hopest  thou.  Muse,  vainglorious  as  thou  art, 
With  the  weak  impulse  of  thy  humble  strain, 
Hopest  thou  to  soften  Pride's  obdurate  heart. 
When  Errol's  bright  example  shines  in  vain  ? 

Then  cease  the  theme.   Turn,  Fancy,  turn  thine 
eye. 
Thy  weeping  eye,  nor  further  urge  thy  flight ; 
Thy  haunts  alas  no  gleams  of  joy  supply. 
Or  transient  gleams,  that  flash,  and  sink  in  night 

Yet  fain  the  mind  its  anguish  would  forego— 
Spread  then,  historic  Muse,  thy  pictur'd  scroll ; 
Bid  thy  great  scenes  in  all  their  splendour  glow. 
And  swell  to  thought  sublime  th'  exalted  soul . 

What  mingling  pomps  rush  boundless  on  the 
gaze! 
What  gallant  navies  ride  the  heaving  deep  1 
What  glittering  towns  their  cloud-wrapt  turrets 

raise  ! 
What  bulwarks  frown  horrific  o'er  the  steep ! 


541 

Bristling  with  spears,  and  bright  with  bumish'd 
shields, 
Th'  embattled  legions  stretch' their  long  array ; 
Discord's  red  torch,  as  fierce  she  scours  the  fields. 
With  bloody  tincture  stains  the  face  of  day. 

And  now  the  hosts  in  silence  wait  the  sign. 
How  keen  their  looks  whom  Liberty  inspires! 
Quick  as  the  goddess  darts  along  the  line. 
Each  breast  impatient  bums  with  noble  fires. 

rter  form  how  graceful !   In  her  lt*lty  mien 
The  smiles  of  Love  stem  Wisdom's  frown  controol ; 
Her  fearless  eye,  determin'd  though  serene. 
Speaks  tlue  great  purpose,   and  th'  unconqaer'4 
soul. 

Mark,  where  Ambition  leads  the  adverse  band. 
Each  feature  fierce  and  haggard,  as  with  pain  ! 
With  menace  loud  he  cries,  while  from  his  hand 
He  vainly  strives  to  wipe  the  crimson  stain. 

Lo,  at  his  call,  impetuous  as  the  storms. 
Headlong  to  deeds  of  death  the  hosts  are  driven  ; 
Hatred  to  madness  wrought  each  face  deforms, 
Mounts  the  black    whiriwind,    and   involves  tht 
heaven. 

Now,  Virtue,  now  thy  powerful  succour  lend. 
Shield  them  for  Liberty  who  dare  to  die— 
Ah  Liberty  !  will  none  thy  cause  befriend  ? 
Are  these  thy  sons,  thy  generous  sons  that  fly ! 

Not  Virtue's  self,  when  Heaven  its  aid  dem'es. 
Can  brace  the  loosen'd  nerves,  or  warm  the  heart; 
Not  Virtue's  self  can  still  the  burst  of  sighs. 
When  festers  in  the  soul  Misfortune's  dart 

See,  where  by  heaven-bred  terror  all  dismay'd 
The  scattering  legions  ponr  along  the  plain. 
Ambition*s  car  with  bloody  spoils  array*d 
Hews  its  broad  way,  as  Vengeance  guides  the  rein. 

But  who  is  he,  that,  by  yon  lonely  brook 
With  woods  overhung  and  precipices  rude  3, 
Abandon'd  lies,  and  with  undaunted  look 
Sees  streaming  from  his  breast  the  purple  flood  > 

Ah  Brutus  I  ever  thine  be  Virtue's  tear  ! 
Lo,  his  dim  eyes  to  Liberty  he  turns. 
As  scarce-supported  on  her  broken  spear 
0*er  her  expiring  son  the  goddess  mourns. 

Loose  to  the  wind  her  azure  mantle  flies. 
From  her  disbevel'd  locks  she  rends  the  plume ; 
No  lustre  lightens  in  her  weeping  eyes. 
And  on  her  tear-stain'd  cheek  no  roses  bloom. 

Meanwhile  the  worjd.  Ambition,  owns  thy  sway. 
Fame's  loudest  trampet  labours  iu  thy  praise. 
For  thee  the  Muse  awakes  her  sweetest  lay,   - 
And  Flattery  bids  for  thee  her  altars  blaze. 

Nor  iu  life's  lofty  bustling  sphere  alone. 
The  sphere  where  monarchs  and  where  heroes  toil. 
Sink  Virtue's  sons  beneath  Misfortune's  frown, 
While  Guilt's  thrill'd  bosom  leaps  at  Pleasure's 
smile ; 

Full  oft,  where  Solitude  and  Silence  dwell 
Far  far  remote  amid  the  lowly  plain. 
Resounds  the  voice  of  Woe  from  Mrtue's  cell. 
Such  is  man's  doom,  and  Pity  weeps  in  vain. 

*  Such,  according  to  the  description  given  by  Plu- 
tarch, was  the  scene  of  Brutus's  death. 
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Still  grief  reooiU— How  Tatnly  have  I  strore 
Thy  power,  O  Mebincholy,  to  withstand  I 
Tir'd  I  suhinit ;  but  yet,  O  yet  remore. 
Or  ease  the  pressure  of  thy  heavy  band* 

Yet  for  a  while  let  the  bewilderM  soul 
Find  in  society  relief  from  woe; 
O  yield  a  while  to  Friendship's  soft  cootroul ; 
Some  respite,  Friendship,  wilt  Ihou  not  bestow  ! 

Come  then,  Philander !  for  thy  lofty  mind 
Lool^stlown  frnm  far  on  all  that  charms  the  great ; 
For  thOQ  canst  bear,  unshaken  and  reagn'd, 
The  brightest  smiles,  the  blackest  frowns  of  Fate : 

Come  thou,  whose  love  unlimited,  nncere. 
Nor  faction  cools,  nor  injury  destroys ; 
Who  lend^flt  to  Misery's  moans  a  pitying  ear^ 
And  feel*st  with  ecstacy  another's  jojrs : 

Who  know'st  man's  frailty ;  with  a  fiivouring  eye, 
And  melting  heart,  behold'st  a  brother's  fall  i 
Who  unenslav'd  by  custom's  narrow  tye 
With  manly  freedom  follow'st  reason's  call. 

.   And  bring  thy  Delia,  softly-smilhig  feir. 
Whose  spotless  f*oul  no  sordid  thoughts  deform  ; 
,  Hel*  accents  mild  would  still  each  throbbing  care. 
And  harmonize  the  thunder  of  the  storm : 

Though  blest  witii  wisdom  and  with  wit  refin'd. 
She  courts  not  homage,  nor  desires  to  shine  ; 
In  her  each  sentiment  sublime  is  join'd 
To  female  sweetness,  and  a  form  divine. 

Come,  and  dispel  the  deep-snrrounding  shade : 
Let  chastenM  mirth  the  social  hours  employ ; 
O  eateh  the  swift-wing'd  honr  before  tis  fled, 
On  swiftest  pinioa  flies  the  hour  of  joy. 

Even  while  the  careless  disencumber'd  soul 
Diuolving  sinks  to  joy's  oblivious  dream, 
£ven  then  to  time's  trenendoos  verge  we  roll 
With  haste  impetuoos  down  life's  surgy  stream. 

Can  Gaiety  the  vanish'd  years  restore. 
Or  on  the  withermg  limbs  freah  beauty  shed. 
Or  soothe  the  sad  hievitable  hour. 
Or  cheer  the  dark  dark  nmsions  of  the  dead  ? 

Still  sounds  the  solemn  knell  in  fancy's  ear. 
That  call'd  Cleora  to  the  silent  tomb ; 
To  her  how  jooaod  roIlM  the  sprightly  year  I 
How  shone  the  nynph  ia  beaiity's  brifbtest  bkxNal 

Ah !  Beauty's  Moom  avails  not  m  tlie'grave, 
Youthl  lofty  mien,  nor  age'ft  awful  grace ; 
Moulder  unknown  the  monarch  and  the  slave 
Whelm'd  in  th'  enormous  wreck  of  human  race: 

The  tbought-fix'd  portraitnre,  the  breathing  host, 
The  arch  with  proud  memorials  array'd. 
The  long-liv'd  pyramid  shall  sink  in  duat 
To  dumb  oblivion's  ever-desart  shade. 

Fancy  from  comfort  wanders  still  astny. 
Ah  Melancholy !  how  1  feel  thy  power ! 
Long  have  I  lahoor'd  to  elude  thy  sway' 
But  'Us  enough,  for  I  resist  no  more. 

The  traveller  thus,  that  o'er  the  midnight-waste 
Throiigh  many  a  lonesome  path  is  doom'd  to  roam, 
Wiider'd  and  weary  sits  him  down  at  last ; 
For  tocig  the  night,  and  distant  far  his  itoine. 


EPITAPB 


ON    *  *  »  *  *      »♦*  ♦♦».♦!. 

Escaf'd  the  gloom  of  mortal  life,  a  soul 
Here  leaves  its  mouldering  tenement  of  clay, 
Safe,  where  no  cares  their  whelming  billows  roll. 
No  doubts  bewilder,  and  no  hopes  betray. 

Like  thee,  I  once  have  stemmed  the  sea  of  life; 
Like  thee,  have  laoguish'd  after  empty  jc^ys  j 
Like  thee,  have  labuur'd  in  the  stormy  strife  | 
Been  griev'd  for  trifles,  and  amns'd  with  toys. 

Yet  for  a  while  'gainst  Passion's  threatful  Uvt 
Let  steady  Reason  mge  the  struggling  oar  i 
Shot  through  the  dreary  gloom  the  mom  at  last 
Gives  to  thy  longing  eye  the  Missfhl  shore. 

Forget  my  frailties,  thou  art  also  frail ; 
Forgive  my  lapses,  for  thyself  may'st  fell ; 
Nor  read  anmov'd  my  artless  tender  tale, 
I  was  a  friend,  O  ihan,  to  thee,  to  alL 


EPITAPUK 


Nov.  1,  1757. 

To  this  grave  is  committed 
All  that  the  grave  can  claim 
Of  two  brothers  *  ****  vaA*  *  ^  **^1H^% 

Who  on  tbe  vii  of  October  mdcclvii. 
Both  unfortunately  perished  in  tbe  *  *  4^  water : 
The  one  in  his  xxit,  the  other  in  his  xviii  year. 
Their  disconsolate  father  ♦♦*♦♦♦***♦* 
Erects  this  monument  to  the  memory  of 
These  amiable  youths ; 
Whose  eariy  virtues  promised 
Uncommon  comfort  to  his  dediniug  jreais. 

And  smgular  emolument  td  society. 
O  thou  !   whose  steps  in  sacred  rev'rpnce  tread 
These  lone  dominions  of  the  silent  dead  \ 
On  this  sad  stone  a  pious  look  bestow, 
Nor  nnhistructed  read  this  tale  of  woe ; 
And  while  the  sigh  of  sorrow  heaves  thy  breast. 
Let  each  rebellions  murmur  be  snpprest ; 
Heav'n's  hidden  ways  to  trace,  for  us,  how  wm ! 
Heav'n's  wise  decrees,  how  impious,  to  arraign  1 
Pure  from  tbe  stains  of  a-polluted  age. 
In  eariy  bkxHB  of  life,  they  left  the  stege : 
Not  doom'd  in  lingering  woe  to  waste  thieir  bteatb 
One  moment  snatch'd  there  from  the  powerof  Deaths 
They  liv'd  united,  and  united  died ; 
Happy  the  friends,  whom  Death  cannot  divide  1 


RLRBY. 

Txa'n  with  the  busy  crowds,  that  all  the  day 
Impatient  throng  where  Folly's  altars  flame. 
My  languid  powers  dissolve  with  quick  decay. 
Till  genial  Sleep  repair  the  smking  frame. 

1  JaBMs  Beattia.    This  l^taph  was  intended  for 
himself.     C 

«  This  epitaph  is  engraven  on  a  tombstone  in  the 
church*»yaid  of  Letbnet  in  the  shire  of  Angus. 

3  Two  young  men  of  the  name  of  Leitch,  wha 
were  drowned  in  erossing  the  river  Southesk.     It  ia 
nut  very  obvious  why  their  names  should  be 
cealed  in  the  first  edition  of  tj^  poems.     C 
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lI«l»ldBdt«thr0r!  I^at  camt  Ml  the  cares. 
And  every  veary  sense  cooipase  to  reit, 
li^teo  tb'  opprenivc  toad  wWck  aoganih  bears, 
^od  warm  with  hope  the  cold  despondkig  breaiU 

Toucb*d  by  thy  rod,  from  Power's  majestic  brow 
J>ro|i0  the  gay  plume ;  he  pines  a  lowly -clown  ^ 
And  on  the  cold  earth  stretchM  the  son  of  Woe 
Qoafi  Pleasure's  draught,  and  wears  a  fancied  crown. 

Whe»  ffoosHl  by  thee,  on  bociDdjen  pimoof  ban 
Fancy  to  fairy  sceMS  emits  tP  rove, 
Now  scales  the  cliff  gay-gleaauBg  on  the  merw, 
Now  sad  and  iHent  treads  the  deepemqg  grov<  ; 

Or  skims  the  mahi,  and  listens  to  the  storms, 
Marks  the  long  wates  roll  far  remote  away ; 
Or  111'^*"^  with  ten  thousand  glittering  forms 
FkMts  on  the  gale,  and  basks  in  purest  day. 

Haply,  ere  long,  pierc'd  by  the  howling  blast 
Tbroogh  dark  and  pathless  desorts  I  shall  roam, 
Plonge  down  th'  unfathom'd  deep,  or  shrink  aghast 
Wbere  bursts  the  shrieking  spectre  from  the  tomb : 

Perhaps  loos^  Vaatary^B  enchanthig  smile 
ah^l  tare  my  steps  to  some  romantic  dale,   [guile, 
Wbeie  M'ulh^  K^t  freaks  th*  unheeded  bows  be- 
Aod  aira  of  rapture  warble  m  the  gale. 

lostmcUve  emblem  of  this  mortal  state  t 
Where  scenes  as  various  every  hour  arise 
In  swift  succession,  which  the  hand  of  Fate 
Presents,  then  snatches  from  our  wonder'mg  eyes. 

Be  tanght,  vun  man.  how  fleeting  all  thy  joys. 
Thy  bMSted' grandeur,  and  thy  glittering  store; 
Death  comes,  and  all  thy  fancied  bliss  destroys, 
Qnick  as  a  dream  it  fada,  and  is  no  more. 

And^soosof  Sorrsw!  though  the  threatening  storm 
Of  angry  Fortune  ovecbaag  a  while, 
iM,  not  ber  frowns  your  inward  peace  deform ; 
Soen  happier  days  in  happier  cUbms  shall  smile. 

Tbroa^  Eaxth's  throng*d  visions  while  we  toss  far- 
torn, 
Tis  tmnult  all,  and  rage,  and  restless  strife ; 
But  these  shall  vanish  like  the  dreams  of  mom. 
When  Death  awakes  us  to  immortal  life. 


SONG 
m  MmTioM  or  ssAXtsfiAa's 

Blow,  hhw,  thou  winter  nind^  ^c* 

Blow,  blow,  thou  vernal  gale ! 
Thy  balm  will  not  avail 
To  ease  my  achmg  breast ; 
Tboogh  thou  the  billows  smooth. 
Thy  raormufs  cannot  sooth 
My  weary  soul  to  rest 
Wkm,  Bow,  thou  tuneful  stream ! 
lolbse  the  easy  dream  • 
Into  the  peaceful  soul ; 
Bat  thou  canst  not  compose 
The  tumult  of  my  woes, 
llMUgh  soft  thy  waten  roll. 
Bhnh,  Urtsh,  ye  fairest  Howeisl 
» surpassing  yoars 


My  Rosalind  adom; 
Nor  is  the  Winter^s  blast. 
That  lays  your  glories  waste. 
So  killing  as  her  scorn. 
Breathe,  breathe,  ye  tender  lays, 
That  linger  down  the  maze 
Of  yonder  winding  grove  ; 
O  let  your  soft  controul 
Bend  her  relenting  soul 
To  pity  and  to  love. 
Fade,  fade,  ye  flowrets  fair! 
Oales,  fan  no  more  the  air  1 
Ye  streams  forget  to  glide ! 
Be  hush'd,'each  vemal  staram  ; 
Since  nought  can  soothe  my  pua. 
Nor  mitigate  ber  pcida. . 


RETIREMENT. 

1158. 

Whin  m  the  crimson  dobd  of  even. 

The  lingering  Ught  decays. 

And  Hesper  on  the  front  of  Heaven 

His  glittering  gem  displays ; 

Deep  in  the  silent  vale,  unseen. 

Beside  a  lulling  stream, 

A  pensive  3routb,  of  placid  mieo. 

Indulged  this  tender  theme. 

"  Ye  diflb,  in  hoary  grandeur  pil'd 

High  o'er  the  gliasMriqg  dale  ; 

Ye  woods,  along  whose  wiudiags  wild 

Murmurs  the  solemn  gale : 

Wbere  Melancholy  strays  farlom. 

And  Woe  retires  to  weep. 

What  time  the  wan  Moon's  yeUow  horn 

Gleams  on  the  western  deep : 

*<  To  you,  ye  wastes,  whose  artless  charms 

Ne'er  drew  Ambition's  eye, 

Scap'd  a  tumultuous  world's  alarms. 

To  your  retreats  I  fly. 

Deep  in  your  most  sequester'd  bower 

Let  me  at  last  recline. 

Where  Solitude,  mild,  modest  power. 

Leans  on  her  ivyM  shrine. 

"  How  shall  i  woo  thee,  matchless  fUH 

Thy  heavenly  smile  how  win  ! 

Thy  smile  tbat  smooths  the  biow  af  Cu«, 

And  stills  the  storm  within. 

O  wilt  thou  to  thy  favoorite  gvove 

Throe  ardent  votary  bring,  ' 

And  bless  his  hours,  and  bid  them  move 

Serene,  on  silent  wing ! 

"  Oft  let  Remembrance  sooth  his  mind 

With  dreams  of  former  days. 

When  in  the  lap  of  Peace  reclln'd 

He  fram'd  his  infant  lays ; 

When  Fancy  roVd  at  large,  nor  Care 

Nor  cold  Distrust  alarm'd, 

Nor  Envy  with  malignant  glare 

His  simple  youth  bad  barm'd. 

'Twas  then,  O  Solitude  !  to  thee 
His  early  vows  were  paid. 
Prom  heart  siooere,  and  warm,  and  irse» 
Devoted  to  the  shade. 
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Ah  why  did  F^tebis  tteptdeooy 
Jn  ftoriDy  paths  to  roftin, 
^  Kemote  from  all  congenial  joy  !— 
O  take  the  wanderer  home. 

<<  Thy  thadet,  thy  silence  now  be  mine» 
Thy  charms  my  only  theme; 
My  haant  the  hollow  cliff,  whooepine 
Waves  o*er  the  gloomy  stream. 
Whence  the  scar'd  owl  on  pinions  gray 
Breaks  from  the  rustling  boughs. 
And  down  the  lune  Tale  sails  away 
To  more  profound  repoae. 

**  O,  while  to  thee  the  woodland  pours 

Its  wildly  warbling  song. 

And  balmy  from  tbe  bank  of  flowers 

The  ZepAiyr  breathes  along ; 

Let  no  rude  sound  in? ade  from  far, 

^o  Tagrant  foot  be  nigh, 

Ko  ray  from  Grandeur's  gilded  car, 

Flash  on  the  startled  eye. 


''  But  if  some  pilgrim  through  the  glade 

Thy  hallowed  bowers  eiplore, 

O  guard  from  barm  bis  hoary  head. 

And  listen  to  his  lore; 

For  be  of  joys  divine  shall  tell. 

That  wean  from  earthly  wo. 

And  triumph  o*er  the  mighty  spell 

That  <^kains  h»  heart  below. 

"  For  roe,  no  more  the  path  invitei 

Ambition  loves  to  tread ; 

No  more  I  climb  those  tollsomt  heights 

By  guileful  Hope  misled; 

Leaps  my  fond  fluttering  heart  no  more 

To  Mirth's  enlivening  strain  ; 

Fur  present  pleasure  soon  is  o*cr. 

And  all  the  past  is  vain." 


ELEGY. 

wtrmK  iM  TBt  YtAa  1758. 

SritL  shall  unthinkhig  man  substantial  deem 
The  forms  that  fleet  thro*  life's  deceitful  dream  ? 
Till  at  some  stroke  o^  Fate  the  vision  flies, 
And  sad  realities  in  prospect  rise; 
And,  from  eljrtiui  slumbers  rudely  torn, 
Tlie  startled  soul  awakes,  to  think,  and  iqouni. 

O  ye,  whose  hours  in  jocund  train  advance. 
Whose  spirits  to  the  song  of  gladoeis  dance, 
Who  flowery  plaini  in  endless  pomp  survey, 
Glittering  in  beams  of  visionary  day ; 
O,  yet  while  Fate  delays  th'  impending  wo. 
Be  rousM  to  thought,  anticipate  the  blow  ; 
Lest,  like  tbe  lightning's  glance,  the  sudden  ill 
Flash  to  confound,  and  penetrate  to  kill ; 
Lest,  thus  encompassM  with  funereal  gloom. 
Like  me,  ye  bend  o'er  lome  untimely  tomb. 
Pour  your  wild  ravings  in  Night*s  frighted  ear. 
And  half  pronounce  Heaven^s  sacred  doom  severe. 

Wise»  beauteous,  good !  O  every  grace  combni*d, 
That  charms  the  eye,  or  captivates  the  mind  ! 
Frush,  as  the  floweret  opening  on  the  mom. 
Whose  leaves  bright  drops  of  liquid  pearl  adorn ! 


Sweet,  as  the  downy^ptmon'd  gale,  that  roves 
To  gather  fragrance  in  Arabian  groves  ! 
Mild,  as  the  'melodies  at  close  of  day. 
That  heard  remote  along  the  vale  decay ! 
Yet,  why  with  these  compared }  What  tints  so  fine. 
What  sweetness,  mildness,  can  be  matoh'd  with 
Why  roam  abroad,  s'mce  recollection  troe   Ithioe  f 
Restores  the  lovely  form  to  fancy's  view  ?        ^ 
Still  let  me  gaze,  and  every  care  beguile, 
Gaxe  on  that  cheek,  where  all  tbe  Graces  smile; 
That  soul-expressing  eye,  benignly  bright. 
Where  Meekness  b^ms  ineffable  delight ; 
That  brow,  where  Wisdom  sits  enthron'd  Mweot, 
Each  feature  forms,  and  dignifies  tbe  mien: 
Still  let  me  listen,  while  her  words  impart 
The  sweet  effuVtons  of  the  blameless  heart. 
Till  all  my  soul;  each  tumult  charmed  away. 
Yields,  gently  led,  to  Virtue's  easy  sway. 

By  thee  in^ir'd,  O  Virtue,  age  is  young. 
And  music  warbles  from  the  faultering  tongue: 
Thy  ray  creative  cheers  the  clouded  brow. 
And  decks,  the  faded  cheek  with  rosy  glow. 
Brightens  the  joyless  aspect,  and  supplies 
Pure  heavenly  lustre  to  the  languid  eyes : 
But  when  youth's  bring  bloom  reflects  thy  beams. 
Resistless  on  the  view  the  glory  streams. 
Love,  wonder,  joy,  alternately  alarm. 
And  beauty  dazzles  with  angelic  charm. 

Ah  whither  fled  !  ye  dear  illusions,  stey  ! 
Lo,  pale  and  silent  lies  the  lovely  clay. 
How  are  the  roses  on  that  cheek  decay'd, 
Which  late  the  purple  light  of  youth  dispfay*d  I 
Health -on  her  form  each  sprightly  grace  bestow'd  : 
With  life  and  thought  each  speaking  feature  glow'd* 
Fair  was  tbe  blossom,  soft  the  vernal  sky ; 
Elate  with  hope  we  deem'd  no  tempest  nigh : 
When  lo,  a  whirlwind's  instanteneous  gust 
Left  all  iu  beauties  withering  in  the  dust. 

Cold  the  soft  hand,  that  sooth'dWo's  weary  bead! 
And  quench'd  the  eye,  the  pitying  tear  that  shed ! 
And  mute  the  voice,  whose  pleasing  accents  stole. 
Infusing  balm,  into  the  rankled  souJ  ! 
O  Death,  why  arm  with  cruelty  thy  power. 
And  spare  the  idle  weed,  yet  lop  tlie  flower ! 
Why  fly  thy  shafts  in  lawless  errour  driven  ! 
Is  >firtue  then  no  more  tbe  care  of  Heaven ! 
But  peace,  bold  thought !  be  still,  my  bursting  heart! 
We,  not  Eliza,  felt  the  fatel  dart. 

Escap'd  the  dungeon,  does  the  slave  complam^ 
Nor  bless  the  friendly  hand  that  broke  the  chain  I 
Say,  pines  not  Virtue  for  the  lingering  mom. 
On  thb  dark  wild  condemn'd  to  roam  -forlorn ! 
Where  reason's  meteor-rays,  with  sickly  glow. 
O'er  the  dun  gloom  a  dreadful  glimmering  throw  } 
Disclosing  dubious  to  th*  afiErighted  eye 
O'erwhelming  mounUins  tottering  from  on  high. 
Black  billowy  deeps  in  storms  perpetual  toas'd. 
And  weary  ways  in  wildering  labyrinths  lost. 
O  happy  stroke,  that  burst  the  bonds  of  clay, 
Darts  through  the  rending  gloom  the  blaze  of  day. 
And  wings  the  soul  with  boundless  flight  to  soar, 
Where  dangers  threat,  and  fears  alarm  no  more. 

Transporting  thought !  here  let  me  wipe  away 
The  tear  of  Grief  and  wake  a  bolder  lay. 
But  ah !  the  swimming  6ye  o'erflows  anew; 
Nor  check  the  sacred  drops  to  Pity  due ; 
Lo,  where  in  speechless,  hopeless  anguish,  bend 
0*er  her  lov'd  dust,  tbe  parent,  brother,  friend  * 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


GOES. 


545 


H ofv  vain  the  bopc  d  man !  bat  oetie  thy  atraio. 
Nor  florroir*8  dread  ioleiiuuty  profone  $ 
Mix'd  with  yon  drooping  moornen,  on  her  bier 
In  aknce  ahed  the  sympathetic  tear. 


ODE  TO  HOPE. 


t  1. 

O  rmov,  who  glad'it  tbe  pensive  soni. 

More  than  Aurora's  smile  the  svain  foriom. 

Left  aH'nigbt  long  to  mourn 

Wiicre  desolation  frowns,  and  tempests  howl ; 

And  tbrieks  of  woe,  as  mtennits  the  stoim, 

Fir  o'er  the  monstrous  wilderness  resound, 

Aod  cross  the  gloom  darts  many'a  shspeless  form. 

And  nnny  a  fire-eyed  risage  gCsres  around. 

O  come,  and  be  once  more  my  g^oest : 

Come,  for  thou  oft  tby  suppliant's  vow  hast  heard^ 

And  oft  with  smiles  hiduigent  cbeer'd 

Aod>sooth*d  him  into  rest. 

I.  2. 
Smit  by  t|sy  rapture- beaming  eye 
Deep  flashing  thro*  the  midnight  of  their  mind. 
The  table  bunds  oombin'd. 

Where  Pear's  black  banner  bloats  tbe  troobladsky, 
Appsird  retire.    Suspicion  bides  her  head. 
Nor  dares 'th**obiiquely  gleaming  eyeball  raiae; 
Despair,  with  gorgon- figured  veil  o'erspread. 
Speeds  to  dark  Pblegetbon's  detested  maze. 
Ia  startled  at  the  heavenly  ray. 
With  speed  unwonted  Indolence  npspringSy 
Aod,  braving,  lifts  her  leaden  wings. 
And  sullen  glides  away : 

I.  3. 
Tea  thousand  forms,  by  pining  Fancy  viewM, 
DiaiolTe.— Above  tbe  sparklins;  flood 
When  PbcebuB  rears  his  awful  brow, 
Ffoa  lengthenmg  Ikvn  and  valley  low 
Tbe  troops  of  fen-bom  mists  retire. 
Aloi^  tbe  plain 
Tbe  joyous  swain 
Eyes  the  gay  villages  again, 
Aod^gold  illumined  spire ; 
While  on  the  billowy  ether  home 
FknAs  the  knee  lay^s  jovial  measure; 
Aod  light  along  tbe  fairy  Pleasure, 
Her  green  robes  glittering  to  the  room. 
Wantons  o«  silken  wing.    And  goblins  all 
To  the  damp  dungeon  shrink,  or  hoary  hall. 
Or  westward,  with  impetuous  flight, 
S^oot  to  the  desert  realms  of  their  congenial  night. 

II.  1. 

^^»ea  first  on  childhood's  eager  gaze 
Ijfe's  varied  landicape,  stretched  immense  around, 
Starts  out  of  night  profound. 
Thy  Toice  incites  to  tempt  th'  untrodden  maze. 
Fond  he  liurveys  thy  mild  maternal  face. 
His  bashful  eye^still  kindlii^  as  he  views, 
And,  whila  thy  lenient  arm  supports  bis  pace. 
With  beatmg  heart  the  upland  path  pursues : 
The  path  that  leads,  where,  hung  sublime. 
And  seen  a&r,  youth's  gallant  trophies,  bright 
Is  Paocy^s  rainbow  ray,  invite 
His  wiogy  oenres  to  climb. 
VouXVIII. 


II.  8. 


Pursue  thy  pleasurable  way. 

Sale  in  the  guidance  of  thy  heavenly  guards 

While  melting  airs  are  beard 

And  soft-eyed  cberab-forms  around  thee  play : 

Simplicity,  in  careless  flowers  array'd. 

Prattling  amusive  in  his  accent  meek ; 

And  Modesty,  half  turning  as  afraid, 

Tbe  smile  just  dimpling  oo^bis  glowing  cheek  ! 

Content  and  Leisure,  hand  in  hand 

With  Innocence  and  Peace,  advance,  and  sing  ; 

And  Mirth,  in  many  a  mazy  ring, 

Frisks  o*er  the  flowery  land. 

II.  3. 
Frail  man,  bow  various  is  thy  lot  below ! 
To  day  tbo'  gales  propkious  blow. 
And  Peace  solt  gliding  down  the  sky 
Lead  Love  along  and  Harmony, 
To  morrow  the  gay  scene  deforms : 
Then  all  around 
The  thpnder's  soimd 

Rolls  rattling  on  through  Heaven's  prolbmid. 
And  down  rush  all  the  storms. 
Ye  days,  that  balmy  influence  shed. 
When  sweet  childhood,  ever  sprightly. 
In  paths  of  pleasure  sported  lightly. 
Whither,  ah  whither  are  ye  fled  ! 
Ye  cherub  train,  thaC  brought  him  on  his  way, 
O  leave  him  not  midst  tumult  and  dismay ; 
For  now  youth's  eminence  he  gains  : 
Bnt  what  a  weary  length  of  lingering  toil  remains ! 

IIL  i. 
They  shrink,  they  vanish  into  air. 
Now  Slander  taints  with  pestilence  the  gale.; 
And  mingling  cries  assail, 
The  wail  of  Woe,  and  groan  of  gn^im  Despair. 
Lo,  wizard  Envy  from  his  serpent  eye 
Darts  quick  destraction  in  each  baleful  glance ; 
Pride  smiling  stem,  and  yellow  Jealousy, 
Frowning  Disdain,  and  haggard  Hate  advance  ; 
Behold,  amidst  the  dire  array. 
Pale  witlier'd  Care  his  giant-stature  rears. 
And  lo,  his  iron  hand  prepares 
To  grasp  its  feeble  prey. 

III.  2. 
Who  now  will  gqard  bewildered  youth 
Safe  from  the  fierce  assault  of  hostile  rage  ? 
Such'  war  can  Viitue  wage,    | 
Virtue,  that  bears  the  sacred  shield  of  Truth  } 
Alas  !  full  oft  on  Guilt^s  victorions  car. 
The  spoils  of  Virtue  are  in  triumph  borne  ; 
While  the  fair  captive,  marked  with  many  a  scar, 
In  lone  obscurity,  oppress'd,  forlorn. 
Resigns  to  tear»  her  angel  form. 
Ill-fated  youth,  then  whither  wilt  thon  fly  > 
No  friend,  no  shelter  now  is  nigh. 
And  onward  rolls  (he  storm. 

lit.  3. 

But  ifhence  the  sudden  beam  that  shoots  along } 

Why  shrink  aghast  the  hostile  throng  ? 

Lo„  from  amidi»t  affliction's  night, 

Hope  bursts  all  radiant  on  the  sight : 

Her  words  the  troubled  bosvm  sooth. 

"  Why  thus  dismay'd  > 

Though  ioes  iuvade. 
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Hope  ne'er  it  wanting  to  fbehr  mid» 

VHm  tread  the  path  of  truth. 

Tis  I,  who  smooth  the  nigged  way, 

I,  who  close  the  eyes  of  Sorrow, 

And  with  glad  Tisions  of  to  morrow 

Bepair  tlie  weary  soaPs  decay.  [heart, 

'U'hen  Death's  cold  touch  thrills  to  thefreesing 

Dreams  of  Heaven's  opening  glories  I  impart. 

Till  the  freed  spirit  springs  on  high 

Id  rapture  too  severe  for  weak  mortalit)'.** 


PTGMJEO'GERANO-MACHIA  ,• 

TRS 

BATTLE  OF  THE  PYGMIES  AND  CRANES. 

FBftM  THB  LATIM  OF  ADDUOIf. 
1762. 

The  pigmy-people,  and  the  feathered  train^ 
Mingling  in  mortal  combat  on  the  plain, 
I  sing.     Ye  Mutes,  fisTour  my  designs. 
Lead  on  my  squadrons,  and  arrange  the  lines ; 
The  flashing  swords  and  flattering  wmgs  display. 
And  long  bills  nibbling  hi  the  bloody  fny ; 
Cranes  darting  with  ditdani  on  tiny  foes,       [woes. 
Conflictinf  birds  and  men,  and  war^  annumbei'd 

The  wan  and  woes  of  heroes  six  feet  long 
Have  oft  resounded  in  Pierian  song. 
Who  hat  not  heard  of  Colchot'  golden  fleece. 
And  Argo  mann'd  with'all  the  flower  of  Greece  ? 
Of  Thebes'  fell  brethren,  Theseus  stem  of  ^ce. 
And  Peleus^  son  unrivalPd  in  the  race, 
Eneas  founder  of  the  Roman  line, 
And  William  glorious  on  the  banks  of  Boyne  ? 
Who  bat  not  leam'd  to  weep  at  Poropey's  woes. 
And  o?er  Blackmore't  epto  page  to  doze  ? 
'Tit  I,  who  dare  attempt  unusual  straint, 
Of  hosts  unsung,  and  unfrequented  plains ; 
The  small  shrill  trump,  and  chie^  of  little  size. 
And  armies  rushing  down  the  daiken'd  skies. 

Where  India  reddens  to  the  early  dawn. 
Winds  a  deep  Tale  from  Tulgar  eye  withdrawn : 
Bosom'd  in  groTet  the  kmly  region  Ket, 
And  rocky  mountains  round  the  border  rise. 
Here,  tilt  the  doom  of  fate  its  fall  decreed. 
The  empire  flourished  of  the  pygmy-breed ; 
Here  Industry  perfbrm'd,  and  Genius  plann*d. 
And  busy  multitudes  o*erspread  the  land. 
But  now  to  these  lone  bounds  if  pilgrim  fitray, 
Tempting  through  craggy  clifl^  the  desperate  way. 
He  finds  the  puny  mansion  fallen  to  earth. 
Its  godtings  mouldering  on  th'  abandon'd  hearth ; 
And  Marts,  where  small  white  bones  are  spread 

aroiind, 
"  Or  little  footsteps  lighUy  print  the  ground ;" 
While  the  proud  crane  her  nest  securely  builds. 
Chattering  amid  the  desolated  hekU. 

But  difierent  fiates  befel  her  hostile  rage. 
While  reign'di  invincible  thro*  many  an  age. 
The  dreaded  pygmy :  ronsM  by  war's  alarms 
Forth  rush'd  the  madding  manuikhi  to  arms. 
Fierce  to  the  field  of  death  the  hero  flies ; 
The  faint  crane  fluttering  flops  the  ground,  and  dies; 
And  by  the  victor  home  (overwhelming  load  f ) 
With  bloody  bill  ioose-daoglhig  marks  the  road. 


And  oft  the  wily  dwarf  in  amtrasYi  lay. 
And  often  made  the  callow  young  his  prey ;  fsdiilM 
With  slaughtered  victims  heaf^d  his  board,   and 
T*  avenge  the  parent's  trespass  on  the  child. 
Oft,  where  his  feathered  foe  had  rear'd  her  nest. 
And  laid  her  eggs  and  bonshold  gods  to  rest. 
Burning  for  blood,  in  terrible  array, 
The  eighteen-inch  militia  burst  their  way : 
All  went  to  wreck ;  the  inftint  foeman  fell. 
Whence  scarce  his  chi^ng  bill  had  broke  the  sbelL 
-  Loud  uproar  hence,  and  rage  of  arms  arose. 
And  the  fell  rancour  of  encountering  foes ; 
Hence  dwarfiiand  cranes  one  general  havoc  wfadmt^ 
And  Death's  grim  visage  scares  the  pigmy-realmt. 
Not  half  so  furious  bbz'd  the  warlike  fire 
Of  mice,  high  theme  of  the  Meonian  lyre  ; 
When  bold  to  battle  march'd  th'  accuuter'd  frogt. 
And  the  deep  tumult  tbonder'd  through  the  bog% 
Pierced  by  the  javelin  bulrush  on  the  shore 
Here  agonizmg  rolPd  the  mouse  in  icore ; 
And  there  the  frog  (a  scene  fuU  sad  totee !) 
Shorn  of  one  leg,  slow  sprawl'd  along  on  three : 
He  vaults  no  more  with  vigoront  hops  on  Ugh, 
But  mourns  inhoanest  croaks  his  destiny. 

And  now  the  day  of  woe  drew  on  apace, 
A  day  of  woe  to  all  the  pigmy-race. 
When  dwarfs  were  doomed  (but  penitence  was  vato) 
To  me  each  broken  egg,  and  chicken  slain. 
For,  rousPd  to  vengeance  by  repeated  wrong. 
From  distant  dimes  the  long-bili'd  legions  throng  i 
Fkom  Strymon's  lake.  Clyster's  plashy  meads. 
And  fens  of  Scythia,  green  with  mstUng  reeds, 
From  where  the  Danube  winds  thro'  many  a  land. 
And  Mareotis  laves  th'  Egyptian  strand. 
To  rendezvous  they  waft  on  eager  wing. 
And  wait  aatembled  the  retoroingipring. 
Meanwhile  they  trim  their  plumes  for  length  of  flight. 
Whet  their  keen  beaks,  and  twisthigchiws,fbr  fight; 
Each  crane  the  pygmy  power  hi  thought  o'eitams. 
And  every  boeom  for  the  battle  burnt. , 

When  genial  gales  the  firoEen  air  unhind. 
The  screaming  legions  wheel,  and  mount  the  wind  ; 
Far  in  the  sky  they  form  their  long  array. 
And  land  and  ocean  stretch'd  Immense  survey 
Deep  deep  beneath ;  and,  triumphing  in  pride. 
With  clouds  and  winds  coromix'd,  innumeroot  ride : 
eTit  wildobitreperous  clangour  all,  and  heaven 
Whirls,  in  tempestuous  undulation  driven. 

Nor  less  th'.  alarm  that  shook  the  worid  below. 
Where  marched  in  pomp  of  war  the  embattled  fbe: 
Where  manuikins  with  haughty  step  advance. 
And  grasp  the  shield,  and  cuuch  the  quivering  lance: 
To  right  and  left  the  lengthening  lines  they  form. 
And  rank'd  in  deep  array  await  the  storm. 

High  in  the  midst  the  chieftain-dwarf  was  seen. 
Of  giant  stature,  and  hnpefial  mien : 
Full  twenty  niches  tall,  he  strode  along. 
And  view'd  with  lofty  eye  the  wondering  throng; 
And  while  with  many  a  scar  his  visage  frown'd. 
Bared  his  broad  bosom,  rough  with  many  a  wound 
Of  beaks  and  claws,  discktsing  to  their  sight 
The  glorious  meed  of  high  heroic  might. 
For  wiUi  faisatiate  vengeance,  hepunui'd. 
And  never-erding  hate,  the  faaftbery  brood. 
Unhappy  they,  confiding  in  tlie  length 
Of  homy  beak,  or  talon's  crooked  strength. 
Who  durst  abide  his  rage ;  the  hiade  descends. 
And  from  the  panting  trunk  the  pinioii  rends : 
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Laid1o#  hi  dot  the  pioioQ  wtTet  no  more. 
The  tronk  cli«figur*d  ftiffeos  in  its  gore. 
What  hoiU  of  beroeft  fell  beneath  his  force  I 
What  heaps  of  chicken  carnage  mark'd  his  ooorse  I 
How  oft,  O  Strymoo,  thy  lone  banks  along. 
Did  wailing  Echo  waft  the  funeral  song ! 

And  DOW  from  for  the  mingling  clamours  rise, 
Load  and  more  loud  reboiinding  through  the  skies. 
From  skirt  to  skirt  of  Heaven,  with  stormy  sway, 
A  cloud  rolls  on,  and  darkens  all  the  day. 
Kecu*  and  more  near  descends  the  dreadful  shade. 
And  now  in  battailous  array  display^. 
On  sounding  wings,  and  screaming  in  their  ire. 
The  cranes  rush  onward,  and  the  fight  require. 

The  pygmy  warriurk  eye  with  fearless  glare 
The  host  thick  swarming  o*er  the  burtbenM  air  ; 
Thick  swarming  now,  but  to  their  native  land 
DoomM  to  return  a  scanty  straggling  band. — 
When  sudden,  darting  down  the  depth  of  Heaven, 
Fierce  on  th*  expecting  foe  the  cranes  are  driven. 
The  kindling  pbrensy  every  bosom  warms. 
The  region  echoes  to  the  crash  of  arms : 
Loose  feathers  from  th*  encountering  armies  By, 
And  in  careering  whirlwinds  mount  the  sky. 
To  breathe  from  toil  apsprings  the  panting  crane. 
Then  with  fresh  vigour  downward  darts  again. 
Success  in  equal  balance  hovering  hangs. 
Here,  on  the  sharp  spear,  mad  with  mortal  pangs. 
The  bird  transfix  d  in  bloody  vortex  whirls. 
Yet  fierce  in  death  the  threatening  talon  curls  ; 
There,  while  the  life-blood  bubbles  from  his  wound. 
With  little  fieet  the  pygmy  beats  the  ground  ; 
Deep  from  his  breast  the  short  short  sob  be  draws,' 
And  dying  curses  the  keen-pointed  claws. 
Trembles  the  thundering  field,  thick  covered  o'er 
With  falchions,  mangled  wings,  and  streaming  gore. 
And  pygmy  arms,  and  beaks  of  ample  size. 
And  here  a  claw,  and  there  a  finger  lies. 

Enoompass'd  round  with  heaps  of  slaughtered  foes. 
All  grim  in  blood  the  pygmy  champion  gUiws. 
And  on  th*  assailing  host  impetuous  springs. 
Careless  of  nibbling  bills,  and  flapping  wings  ; 
And  midst  the  tumult  wheresoever  he  turns. 
The  battle  with  redoubled  fury  bums  ; 
From  ev'ry  side  th*  avenging  cranes  amain 
ThrtMig,  to  o*erwhelm  this  terrour  of  the  plain. 
When  suddenly  (for  such  the  will  of  Jove) 
A  fowl  enormous,  sousing  from  above. 
The  gallant  chieftain  clutched,  and,  soaring  high, 
(Sad  chance  of  battle !  )  bore  him  up  the  sky. 
The  cranes  pursue,  and  clustering;  in  a  ring. 
Chatter  triumphant  round  the  captive  king. 
But  ah  1  what  pangs  each  pygmy  bosom  wrung. 
When,  now  to  cranes  a  prey,  on  talons  hung. 
High  in  the  clouds  they  saw  their  helpless  lord. 
His  wriggling  form  still  lessening  as  he  soared. 

Lo !  yet  aga  n,  with  unabated  rage. 
In  mortal  strife  the  mingling  hosts  engage. 
The  crane  with  darted  bill  assaults  the  foe. 
Hovering  ;  then  wheels  aloft  to  scape  the  blow : 
The  dwarf  in  anguish  aims  the  vengeful  wound  ; 
But  whiris  in  empty  air  the  falchion  round. 

Such  was  the  scene,  when  midst  the  loud  alarms 
Sublime  th*  eternal  Thunderer  rose  in  arms. 
When  Briareus,  by  mad  ambition  driven, 
Heav'd  Pelion  huge,  and  hurl'd  it  high  at  Heaven. 
Jove  roird  redoubling  thunders  from  on  high. 
Mountains  and  bolts  encountered  iu  Ute  sky  ; 


Till  one  ttupendom  mm  wfaeImM  the  crew. 
Their  vast  limbs  weltering  wide  in  brimstone  blue. 

But  now  at  length  the  pygmy  legions  yield. 
And  wing*d  with  terrour  fly  the  fatal  field. 
They  raise  a  weak  and  meUncholy  wail. 
All  in  distraction  scattering  o*er  the  vale. 
Prone  on  their  rooted  rear  the  cranes  descend  ; 
Their  bills  bite  furious,  and  their  talons  rend: 
With  unrelenting  ire  they  urge  the  chace. 
Sworn  to  exterminate  the  hated  race. 
Twas  thus  the  pygmy  name,  once  great  in  war. 
For  spoils  of  conquer'd  cranes  renown*n  afar, 
Perish*d.     For,  by  the  dread  decree  of  Heaven, 
Short  is  the  date  to  earthly  grandeur  given. 
And  vain  are  all  attempts  to  roam  beyond 
Where  fate  has  fix*d  the  everlasting  bound. 
Fallen  are  the  trophies  of  Assyrian  power. 
And  Persia's  proud  dommion  is  no  more; 
Yea,  though  to  both  superior  far  m  fame. 
Thine  ^pipire,  Latium,  is  an  empty  name. 

And  now  with  lofty  chiefs  of  ancient  time. 
The  pygmy  heroes  roam  th*  elysian  clime. 
Or,  if  belief  to  matron-tales  be  due. 
Full  oft,  in  the  belated  shepherd's  view. 
Their  frisking  forms,  in  gentle  green  array'd. 
Gambol  secure  amid  the  moonlight  glade. 
Secure,  for  no  alarming  cranes  molest. 
And  all  their  woes  in  long  oblivion  rest : 
Down  the  deep  vale,  and  narrow  winding  way, 
TTiey  foot  it  fbatly,  rang'd  in  ringlets  gay : 
Tis  joy  and  frolic  all,  where'er  they  rove. 
And  Fairy-people  is  the  name  they  love. 


"    THE  I  HARES. 


Vbs,  yes,  I  grant  the  sons  of  Earth 
Are  doom*d  to  trouble  from  their  birth. 
W^e  all  of  sorrow  have  our  share ; 
But  say,  is  yours  without  compare  } 
Look  round  the  world  ;  perhaps  you'll  fljid 
Each  individual  o(  our  kind 
Press*d  with  an  equal  load  of  ill. 
Equal  at  least.     Look  further  still. 
And  own  your  lamentable  case 
Is  little  short  of  happiness. 
In  yonder  hut  that  stands  alone 
Attend  to  Famine's  feeble  moan  ; 
Or  view  the  couch  where  Sickness  lies, 
Mark  his  pale  cheek,  and  languid  eyes. 
His  frame  by  strong  convulsion  torn,. 
His  struggling  sighs,  and  looks  forlorn. 
Or  see,  transfix'd  with  keener  paugs. 
Where  o'er  his  hoard  the  miser  hangs  ; 
Whibtlcs  the  wind ;  he  starts,  be  stares. 
Nor  Slumber's  balmy  blessing  shares; 
Despair,  Remorse,  ausd  Terror  roll 
Their  tempests  on  his  harrass'd  soul. 

But  here  perhaps  it  may  avail 
T*  enforce  our  reasoning  with  a  tale. 

Mild  was  the  mom,  the  sky  serene, 
Tlie  jolly  hunting  band  convene. 
The  beagle*s  breast  with  ardour  bums. 
The  bounding  steed  the  champaign  spurns. 
And  Fancy  oft  the  game  descries 
Thro*  the  hound's  nose,  and  huntsman's  eyes. 
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Just  then,  a  council  of  the  baret 
Had  nuet.  on  national  affiurs. 
The  chiefs  were  «et ;  whHe  o*er  their  1 
The  furze  its  friszM  coverinic  fpread. 
Lonsr  list*  of  grievances  were  heard, 
Ard  generaf  discontent  appeared. 
"  Our  harmless  race  shad  crerj  sarag^ 
Both  quadruped  and  biped  ravage  ? 
Shall  horses,  hounds,  and  hunters  still 
Unite  their  wits  to  work  ns  ill  ? 
Tlie  youth,  his  parent's  sole  d<»light^ 
Whose  tooth  the  dewy  lawns  invite, 
Whose  pulse  in  every  vein  beats  strong. 
Whose  limbs  leap  light  the  vales  along. 
May  yet  ere  no'^otide  meet  his  death. 
And  lie  dismcmbcrM  on  the  heath. 
For  youth,  alas,  nor  cautious  age,  ^ 

Nor  strength,  nor  speed,  eludes  tbenr  rage. 
In  every  field  we  meet  the  foe. 
Each  gale  comes  fraught  with  soaiids  of  woe  ; 
The  morning  bat  awakes  our  fears. 
The  evening  sees  us  bath'd  in  tears. 
But  must  we  ever  idly  grieve. 
Nor  strive  our  fortunes  to  relieve? 
Small  is  each  individuars  foroe : 
To  stratagem  be  our  recourse ; 
And  then,  from  all  our  tribes  comkitt'd« 
The  murderer  to  his  cost  may  find 
Ko  foes  are  weak,  whom  Justice  arms. 
Whom  Concord  leads,  and  Hatred  warms. 
Be  rous'd;  or  liberty  acquire, 
Or  in  the  great  attempt  expire." 
He  said  no  more,  for  in  his  breast 
Conflicting  thoughts  the  voice  suppressM : 
The  fire  of  vengeance  secro*d  to  stream 
From  his  swoln  eyehairs  yellow  gieam. 

And  now  the  tumults  of  the  war. 
Mingling  confusedly  from  afar. 
Swell  in  the  wind.     Now  louder  cries 
Distinct  of  bounds  and  oien  arise. 
Forth  from  the  brake,  with  beating  heart, 
Tb'  assembled  hares  tuouikuous  start, 
And,  every  strahiing  nerve  on  wii^. 
Away  precipitately  spring. 
The  hunting  band,  a  signal  giTen, 
Thick  thundering  o'er  the  plain  are  driven ; 
Cer  clifi^  abriipt,  and  shrubby  mound. 
And  river  broad,  impetuous  bound ; 
Now  plunge  amid  the  forest  shades, 
<4  lance  through  the  openings  of  the  glades  | 
Now  oW  the  level  valley  sweep. 
Now  with  short  steps  strain  up  the  steep; 
While  backward  from  the  bunter*s  eyes 
Tlie  landsca(%  like  a  torrent  flies. 
At  last  an*  ancient  wood  they  gaio'd. 
By  pruner*s  ax  yet  unpro&ned. 
High  o'er  the  rest,  by  Nature  rear'd. 
The  onk't  majestic  boughs  appeared  | 
Beneath,  a  copse  of  various  hue 
In  barbarous  luxuriance  grew. 
No  knife  had  curb'd  the  rambling  sprays. 
No  hand  had  wove  th'  implicit  maze. 
The  flowering  thorn,  self-taught  to  wind. 
The  haxleV  stubborn  stem  intwin  d. 
And  bramble  twigs  were  wreathed  around,    / 

,  And  nnigh  furze  crept  aloo^  the  grour^. 

^         Here  sheltenng,  from  the  sons  of  mnnh«T, 
The  hares  drag  their  tired  limbs  bo  further. 


But  1q,  the  western  wrod  ere  long 
Was  loud,  and  roar'd  the  woods  among ; 
From  ruMling  leaves,  and  crashing  booghi^ 
The.  sound  of  woe  and  war  arose. 
The  hares  distracted  sconr  the  grove. 
As  terrour  and  amasement  drove  ^ 
But  danger,  wheresoever  they  fled, 
Still  seemVl  impending  o*er  their  head. 
Now  crowded  fn  a  grotto's  gloom. 
All  iiope  extinct,  they  wait  their  doom. 
Dire  was  the  silence,  till,  at  length, 
Even  from  despair  deriving  strength. 
With  bloody  eye,  and  furious  look, 
A  daring  youth  arose  and  speke. 

"  O  wretched  race,  the  scorn  of  Fste, 
Whoai  ills  of  every  sort  await ! 
O,  curs'd  with  keenest  sense  to  fsd 
The  sharpest  sting  of  every  ill ! 
Say  ye,  who,  fraught  with  mighty  sdieme. 
Of  liberty  and  vengeance  dream, 
\Vhat  now  remains  ?  To  what  reoesa 
Shall  we  our  weary  steps  address. 
Since  Pate  is  evermore  pursuing 
All  ways,  and  means  to  work  our  mio  } 
Are  we  alone,  of  all  beneath, 
Coiidemo'd  to  misery  wone  than  death  1 
Must  we,  with  fruitless  labour,  strive 
In  misery  wone  than  death  to  live  I 
No.     Be  the  smaller  ill  our  choice : 
So  dictates  Nature's  powerful  voice. 
Death^s  pang  will  in  a  OKKnent  cease ; 
And  then.  All  hail,  eternal  peace  !** 
Thus  while  be  spoke,  his  words  impart 
The  dire  resolve  to  every  hearL 

A  disunt  lake  in  prospect  lay, 
That,  glittering  in  the  solar  ray^, 
Gleamed  thro*  the  dusky  trees,  and  shot 
A  trembling  light  along  the  grot. 
Thither  with  one  consent  they  bend. 
Their  sorrows  with, their  lives  to  end. 
While  each,  in  thought,  already  heart 
The  water  hissing  in  his  ears. 
Fast  by  the  margin  of  the  lake, 
CooceaPd  withm  a  thorny  brake, 
A  linnet  sate,  whose  careless  lay 
Amus'd  the  solitary  day. 
Careless  he  song,  for  on  his  breast 
Sorrow  no  lasting  trace  impress*d  ; 
When  suddenly  he  heard  a  sound 
Of  swift  feet  traversing  the  ground. 
Quick  to  the  neighbouring  tree  he  flies. 
Thence' tnsmbKng  casts  around  his  eyes ; 
No  foe  appear*d,  his  fears  were  vain ; 
Pleas'd  be  rcmews  the  sprightly  strmtn. 

The  harss,  whose  noise  had  caused  his  fright. 
Saw  with  surprize  the  linnet's  flight 
**  [s  there  on  Earth  a  wretch,"  they  said, 
"  Whom  odf'  approach  can  strike  with  dread  V* 
An  instantaneous  change  of  thougiit 
To  tumult  every  bosom  wrought 
So  fares  the  syntem-huikling  sage, 
\\  ho,  plodding  ort  from  3routh  to  age. 
At  Isst  on  some  foondatioo-dream 
Has  refrr*d  aloft  his  goodly  scheme, 
And  proT'd  his  predecessors  fools. 
And  bound  all  nature  br  his  rales  ; 
So  fares  he  in  tbsft  dreadful  hour, 
When  kijur'd  Troth  cierts4wr  power, 
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Some  new  phenomewn  to  rabie. 
Which,  barsting  on  his  frighted  gace, 
Tnmi  its  proud  suinmit  to  th«  grmiod 
Prores  the  whole  edifice  nntoond. 

"  Children,"  thos  spoke  a  hare  sedate, 
Who  oh  had  known  th'  extremeii  of  fote, 
•*  In  slight  erents  the  docile  mind 
May  hints  of  good  instniction  find. 
That  our  condition  is  the  worst, 
And  we  with  socb  mnfortuaeB  cori^d 
As  a!  I  comparison  defy. 
Was  late  the  universal  cry. 
When  lo,  an  accident  so  slight 
As  yoodfcr  little  linnets  flight. 
Has  made  your  aubboro  heart  confess 
(So  your  amazement  bids  me  guess) 
That  all  our  load  of  woes  and  fears 
.  Is  but  a  part  of  what  he  bears. 
Where  can  he  rest  secure  from  harms. 
Whom  even  a  helpless  hare  alarms  ? 
Yet  be  repines  not  at  hb  lot. 
When  past  the  danger  is  forgot : 
On  yonder  bough  he  trims  bus  wings, 
And  with  miusoal  rapture  sings : 
While  we,  less  wretcbtd,  sink  beneath 
Our  lighter  ills,  and  ruOi  to  death. 
•    No  more  of  this  onm^nihg  rage. 

Bat  bear,  my  firiends,  the  woitU  of  age. 

"  When  by  the  wind-  of  autumn  driven 
The  scatterM  clouds  fly  cross  the  Heaven, 
Oft  have  we,  from  some  mountain*^  head. 
Beheld  tb'  alternate  light  and  shade 
Sweep  the  long  vale.     Here  hovering  lowers 
The  shadowy  cloud ;  there  downwards  pou(S, 
Streaming  direct,  a  flo»)d  of  day, 
Which  from  the  view  flies  swift  away  ; 
It  flies,  while  other  shades  advance, 
And  other  streaks  of  sunshine  glance. 
Tbns  cheqner'd  is  the  life  below 
With  gleams  of  joy  and  clouds  of  woe. 
Then  hope  not,  while  we  journey  on, 
Still  to  be  baoking  in  the  sun  : 
Kor  fear,  tho*  now  in  shades  ye  mourn. 
That  suasbioe  will  no  more  return. 
If,  by  yonr  terronrs  overcome, 
Ye  fly  before  th'  approaching  gloom. 
The  rapid  clouds  your  flight  pursue. 
And  darkness  still  o'ercasts  your  view. 
Who  longs  to  reach  the  radiant  plain 
Most  onward  urge  his  course  amain  ; 
For  doubly  swift  the  shadow  flies. 
When  *gainst  the  gale  the  pilgrim  plies. 
At  least  be  firm,  and  undismay'd 
Maintain  your  ground  !  the  fleeting  shade 
Ere  long  spontaneous  glides  away, 
And  gives  you  back  th'  enlivening  ray. 
Lo,  while  I  speak,  our  danger  past ! 
No  more  the  sbriH  hom^s  angry  blast 
Howls  in  our  ear ;  the  savage  roar 
Of  var  and  mnider  is  no  more. 
Then  snatch  the  moment  fiste  allows. 
Nor  think  of  past  or  fntore  woes.*' 
He  spoke ;  and- hope  revives ;  tbe  lake 
That  instant  one  and  all  ibrsak^. 
In  tweet  anraseoient  to  employ 
The  present  sprightly  hour  of  joy. 

Nosr  from  tho  wtst«m  mountain's  broir, 
Om^mufd  with  doudt  id  vanout  flow, 


The  Sun  a  broader  orb  displays. 
Aid  shoots  aslope  his  roddy  rays. 
The  lawn  assumes  a  Irtsber  green. 
And  dew  drops  spangle  all  the  scene. 
Tne  balmy  zephyr  breathes  along, 
The  shepherd  sings  his  tender  song, 
With  all  their  lays  the  groves  resound. 
And  falling  waters  murmur  round. 
Discord  aud  care  were  put  to  fl  ght. 
And  all  was  peace,  and  calm  delight. 


EPITAPH: 

BEING   PAST  OP  All    IWSCRIPTIOW   POB    A    MONUMEKT 
TO   Se   tBECTBD   BT   A    Getm^MAN   TO   TUB 

memorV  of  his  LADT. 

Fabbwell,  my  best-belov'd ;  wli.ise  heavenly  mind 

Genius  with  virtue,  strength  with  softness  jouiM  i 

Devotion,  undebas*d  by  pride  or  art. 

With  meek  simplicity,  and  joy  of  heart ; 

Though  sprightly,  gentle  j  though  polite,  sincere  } 

And  only  of  thyself  a  judge  severe  j 

Uublam'd,  unequallM  in  each  sphere  of  life. 

The  tenderest  daughterf  sister,  parent,  wife. 

In  thee  their  patroness  th'  afflicted  lost; 

Thy  frif  nils,  their  pattern,  ornament,  add  boast ; 

And  1 — but  ah,  can  words  my  loss  declare. 

Or  paint  th'  extremes  of  transport  aud  despair ! 

O  thou,  beyond  what  verse  or  speech  can  tell, 

My  guide,  my  firiend,  my  besUbetov*d,  fisrewell  1 


ODE 
ON  LORD  H  »  *  '8  BIRTH-DAY. 

A  MOSE,  unskilled  in  venal  praise, 

Unstain'd  with  flattery's  art : 

Who  loves  simplicity  of  lays 

Breath'd  ardent  from  the  heart  $ 

While  gratitude  and  joy  inspire. 

Resumes  the  long-unpractis*d  Ijrre, 

To  hail,  OH**,  thy  natal  mom: 

No  gaudy  wreath  of  flowers  slie  weaves. 

But  twines  with  oak  the  laurel  leaves. 

Thy  cradle  to  adorn. 

For  not  on  beds  of  gaudy  flowers 

Thine  ancestors  recUn'd, 

Where  sloth  dissolves,  and  spleen  devours    . 

All  energy  of  mind. 

To  hurl  the  dart,  to  ride  the  car. 

To  stem  the  deluges  of  war, 

And  snatch  from  fate  a  smking  land  ; 

Trample  th»  invader's  lofty  crest, 

And  from  his  grasp  the  dagger  vest. 

And  desolating  brand : 

Twas  this,  that  raised  th'  illustrious  line 

To  match  the  first  in  fome  ! 

A  thotisand  years  have  seen  it  shine 

With  unabated  flame. 

Have  seen  thy  mighty  sires  appear 

Forempst  in  glory's  high  career, 

The  pride  and  pattern  of  the  brave. 

Yet,  pure  from  lust  of  blood  their  fire. 

And  from  ambition's  wild  desire. 

They  triumph'd  but  to  save. 
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The  Moie  with  joy  attends  their  way 
The  vale  of  peace  along ; 
There  to  its  lord  ^e  village  gay 
Benews  the  grateful  soug. 
Yon  castle'jt  glittering  towers  contain 
No  pit  of  woe,  nor  clankipg  chain, 
Kor  to  the  suppliant*!  wail  resound; 
The  open  doon  the  needy  bless, 
Th'  unfriended  bail  their  calm  lecess^ 
And  gladness  smiles  around. 

There  to  the  sympathetic  heart 

Iife*s  l>est  delights  belong, 

To  mitigate  the  mourner's  smart. 

To  guard  the  weak  from  wrong. 

Ye  sons  of  luxury,  be  wise : 

Know,  happiness  for  ever  flies 

The  cold  and  solitary  breast ; 

Then  let  the  social  instinct  glow. 

And  learn  to  foel  another's  woe. 

And  in  his  joy  be  blest. 

O  3ret,  ere  pleasure  plant  her  snartt 

For  unsuspecting  youth  ; 

£re  Flattery  her  song  prepare 

To  check  the  voice  ^  Truth ; 

O  may  his  coimtry*!  guardian  power 

Attend  the  slumbering  infant's  bower. 

And  bright,  inspiring  dreams  impart; 

To  rouse  th'  hereditary  fire. 

To  kindle  each  sublime  desire. 

Exalt,  and  warm  the  heart. 

Swift  to  reward  a  parents  fean, 

A  parent's  hopes  to  crown,      , 

Koll  on  in  peace,  ye  blooming  ytan. 

That  rear  him  to  renown ; 

When  m  his  finish'd  form  and  foce  , 

Admiring  multitudes  shall  trace 

Each  patrimonial  charm  combin'd. 

The  courteous  yet  majestic  mieq. 

The  liberal  smile,  the  look  serene. 

The  great  and  gentle  mind. 

Yet,  though  thou  draw  a  nation's  eyes. 

And  win  a  nation's  love, 

Let  not  thy  towering  mind  despise 

The  village  and  the  grove. 

No  slander  there  shall  wound  thy  fome, 

Ko  ruffian  take  his  deadly  aipi, 

Ko  rival  weave  the  secret  snare : 

For  Innocence  with  angel  smile. 

Simplicity  that  knows  no  guile. 

And  Love  and  Peace  are  there. 

Whte  winds  the  mountain  oak  assail, 

And  lay  its  glories  waste, 

Content  may  slumber  in  the  vale, 

Unconscious  of  the  blast 

Thro'  scenes  of  tumult  while  we  roam. 

The  heart,  alas!   is  ne'er  at  home. 

It  hopes  in  time  to  roam  no  more ; 

The  manner,  not  vainly  brave, 

0>mbats  the  storm,  and  rides  the  wave. 

To  rest  at  last  on  shore. 

Ye  proud,  ye  selfish,  ye  severe, 

How  vain  your  nuuk  of  state  ! 

The  good  alone  have  joy  sincere. 

The  good  alone  are  great : 

Great,  when,  amid  the  iMe  of  peace. 

They*  bid  the  plaint  of  ioiroir  ce^fi^ 


And  hear  the  voice  of  artiest  praise; 
\  As  when  along  the  trophy'd  plain 
Sublime  they  lead  the  victor  train. 
While  shouting  nations  gaze. 


TO  THI  EIGHT  BOIT. 

LADY  CHARLOTTE  GORDON. 

DtSSStD  IH  A  TAtTAN  SCOTCH  BOHUBT,  WITH  P^VWl^' 
&G. 

Why,  lady,  wilt  thou  bind  thy  lovely  brow 
With  the  dread  semblance  of  thdt  warlike  helm» 
That  nodding  plume,  and  wreath  of  various  glow. 
That  grac'd  the  chiefs  of  Scotia's  ancient  realip  ? 
Thou  knowest  that  Virtue  is  of  power  the  source. 
And  all  her  magic  to  thy  eyes  is  given ; 
We  own  their  empire,  while  we  fwl  their  force. 
Beaming  with  the  benignity  of  heaven. 
The  plumy  helmet,  and  the  martial  mien. 
Might  dignify  Minerva's  awful  charms; 
But  more  resistless  far  th'  Idalian  queen- 
Smiles,  graces,  gentlenesa,  her  only  aims. 


THE  HERMIT, 


At  the  cloie  of  the  day,  when  the  hamlet  is  still, 
And  mortals  the  sweets  of  forgetfblness  prove. 
When  nought  but  the  torrent  is  heard  ou  the  hill. 
And  nought  but  the  nightingale's  song  in  the  grove: 
Twas  thus,  by  the  cave  of  the  mountain  a&r, 
While  his  harp  rung  symphonious,  a  hermit  bi^n; 
Ko  more  with  himself  or  with  nature  at  war, 
Ue  thought  as  a  sage,  though  he  felt  as  a  man. 

«  Ah !  why,  all  abandon'd  to  darkness  and  woe. 
Why,  lone  Philomela,  that  langoisbhig  foil  } 
For  spring  shall  return,  and  a  lover  botow. 
And  sorrow  no  longer  thy  boaora  inthral. 
But,  if  pity  inspii^  thee,  renew  the  sad  ksy, 
Mourn,  sweetest  complainer,  man  calls  tbee  to 
mourn; 

0  soothe  him,  whose  plteures  like  thine  pass  away : 
Full  quickly  they  paw  ■  but  they  never  return. 

'*  Now  gliding  remote,  on  the  verge  of  the  sky. 
The  Moon  half  extingutsh'd  her  crescent  displays: 
But  lately  I  mark'd,  when  majestic  on  high 
She  shone,  and  the  planets  were  lost  in  her  blaze. 
Roll  on,  thou  foir  orb,  and  with  gladness  pursue 
The  path  that  conducts  thee  to  splendour  again. 
But  man's  foded  glo|y  what  change  shall  renew ! 
Ah  fool !  to  exult  in. a  glory  so  vain ! 

**  Tis  night,  and  the  landscape  is  lovely  no  more  ; 

1  mourn,  but,  ye  woodland%  I  mourn  not  for  you  ; 
For  mom  is  approaching,  your  charms  to  refttore, 
Perfum'd  with  fi^sh  fragrance,  and  glittering  with 

dew. 
Nor  yet  for  the  ravage  of  winter  I  moom ; 
^ind  Nature  the  embryo  bfosMNn  will  save. 
But  when  shall  spring  visit  the  monldering  urn  * 
O  when  shall  it  dawn  op  tbf  night  of  the  grave  l** 
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•  TViw  thtu,  by  the  glare  of  false  science  betray'd, 
That  leads,  to  bewilder ;  and  dazzles,  to  blind  : 
My  thoughts  wont '  to  roam,  from  shade  onward  to 

shade. 
Destruction  before  me,  and  sorrow  behind. 

•  O  pity,  great  Father  of  light,'  then  I  cry*d, 

•  Thy  creature  who  fiiin  would  not  wander  from  tbee; 
I  JO,  humbled  in  dust,  I  relinquish  my  pride  : 
From   doubt  and  from  darkness  thou  only  canst 

free.* 

**  And  darkness  and  doubt  are  now  flying  away« 
Kg  longer  I  roam  in  conjecture  forlorn. 
So  breaks  on  the  traveller,  faint,  and  astray. 
The  bright  and  the  balmy  effulgence  of  morn. 
Sec  Truth,  Love,  and  Mercy,  in  triumph  descending. 
And  nature  all  glowing  in  Bden's  first  bloom  ! 
On  the  ccdd  cheek  of  Death  smiles  and  roses  ace 

blending, 
And  fieaUty  immortal  awakes  from  the  tomb.' 


©31    THB    KBPORT  OP  A  MOSUMFITf  TO  BR  ERBCTEO    IJI 
'WESTMINSTER   ABBEY,    TO  THE    MEMORY   OF   A 
LATE   AUTHOR.    (CHURCMILL.) 

(Written  in  \t65,) 
[Part  of  a  Letter  to  a  person  of  quality.] 
*  Lest  your  lordship,  who  are  so  well  acquaint- 
ed with  every  thing  that  relates  to  true  honour, 
should  think  hardly  of  me  for  attacking  the  memory 
of  the  dead,  I  beg  leave  to  offer  a  few  words  in  my 
own  vindication. 

If  I  had  composed  the  following  verses,  with  a 
view  to  gratify  private  resentment,  to  promote  the 
interest  of  any  faction,  or  to  recommend  myself  to 
the  patronage  of  any  person  whatsoever,  I  should 
have  been  altogether  inexcusable.  To  attack  the 
memory  of  the  dead  from  selfish  considerations,  or 
from  m«»re  wantonness  of  malice,  is  an  enormity 
which  none  can  hold  in  greater  detestation,  than  I. 
But  1  composed  them  from  very  different  motives  j 
as  every  intelligent  reader,  who  peruses  them  with  at- 
tention, and  who  is  willing  to  believe  me  upon  my  own 
testimony,  will  undoubtedly  perceive.  My  motives 
proceeded  from  a  sincere  desire  to  do  some  small 
lervice  to  my  country,  and  to  the  cause  of  truth 
and  virtue.  The  promoters  of  faction  1  ever  did, 
and  ever  will  consider  as  the  enemies  of  mankind  : 
to  the  memory  of  such  I  owe  no  veneration :  to  the 
writings  of  such  I  owe  no  indulgence. 

Your  lordship  knows  that  (Churchill)  owed  the 
greatest  share  of  his  renown  to  the  most  incompe- 
tent of  all  judges,  the  mob:  actuated  by  the  most 
unworthy  of  all  principles,  a  spirit  of  insolence,  and 
inflamed  by  the  vilest  of  all  human  passions,  hatred 
to  their  fellow  citizenF.  Those  who  joined  the  cry 
in  his  fiivour  seemed  to  me  tu  be  swayed  rather  by 
fashion  than  by  real  sentiment :  he  therefore  might 
have  lived  and  died  unmolested  by  roe,  coiilidcnt 
as  I  am,  that  posterity,  when  the  present  unhappy 
dissentions  are  forgutten,  will  do  ample  justice  to 
his  real  character.  But  when  I  saw  the  extrava- 
gant honours  that  were  paid  to  his  memory,  and 
heard  that  a  monument  in  Westminster  Abbey  was 
intended  for  one  whom  even  his  admirers  acknow- 
ledge to  have  been  an  incendiary,  and  a  debauchee ; 
1  could  not  help  wishing  that  my  countrymen  would 
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reflect  a  little  on  what  they  were  doing,  before  the  y 
consecrated,  by  what  posterity  would  think  the  pub- 
lie  voice,  a  character,  which  no  friend  to  virtue  or 
true  taste  can  approve.  It  was  this  sentiment,  en- 
forced  by  the  earnest  request  of  a  friend,  which 
produced  the  following  little  poem  j  in  which  I  have 
said  nothing  of  (Churchiirs)  manners  that  is  not 
warranted  by  the  best  authority :  nor  of  bis  wriN 
ings,  that  is  not  perfectly  agreeable  to  the  opinion 
of  many  of  the  most  competent  judges  in  Britain. 
(Aberdeen)  January,  17  d5. 


BuFO,  begone  !  with  thee  may  Faction's  fire,  • 
That  hatched  thy  salamander-fame,  expire. 
Fame,  dirty  idol  of  the  brainless  crowd. 
What  half-made  moon-calf  can  mistake  for  good  ! 
Since  shared  by  knaves  of  high  and  low  degree  ; 
Cromwell  and  Cataline :  Guido  Faux,  and  thee. 

By  nature  uninspir'd,  nntaught  by  art ; 
With  not  one  thought  that  breathe^  the  feeling  heart. 
With  not  one  offering  vow'd  to  Virtue's  shrine. 
With  not  one  pure  unprostituted  line ; 
Alike  debauched  in  body,  soul,  and  lays ; — 
For  pension'd  censure,  and  for  pensioned  praise, 
For  ribaldry,  for  libels,  lewdness,  lies. 
For  blasphemy  of  all  the  good  and  wise : 
Coarse  violence  in  coarser  drtggrel  writ,  [wit : 

Which  bawling  blackguards  spell'd,  and  took  for 
For  conscience,  honour,  slighted,  spum'd,  o'er- 
Lo,  Bufo  shines  the  minion  of  renown,    [thrown :— • 

Is  this  the  land  that  boasts  a  Milton's  fire, 
And  magic  Spenser's  wildly  warbling  lyre  I 
The  land  that  owns  th»  omnipotence  of  song. 
When  Shakespear  whirls  the  tbrobbini?  heart  along  } 
The  land,  where  Pope,  with  energy  divine, 
In  one  strong  blaze  bade  wit  and  fancy  shine ; 
Whose  verse,  by  truth  in  virtue's  trjumph  bom. 
Gave  knaves  to  infamy,  and  fools  to  sconi ; 
Yet  pure  in  manners,  and  in  thought  refin'd, 
Whose  life  and  lays  adom'd  and  bless*d  mankind  } 
Is  this  the  land,  where  Gray* s  unlabour'd  art 
Souths,  melts,  alarms,  and  ravishes  the  heart : 
While  the  lone  wanderer's  sweet  complainings  flow 
In  simple  majesty  of  manly  woe  : 
Or  while,  sublime,  on  eagle-pinion  driven. 
He  soars  Pindaric  heights,  and  sails  the  waste  of 

Heaven  ? 
Is  this  the  land,  o'er  Shenstone's  recent  urn 
Where  all  the  Loves  and  gentler  Graces  mourn  ? 
And  where,  to  crown  the  hoary  bard  of  night  ^ 
The  Muses  and  the  Virtues  all  un  te  ? 
Is  this  the  land,  where  Akenside  displajrs 
The  bold  yet  temperate  flame  of  ancient  days  ? 
Like  the  rapt  sage  ^,  in  genius  as  in  theme. 
Whose  hallowM  strain  renown'd  llyssus'  stream : 
Or  him,  the  indignant  bard  3,' whose  patriot  ire. 
Sublime  in  venga.ice,  smote  the  dreadful  lyre : 
For  truth,  for  liberty,  for  virtue  warm. 
Whose  mighty  song  unnerv'd  a  tyrant's  arm, 
Hush'd  the  rude  roar  of  discord,  rage,  and  lust. 
And  spurn'd  licentious  demag(igue»  to  dust. 

Is  this  the  queen  of  realms  !  the  glorious  isle, 
Britannia,  blest  in  Heaven's  hidulgcut  smile  ! 

»  Dr.  Young.  *  Plata 

^  Alccus,     See  Akenside's  Ode  on  Lyric  Poetry. 
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Guardian  of  troth,  and  patronen  of  art. 
Nurse  of  th'  undaunted  soul,  and  generons  heart  1 
Where,  from  a  base  unthankful  world  adVd, 
Freedom  exalts  to  roaOa  the  careless  wild  : 
Where  taste  to  science  every  charm  supplies. 
And  genius  soars  unbounded  to  the  skies  ! 

And  shall  a  Bufo's  most  polluted  name 
Stain  her  bright  tablet  of  untainted  lame  1 
Shall  his  disgraceful  name  with  theirs  be  jotn'd, 
Who  wish'd  and  wrought  Ihe  welfare  of  their  kind  ! 
His  name  accurst,  who  leagued  with  ***^^*^  and 

Hell, 
Labour'd  to  rouse,  with  rude  and  murderous  yell, 
3Dificord  the  fiend,  to  toss  rebellion's  brand. 
To  whelm  in  rage  and  woe  a  guiltless  land : 
To  frustrate  wisdom's,  virtue's  noblest  plan. 
And  triumph  in  the  miseries  of  man. 

Driveling  and  dull,  when  (!rawlsthe  reptile  Muse, 
Swoln  from  the  sty,  and  rankling  from  the  stews. 
With  envy,  spleen,  and  pestilence  replete. 
And  gorg'd  with  dust  she  lick'd  from  Treason's  feet: 
Who  once,  like  Satan,  rais*d  to  Heaven  her  sight. 
But  tum'd  abhorrent  firom  the  hated  light : — 
O'er  such  a  Muse  shall  wreaths  of  glory  bloom ! 
No— shame  and  execration  be  her  doom. 

Hard-fated  Bufo,  could  not  dulness  save 
Thy  soul  from  shi.  from  infamy  thy  grave  \ 
Blackmore  and  Quarles,  those  blockheads  of  renown. 
Lavished  their  ink,  but  never  harm'd  tbe  town. 
Though  this,  thy  brother  in  discordant  song, 
Ham^'d  the  ear,  and  cramp'd  the  labouring  tongue: 
And  that,  like  thee,  taught  stajtgering  prose  to  stand. 
And  limp  on  stilts  of  rhyme  around  tbe  land. 
Harmless  they  doz*d  a.  scribbling  life  away, 
And  yawning  nations  ownM  th'  innoxious  lay, 
But  from  thy  graceless,  rude,  and  beastly  braia 
What  fury  breath'd  th'  incendiary  strain  ? 

Did  hate  to  vice  exajiperate  thy  style  ? 
No-7Bufo  match'd  the  vilest  of  the  vile. 
Yet  blazon'd  was  his  verse  with  Virtue's  name — 
Thus  prudes  took  down  to  hide  their  want  of  shame : 
Thus  hypocrites  lo  truth,  and  fools  to  sense. 
And  fops  to  taste,  bate  sometimes  made  pretence  e 
I'hus  thieves  and  gamestters  swear  by  honour's  laws  : 
Thus  pension-hunters  bawl  **  their  country's  cause :" 
Thus  furious  Teague  for  moderation  rav'd 
And  own'd  his  soul  to  liberty  enslaved. 

Nor  yet,  though  thousand  cits  admire  thy  rage. 
Though  less  of  fool  than  felon  murks  thy  page  : 
Nor  yet,  though  here  and  there  one  lonely  spark 
Of  wit  half  brightens  through  th'  involving  dark. 
To  show  the  gloom  more  hideous  for  the  foil. 
But  not  repay  the  drudging  reader's  toil ; 
(For  who  for  one  poor  pearl  of  clouded  ray  [way  ?) 
Through   Alpine  dunghills  delves    his    des{9erate 
Did  genius  to  thy  verse  such  bane  impart  ? 
No.     'Twas  the  demon  of  thy  venom'd  heart, 
(Thy  heart  with  rancour's  ouintessence  endued) 
And  the  blind  zeal  of  a  mi5)judgiirg  crowd. 

Thus  from  rank  soil  a  poison'd  mushroom  sprung, 
Nurseling  obscene  of  mildew  and  of  dung : 
By  Heaven,  designed  on  its  own  native  spot 
Harmless  t*  enlarge  its  bloated  bulk,  and  rot. 
But  gluttony  th'  abortive  nuisance  saw ; 
It  rous'd  his  ravenous  undisceming  maw : 
Gulp'd  down  the  tasteless  throat,  the  mess  abhorr'd 
Shut  fiery  influence  round  the  maddening  board. 

O  had  thy  verse  been  impotent  as  dull. 
Nor  spoke  the  rancorous  heart,  but  lumpish  scqII  i 


Had  mobs  ^Isttqgalsh'd,  fitey  who  bowIM  tby  fkme# 
Tbe  icicle  firom  the  pure  diamond's  flame,        • 
From  fancy's  soul  thy  gross  hnbruted  sense. 
From  dauntless  truth  thy  shameless  ioiolence, 
From  elegance  confusion's  monstrous  mass. 
And  from  the  lion's  spoils  the  sculking  ass, 
From  rapture's  strain  the  drawling  doggrel  \mm. 
From  warbling  seraphim  the  gruntling  swine  ;•— 
With  gluttons,  dunces,  rakes,  thy  name  had  slept^ 
Nor  o'er  her  sullied  fome  Britannia  wept : 
Nor  had  the  Muse  with  honest  zeal  possess'd, 
T*  avenge  her  country,  by  thy  name  disgrac'd, 
Rais'd  this  bold  strain  for  virtue,  truth,  mankiod. 
And  thy  fell  shade  to  infamy  resign'd. 

When  frailty  leads  astray  the  soul  sincere, 
Let  mercy  shed  the  soft  and  manly  tear. 
When  to  the  grave  descends  the  sensual  tot. 
Unnamed,  unnoticed,  let  his  carrion  rot. 
When  paltry  rogues,  by  stealthi  deceit,  or  fbroe^ 
Hazard  their  necks,  ambitious  of  your  purse  : 
For  such  the  hangman  wreaths  his  trusty  gin. 
And  let  the  gallows  expiate  their  sin. 
But  when  a  ruffian,  whose  portentous  crimes 
Like  pisgues  and  ^rthquakes  terrify  the  times. 
Triumphs  through  life,  from  legal  judgment  free. 
For  Uell~may  hatch  what  law  could  ne^er  forsee  : 
Sacred  from  veogeaoce  shall  his  memory  rest  ? — 
Judas  though  d^,  though  damn'd,  we  still  detesL 


JUDGMENT  OF  PARIS. 

IPubUshed  m  1765.] 

Far  in  the  depth  of  Ida's  4nmost  grove, 

A  scene  for  love  and  solitude  design'd ; 
Where  flowery  woodbines  wild  by  Nature  wove 

Form'd  the  lone  bower,  the  royal  swain  reciin'd. 
All  up  the  craggy  clifis,  that  tower'd  to  Heaven, 

Green  wav'd  the  murn^uriug  pines  on  every  side  j 
Save  where,  fair  opening  to  the  beaai  of  even, 

A  date  slop'd  gradual  to  tbe  valley  wide. 
Echoed  the  vale  with  many  a  cheerful  note  ; 

The  lowing  of  the  herds  resounding  long. 
The  shrilling  pipe,  and  mellow  horn  remote. 

And  social  clamours  of  the  festive  throug. 
For  now,  low  hovering  o'er  the  western  main. 

Where  amber  clouds  begirt  his  dazzling  throne. 
The  Snn  with  ruddier  verdure  deckt  the  plain : 

And  lakes,  and  streams,  and  spires  triumphal 
shone< 
And  many  a  band  of  ardent  youths  were  seen  j 

Some  into  raptore  fir'd  by  glory's  charms, 
Or  hurl'd  the  thundering  car  along  the  green. 

Or  march'd  embattled  on  in  glittering  arms. 
Others  more  mild,  in  happy  leisure  gay. 

The  darkening  forest's  lonely  gloum  explore. 
Or  by  Scamander's  flowery  margin  stray. 

Or  the  blue  Hellespont's  resounding  sh9re. 
But  chief  the  eye  to  llion's  glories  turo'd. 

That  gleam'd  along  th'  extended  champaign  far» 
And  bulwarks,  in  terrific  pomp  adom'd. 

Where  Peace  sat  smiling  at  the  frowns  df  War, 
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I  ta  the  tpoBt  cff  oMoy  a  sotject-cliiiie, 

In  prkie  luzurioos  blaz'd  th*  imperial  dome ; 
Tover'd  mid  th*  eacirdhi;  grove  the  fane  sublime; 

Add  dread  memorialt  mark'd  the  hero's  tomb. 
IVho  from  the  Mack  and  bloody  carem  led  [breast; 

The   satage  item,  aiid  soothed  his  boisterous 
Who  spoke,  ai^  Science  rear'd  her  radiant  head, 

And  brighleo'd  o'er  the  long  benighted  waste; 
Or,  gremtljr  daring  in  his  country's  cause,  [designed, 

Wboae    heaTcn-taugbt    soul    the   avefhl  plan 
Whenoe  Power  stood  trembling  at  the  toice  of  laws ; 

Whence  soar'd  on  Freedom's  wing  th'  ethereal 
mind. 

But  not  the  pomp  that  royalty  displays. 

Nor  all  th'  imperial  pride  oJF  lofty  Troy, 
Kor  Virtue's  triuiAph  oi  immortal  praise 

Goold  rouse  the  languor  of  the  lingering  hoy. 
Abandoti^d  all  to  soft  Eoooe's  charms. 

He  to  oblivion  doom'd  the  listless  day  ; 
Ingkinous  L'.ll'd  in  lore's  dis^ving  arms,       [lay. 

While  ^tttes  lascivious  breath'd  th'  enfeebling 
To  trim  the  ringlets  of  his  scented  hair : 

To  aim,  insidioos;  Love's  bewitching  glaxfce  ; 
Or  coll  fresh  garlands  fer  the  gaudy  fair, 

Or  wanton  loose  in  the  voluptuous  dance : 
Theae  were  hn  arts ;  thesie  won  Enone's  love. 

Nor  sought  his  fettered  soul  a. nobler  ahn. 
Ah  why  should  beauty's  smile  those  arts  approve. 

Which  taint  with  infamy  the  lover's  flame  1 
Kow  laid  at  large  beside  a  murmuring  spring. 

Melting  be  listeu'd  to  the  vernal  song, 
And  Echo  listening  wav'd  ber  airy  wing. 

While  the  deep  windii^  dales  the  lays  prolong. 
WhflO  slowly  floating  down  the  azure  skies 

A  crimson  cloud  flashed  on  bis  startled  sight ; 
Whose  skirts  gay-sparkling  with  unnumber'd  dies 

Lanched  the  long  billowy  trails  of  flickery  light. 
Thai  instant,  hush'd  was  all  the  vocal  grove, 

Hosh'd  was  the  gale,  and  every  ruder  sound,. 
And  strains  aerial,  warbling  far  above. 

Rung  in  the  ear  a  magic  peal  profound. 
Near,  and  more  near,  the  swimming  radiance  roll'd; 

Along  the  mountains  stream  the  lingering  fires. 
Sublime  the  groves  of  Ida  blaze  with  gold, 

And  all  the  Heaven  resounds  with  louder  lyres. 
The  trumpet  breathed  a  note :  and  all  in  air. 

The  glories  vanished  from  the  dazzled  eye  ; 
And  three  ethereal  forms,  divinely  fair, 

Down  the  steep  glade  were  seen  advancihg  nigh. 
The  fjowering  glade  fell  level  where  t}.ey  mov'd ;    . 

0'er-arc!iing  high  the  clustering  roses  hung. 
And  gales  from  Heaven  on  bahny  pinion  rov'd. 

And  bill  and  dale  with  gratulation  rung. 
The  FIRST  with  stow  and  stately  step  drew  near, 

Ffli'd  was  her  lofty  eye,  erect  her  mien : 
Sublime  in  grace,  in  majesty  severe. 

She  look*d  and  mov'd  a  goddess  and  a  qneen. 
Her  robe  al^mg  the  gale  profusely  nream'd. 

Light  lean*d  the  sceptre  on  her  bending  arm ; 
ikad  round  her  brow  a  starry  circlet  gieam'd, 

Ueighteniog  the    pride  of   each    oomooAnding 
charm. 
Ifilder  the  next  came  on  with  artless  grace. 

And  on  a  javelin's  qniveriag  length  reclm'd  j   ^ 


T*  ezafi  her  mien  she  bade  no  iplendonr  blase, 

Nor  pomp  of  vesture  fluctuate  onthe  wind. 
Serene,  though  awful,  on  her  brow  the  light 

Of  heavenly  wisdom  shone :  nor  rov'd  her  ey^ 
Save  to  the  shadowy  cliff 's  majestic  beigfht. 

Or  the  blue  concave  of  th'  involving  skies. 
Keen  were  her  eyes  to  search  the  inmost  soul : 

Yet  Virtue  triumph'd  in  their  beams  benign. 
And  impious  Pride  oft  felt  their  dread  contruul, 

When  in  fierce  lightning  flash'd  the  wrath  divuie  U 
With  awe  and  wonder  gaz'd  th'  adoring  swain; 

His  kindhng  cheeks  great  Virtue's  power  confess^ 
But  soon  'twas  o'er,  fer  Virtue  prompts  in  vain. 

When  Pleasure's  influence  numbs  the  nerveles* 
breast. 
And  now  advanced  the  qubin  of  MBr^o  jor. 

Smiling  supreme  in  unresisted  charms, 
Ah  then,  what  transports  fir'd  the  trembling  boy ! 

How   throb'd  bis  sickening  frame  with  fieroe 
alarms  I 
Her  eyes  in  liquid  light  luxurious  swim. 

And  languish  with  unutterable  love.  .  [limb. 
Heaven's  warm  bloom  glows  along  "each  brighfnhag 

Where  fluttering  bland  the  veil's  thin  mantlingt 
rove. 
Quick,  blushing  as  abash'd*  she  half  withdrew : 

One  band  a  bough  of  flowering  myrtle  wav'd. 
One  graceful  spread,  where,  scarce  conceal'd  firom 
view, 

Soft  through  the  parting  robe  her  bosom  beav'd. 
"  Offipring  of  Jove  supreme !  belov'd  of  Ueav'n  1 

Attend."   Thus  spoke  the  empress  of  the  skies. 
**  For  know,  to  thee,  high-feted  prmce,  'tis  given 

Through  the  bnght  realms  of  Fame  sublime  ta 
rise, 

"  Beyond  m.-in's  boldest  hope ;  if  nor  the  wiles 

Of  Pallas  triumph  o'er  th'  ennobling  thought; 
Nor  Pleasure  lure  with  artificial  snoiles 

To  quaff  ihe  poison  of  her  luscious  draught. 
**  When  Juno's  charms  the  prize  of  beauty  claim 

Shall  ought  on  Earth,  shall  ought  in  Heav'a 
contend? 
Whom  Juno  calls  to  high  triumphant  feme. 

Shall  he  to  meaner  sway  inglorious  bend  ? 
**  Yet  lingermg  comfortless  in  lonesome  wild. 

Where  Echo  sleeps  mid  cavem'd  vales  profound. 
The  pride  of  Truy,  Dominion's  darling  child. 

Pines  while  the  slow  hour  stalks  its  sullen  round. 

"  Hear  thou,  of  Heav*n  niconscious  1    From  the 
blaze 

Of  glory,  stream'd  from  Jove's  eternal  throne. 
Thy  soul,  O  mortal,  caught  th'  inspiring  rays 

That  to  a  god  exalt  Earth's  raptur'd  son. 
"  Hence  the  bokl  wish,  on  boundless  pinion  bom. 

That  fires,  alarms,  impels  the  maddenmg  soul ; 
The  hero's  eye,  hence,  kindling  into  scorn. 

Blasts  the  proud  menace,  and  defies  oontroul. 
'*  But,  unimprov'd,  Heav*n's  noblest  boons  are  vain. 

No  sun  with  plenty  crowns  th'  unoultur'd  vale : 
Where  green  lakes  languish  on  the  silent  plain^ 

Death  rides  the  billows  of  the  western  gale. 

1  This  is  agreeable  to  the  theology  of  Homer, 
who  often  represents  Pallas  as  the  executioner  of 
divine  vengeance. 
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**  Deep  In  yon  monntam*!  womb*  wbere  t(e  daili 
Howb  to  the  torrent's  ererlasthig  roar,       [ceve 

Does  the  rich  gem  its  flashy  radiance  wave  ? 
Or  flamci  with  steady  ray  th*  imperial  ore  } 

"  Toil  decked  with  glittering  domes  yon  chamiwign 
wide. 

And  wakes  yon  grove-embosom 'd  lawns  to  joy. 
And  rends  the  rough -ore  from  the  mountain's  aide, 

"Spangling  with  starry  pomp  the  thrones  of  Troy. 

**  Fly  these  soft  scenes.  Even  now,  with  pla3rful  art, 

Love  iQneathes  the  flowery  ways  with  fatal  snare. 
And  nurse  th'  ethereal  fire  that  warms  thy  heart. 

That  fire  ethereal  lives  but  by  thy  care. 
**  Lo,  hovering  near  on  dark  and  dampy  wing,* 

Sloth  with  stem  patience  waits  the  hour  assigned, 
Tkom  her  chill  plume  the  deadly  dews  to  fling, 

That  qoench  Heaven's  beam,   and  freeze  the 
cb«erless  mmd. 
"  Vain^  then,  th'  enlivening  sound  of  7ame*s  alarms, 

For  Hope's  exulting  impulse  prompts  no  more : 
Vam  even  the  joys  that  lure  to  Pleasure's  arms. 

The  throb  of  transport  b  for  ever  o'er. 

**  Oh  who  shall  then  to  Fancy's  darkening  eyes 

Recall  th'  Elysian  dreams  of  joy  and  light } 
))im  through  the  gkKxn  the  formless  visions  rise, 

Snatoh'd  instantaneous  down  the  gulph  of  night. 
**  Thou,  who  securely  lulf  d  in  youth's  warm  ray 

Mark'st  not  the  d«M>lations  wrought  by  Time, 
Be  rons'd  or  perish.    Ardent  for  its  prey 

Speeds  the  fell  hour  that  ravages  thy  prime. 
"  And,  midst  the  horrours  shrin'd  of  midnight  storm, 

The  fiend  Oblivion  eyes  thee  from  afar. 
Black  with  intolerable  frowns  her  form. 

Beckoning  th'  embattled  whirlwinds  into  war. 

^  Fanes,  bulwarks,  mountains,  worlds,  their  tempest 
whelms : 

Yet  Glory  braves  unmov'd  th'  impetuous  sweep. 
Fy  then,  ere,  hnri'd  from  life's  delightful  realms. 

Thou  sink  t'  Oblivion's  dark  and  boundless  deep. 
"  Fly  then,  where  Olory  points  the  path  sublime. 

See  her  crown  dazzling  with  eternal  light ! 
nis  Juno  prompts  thy  daring  steps  to  climb. 

And  girds  thy  bounding  heart  with  matchless 
might. 
^  Warm  in  the  raplores  of  divine  desire. 

Burst  the  soft  chain  that  curbs  th'  aspiring  mind : 
And  fly,  where  Victory,  bom  on  wings  of  fire. 

Waves  her  red  banner  to  the  rattling  wind. 
**  Ascend  the  car.     Indulge  the  pride  of  arms. 

Where  clarions  roll  their  kindling  strains  on  high, 
l¥here  tlie  eye  maddens  to  the  dread  alarms. 

And  the  long  shout  tumultuous  rends  the  sky. 
**  PInng'd  In  the  uproar  of  the  thundering  field 

I  see  thy  lofty  arm  the  tempest  guide : 
Fate  scatters  lighten'mg  from  thy  meteor-shield, 

And  Ruin  spreads  aiound  the  sanguine  tide. 
"  Go,  urge  the  tcr«iufs  of  thy  headlong  car 

On  prostrate  Pnqfy  and  Grandeur's  spoils  o*er- 
While  all  amaz'd  erAi  heroes  shrink  afar,  [thrown, 
'    And  hosts  embHttW  vanish  at  thy  frown. 
«*  When  glory  crowns  thy  godlike  toils,  and  all 

The  triumph '<(  lengtheuing  pomp  exalts  thy  soul. 
When  lowly  at  thy  feet  the  mighty  fall. 

And  tyrants  tninble  at'tby  stecn  controul : 


<*When  conquering  iniUkni  bail  thy  u^tnigti 
might,  N 

And  tribes  unknown  dread  acclamation  join  r 
How  wilt  thou  spam  the  forms  of  low  delight ! 

For  all  the  ecstasies  of  Heav'n  are  thine : 
■*  For  thine  the  joys,  that  fear  no  length  of  dayv. 

Whose  wide  caflfulgenoe  scorns  all  cnortal  boond  s 
Fame's  trump  in  thunder  shall  announce  thy  praice. 

Nor  bursting  worlds  her  clarion^s  blast  codbond.'* 
The  goddess  cea^d,  not  dobiotts  of  the  prize : 

Elate  she  mark'd  his  wild  and  rolling  eye. 
Marked  his  lip  quiver,  and  his  bosom  rise, 

And  his  warm  cheek  suffusM  with  crimion  die* 
Bnt  Pallas  now  drew  near.    Sublime,  serene 

In  conscious  dignity,  she  viewed  the  swain : 
Then,  love  and  pity  softening  all  her  mien,  [strain. 

Thus  breathed  with  accents  mild  the 


«<  Let  those,  whose  arts  to  fistal  paths  betray. 
The  soul  with  passion's  gloom  tempestooos  Wind, 

And  snatch  from  Reason's  ken  th'  an»picioas  ray 
Trath  darts  frcpn  Heaven  to  gmde  th'  exploring 
mind. 

"  But  Wisdom  loves  the  calm  and  serioua  honr. 

When  Heaven's  pure  emanation  beams  confess^ : 
Rage,  ecstasy,  alike  disclaim  her  power. 

She  wooes  each  gentler  impulse  of  the  breasL 
*'  Sincere  th'  nnaher'd  bliss  her  diarms  impart, 

Sckiato  th'  enlivenhig  ardours  they  inspire : 
She  bids  no  transient  rapture  thrill  the  heart* 

She  wakes  no  feverish  gust  of  fierce  damre. 
"  Unwise,  who,  tossing  on  the  watery  way. 

All  to  the  storm  th*  unfettered  sail  devolvei 
Man  more  unwise  resigns  the  mental  sway. 

Bora  headlong  on  by  passion's  keen  rMolve. 

5'  ^^ile  storms  remote  but  mnnnnr  oo  thine  ear. 

Nor  waves  in  minous  uproar  round  thee  roll* 
Yet,  yet  a  moment  check  thy  prone  career,  ^ 
'  And  curb  the  keen  resolve  that  prompts  thy  sooL 

''  Explore  thy  heart,  that,  roosPd  by  Glory's  name. 
Pants  all  enraptur'd  with  the  mighty  charm — > 

And,  does  Ambition  quench  each  milder  flame  ? 
And  is  it  conquest  that  alone  can  warm  i 

**  T  indulge  feU  Rapine's  desolating  Inst, 
To  drench  the  balmy  lawn  in  streaming  gore. 

To  spum  the  hero's  cold  and  silent  dust —  [more  ? 
Are  these  thy  Joys  ?   Nor  throbs  thy  heart  for 

"  Pleas'd  canst  thou  listen  to  the  patriot's  groan. 
And  the  wikl  wail  of  Innocence  forlora  ? 

And  hear  th'  abandon'd  maid^s  last  frantic  moan* 
Her  love  for  ever  from  her  bosom  tora  ? 

<*Nor  wift  thou  shrink,  when  Virtne*s  fiiintmf 
breath 

Ponrs  the  dread  curse  of  vengeance  oo  thy  head  ? 
Nor  when  the  pale  ghost  bursts  tbe  cave  of  dtiath* 

To  glare  disti  action  on  thy  midnight  bed  ? 

<<  Was  it  for  this,  though  bora  to  regal  power. 
Kind  Heav'n  to  thee  did  nobler  gifts  consign. 

Bade  Fancy's  influence  gild  thy  natal  iKmr. 
And  bade  Philanthropy's  applause  be  tbme  ? 

''  Theirs  be  the  dreadfiil  glory  to  destroy. 

And  theirs  the  pride  of  poinp,  and  praise  sobornV^ 

Whose  eye  ne'er  lighten'd  at  the  smile  of  Joy, 
Whose  cheek  (he  tew  of  Pity  ne'er  adoro'd  i 
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**  Whose  MNil,  Moh  ftner  fente  imtiiictiye  queird. 

The  lyre's  meUiflaous  raTHhrnent  dedes : 
Kor  marks  where  Beauty  roves  the  flowery  field. 

Or  Oraodeur's  pmioo  sweeps  th'  unbounded  ikies. 
**  Hail  ta  sweet  Fancy's  uoexpressive  charm  1 

Hail  to  the  pur^  delights  of  social  love  ! 
Hail,  pleasures  mild,  that  fire  not  while  ye  warm. 

Nor  rack  th'  exulting  frame,  but  gently  move. 
*'  But  Fancy  soothes  no  more,  if  stem  Remorse 

With  iron  grasp  the  torturM  bosom  wring. 
Ah  then,  even  Fancy  speeds  the  venom*s  course. 

Even  Fancy  points  with  rage  the  maddening  sting. 
"  Her  wrath  a  thousand  gnashing  fiends  attend. 

And  roll  the  snakes,  and  toss  the  brands  of  Hell : 
The  beam  of  Beauty  blasts  :  dark  Heavens  impend 

Tottering  :  and  Music  thrills  with  startling  yell. 
**  What  then  avails,  that  with  exhaustless  store 

Obsequious  Luxury  loads  thy  glittering  shrine  : 
What  then  avails,  that  prostrate  slaves  adore, 

And  Fame  proclaims  thee  matchless  and  divine  ? 
"  What  tho»  bland  Flattery  all  her  arts  apply  ?— 

Will  these  avail  to  calm  th'  infuriate  brain  ? 
Or  will  the  roaring  surge,  when  heav'd  on  high, 

HeadkMif  hang,  hush'd  to  hear  the  piping  swain  ? 
**  In  health  how  h\r,  how  ghastly  in  decay 

Man*s  lofty  form  I  how  heavenly  fair  the  mind 
Soblimed  by  Virtue's  sweet  enlivening  sway ! 

But  ah  !  to  guilt's  outrageous  rule  resign'd, 
**  How  hideous  and  forlorn  !  when  ruthless  Care 

With  cankering  tooth  corrodes  the  seeds  of  life, 
And  deaf  with  passion's  storms  when  pines  Despair, 

And  bowling  furies  rouse  th'  eternal  strife. 
*'  0,  by  thy  hopes  of  joy  that  restless  glow, 

Pledges  of  Heaven !  be  tau^^ht  by  Wisdom's  lore : 
With  anxious  haste  each  doubtful  path  forego. 

And  life's  wild  ways  with  cautious  fear  explore. 

'*  Straight  be  thy  course :  nor  tempt  the  maze  that 
leads  fceals, 

Where  fell  Remorse  his  shapeless  strength  con- 
And  oft  Ambition's  dizzy  cliff  he  treads, 

And  slumbers  oft  in  Pleasure's  flow'ry  vales. 
'*  Nor   linger    unresolv'd :    Heav'n    prompts  the 

'        choice ; 

Save  wh^n  Presumption  shuts  the  ear  of  Pride  : 
With  grateful  awe  attend  to  Nature's  voice. 

The  voice  of  Nature  Heav'n  ordained  thy  guide. 
**  Wam'd  by  her  voice,  the  arduous  path  pursue. 

That  leads  to  Virtue's  fane  a  hardy  band. 
What,  though  no  gaudy  scenes  decoy  their  view. 

Nor  clouds  of  fragrance  roll  along  the  land  ? 

*'  What,  though  rude  mountains  heave  the  flinty 
way? 

Yet  there  the  soul  drinks  light  and  life  divine. 
And  pure  aereal  gales  of  gladness  play. 

Brace  every  ner^-e,  and  every  sense  refine. 
**  Go,  prince,  be  virtuous,  and  be  blest  The  throne 

Kears  not  its  state  to  swell  the  couch  of  Lust : 
Nor  dignify  Corruption's  daring  son, 

T*  o'en»hehn  his  humbler  brethren  of  the  dust, 
•^  But  yield  an  ao^pler  scene  to  Bounty's  eye, 

Aq  ampler  range  to  Mercy's  ear  expand  : 
And,  midst  admiring  nations,  set  on  high 

Virtue's  fair  model,  framed  by  Wisdom's  hand. 
*'  Go  then :  the  moan  of  Woe  demands  thine  aid  : 

Fride'slicens'd outrage  claims  thy  slumbering  ire : 


Pale  Genius  roams  the  bleak  neglected  shade. 

And  battenmg  Avarice  mocks  his  tuneless  lyre. 
'*  Even  Nature  pines  by  vilest  chains  oppress'd  t 

Th'  astonish'd  kingdoms  crouch  to  Pashkm's  nod* 
O  ye  pure  inmates  of  the  gentle  breast. 

Truth,  Freedom,  Love,  O  where  is  your  abode  } 
«*  O  yet  once  more  shall  Peace  from  Heaven  return. 

And  young  Simplicity  with  mortals  dwell  I 
Nor  Innocence  th'  august  pavilion  scorn. 

Nor  meek  Contentment  fly  the  humble  cell ! 
"  Wilt  thou,  my  prince,  the  beauteons  train  implore 

Midst  Earth's  forsaken  scenes  once  more  to  bide  } 
Then  shall  the  shepherd  shig  in  every  bower. 

And  Love  with  garlands  wreath  the  domes  oC 
Pride. 

"  The  bright  tear  starting  in  th*  impession'd  eyes 

Of  silent  gratitude ;  the  smiling  gaze 
Of  gratulation,  Altering  while  he  tries 

With  voice  of  transport  to  proclaim  thy  praise; 
"  Th'  ethereal  glow  that  Itimulates  thy  frame. 

When  all  th'  according  powers  harmonious  move. 
And  wake  to  energy  each  social  aim. 

Attuned  spontaneous  to  the  will  of  Jove; 
"  Be  these,  O  man,  the  triumphs  of  thy  soul ; 

And  all  the  conqueror's  dazzling  glories  slight, 
That  meteor«like,  o'er  trembling  nations  roll. 

To  sink  at  once  in  deep  and  dreadful  night 
"  Like  thine,  yon  orb's  stupendous  glories  bum 

With  genial  beam ;  nor,  at  th'  approach  of  even, 
In  shades  of  horrour  leave  the  world  to  mourn. 

But  gild   with    lingering   light   th>    impurpled 
Heav'n." 
Thus  while  she  spoke,  her  eye,  sedately  meek, 

Look'd  the  pure  fervour  of  maternal  love. 
No  rival  zeal  mtemperate  flush 'd  her  cheek — 

Can  Beauty's  boast  the  soul  of  Wisdom  move  P 
Worth's  noble  pride,   can  Envy's  leer  appal. 

Or  staring  Folly's  vain  applauses  soothe  ? 
Can  jealous  Fear  Truth's  dauntless  heart  enthral  } 

Suspicion  lurks  not  in  the  heart  of  Truth. 
And  now  the  shepherd  raised  his  pensive  head  : 

Yet  unresolved  and  fearful  roved  his  eyes 
Scared  at  the  glances  of  the  aweful  maid  ; 

For  young  unpsactis'd  Guilt  di!»trusts  the  guise 
Of  shameless  Arrogance — His  wav'ring  breast,  [fire; 

TTiough  warm'd  by  Wisdom,  owo'd  no  constant 
While  lawless  Fancy  roam'd  afar,  unblest 

Save  in  the  oblivious  lap  of  soft  Desire. 

When  thus  the  queen  of  soul* dissolving  smiles : 
"  Let  gentler  fate  my  darling  prince  attend. 

Joyless  and  cruel  are  the  warrior's  spoils. 
Dreary  the  path  stem  Virtue's  sons  ascend. 

**  Of  human  joy  full  short  is  the  career. 

And  the  dread  verge  ^till  gains  upon  your  sight* 

While  idly  gazing,  far  beyond  your  sphere, 
Ye  scan  the  dream  of  unapproach'd  delight : 

**  Till  every  sprightly  hour,  and  blooming  scene. 
Of  life's  gay  morn  unheeded  glides  away. 

And  clouds  of  tempests  mount  the  blue  serene. 
And  storms  and  ruin  close  the  troublous  day. 

"  Then  still  exult  to  hail  the  present  joy, 
Tliine  be  the  boon  that  comes  unc^am'd  by  toil; 

No  froward  vain  desire  thy  bliss  annoy. 
No  flatting  hope  Vby  longing  hours  beguile. 
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**  Ah!  iHtyslMoldiMDpmTCiethedMrmiofFMiiey 

For  ever  luring,  yet  for  eter  coy } 
tight  fts  tbe  gaudy  rainbow's  pillar'd  gleam. 

That  melts  iUusive  from  tbe  wondering  boy  ! 
*'  What  though  her  tbrooe  irradiate  many  a  clhne, 

If  hung  hjose-totteriog  o'er  th'  unfathom'd  tomb  ? 
What  though  her  mightv  clarioB,  rear*d  sublime^ 

Display  tbe  imperial  wreathe,    and  glittering 
plume? 
"  Can  glitleriaff  plume,  or  can  Ih*  imperial  wreathe 

Redeem  ^m  unrelenting  fiite  the  brave  ? 
What  note  of  triumph  can  her  clarion  breathe, 

T  alarm  tb'  eternal  midnight  of  the  grave  ? 
^  That  oigtit  draws  on :  nor  will  tbe  vaeaat  hour 

Of  expectation  linger  as  it  flies :  > 
Nor  Fate  one  moment  unenjoy'd  restore : 

Each  moment's  flight  how  precious  to  tbe  wise  ! 
*<  O  shun  th*  annoyance  of  the  bustling  throng, 

That  haunt  with  zealous  turbulence  the  great. 
There  coward  Office  bowlB  th'  unpunished  wrong. 

And  sneaks  secure  in  insolence  of  state. 
•*  O'er  fancy'd  injury  Saspicion  pines. 

And  in  grim  silence  gnaws  the  ftnitering  wound ; 
Deceit  the  rage-embirtter'd  smile  refines. 

And  Censure  spreads  the  viperous  hiss  around. 

**  Hope  not,  fwid  prinoe,  though  Wisdom  guard 
thy  throne,  [aim, 

Tho'  Truth  and  Bounty  prompt  each  generous 
Tho'  thine  the  palm  uf  peace,  the  victor's  crown, 

The  Muse's  rapture,  and  the  patriot's  flame  : 
**  Hope  not,  the*  all  that  captivates  tbe  wise. 

All  that  endears  the  good  exalt  thy  praise : 
Hope  not  to  taste  repose :  for  Envy's  eyes 

At  direst  worth  still  point  ther  deadly  rays. 
•<  Eory,  stem  tyrant  of  the  flinty  heart. 

Can  aught  of  Viitue,  Truth,  or  Deauty  charm  ? 
Can  soft  Compassion  thrill  with  pleasing  smart. 

Repentance  melt,  or  Gratitude  du«rm. 
"  Ah  no.    Where  Winter  'Scythia*s  waste  enchains. 

And  monstrous  shapes  roar  to  the  ruthless  storm, 
Kot  Phoehus'  smile  can  clieer  the  dreadful  plains, 

Or  soil  aocurs'd  wiU»  balmy  life  inform. 
■*  Then,  Envy,  then  it  thy  triumphant  hour, 

When  mourns  Benevolence 4iis  baflSed  scheme : 
When  Insult  mocks  the  ciero^^ncy  pf  Pow'r, 

And  loud  Disseotion's  livid  firebrands  gleam  : 
**  When  squint-ey*d  Slander  pNes  th'  unhalkvw'd 
tongue,  [line, 

From    poisonM  maw  when  Treason  weaves  bis 
And  Muse  apostate  (infamy  to  song !) 

Grovels,  low-muttering^  at  Sedition's  shrine. 
*'  Let  not  my  prince  furego  the  peaceful  shade. 

The  whispering  grove,  the  fountain  and  Uie  plain. 
Power,  with  th'  oppressive  weight  of  pomp  array'd. 

Pants  for  simplicity  and  ease  in  vain. 
•*  The  yell  of  frantic  Mirth  may  stun  his  ear. 

But  frantic  Mirth  soon  Ic-avcs  the  heart  forlorn : 
And  Pleasure  flies  that  high  tcmpertuons  sphere. 

Far  difterent  scenes  her  lucid  paths  adorn. 
'«  She  loves  to  wander  on  th'  untrodden  lawn, 

Or  the  green  bosom  of  reclining  hill, 
Sooth'd  by  tBe  careless  warbler  of  the  dawn. 

Or  tbe  kme  plaint  of  ever  murmuring  rill. 
«•  Or  from  the  monnlain- glade's  aereal  brow, 

While  to  ber  song  a  thousand  echoes  oall» 


Marks  the  wUd  woodland  ware  icamte  below, 

Where  shepherds  pipe  unseen,  and  walan  lUi 
"  Her  influence  oft  the  festive  hamlet  proves. 

Where  the  high  carol  cheers  th*  exulting  ring ; 
And  oft  she  roams  the  maze  of  wiMeriog  groves, 
Listening  th'  muramber'd  ooieludies  of  Spring. 
"  Or  to  the  long  and  lonely  shore  retires; 

What  time,  loose-glimmering  to  the  luniurbeain, 
Faint  heaves  the  slumberous  wave,  and  starry  flror 
Gild  the  blue  deep  with  many  a  tengtbenioj 
gleam. 
"  Then  to  the  balmy  bower  of  Raptnro  bora, 

While  strings  self-warbKng  breathe  dywaa  ivst,  * 
Melts  hi  delicious  vision,  tHl  the  mom 

Spangle  with  twinkling  dew  tbe  flowery  wtstti 
'*  The  frolic  Moments,  purple- pinion'd,  dance 

Around,  and  scatter  roses  as  they  play : 
And  the  blithe  Graces,  hand  in  hand,  advance.[str^r. 
Where,  with  her  lov*d  compeers,  she  dagw  is 
"  Mild  Solitude,  in  veil  of  rustic  die, 
Her  sylvan  spear  with  moes-gitmn  ivy  boood :  - 
And  Indolence,  with  sweetly-languid  eyt^ 

And  zoneless  robe  that  trails  along  tbe  groood. 
**  But  chiefly  Love— O  thou,  whuee  gentle  mind 
Fach  soft  indulgence  Nature  fram'd  to  sbtre^ 
Pomp,  wealth,  renown,  dominion,  all  resigii'd, 

O  haste  to  Pleasure's  buwer,  fbr  Love  is  thers. 
"  Love,  the  desnre  of  gods  !  the  feast  of  Heareo ! 

Yet  to  Earth's  favoured  offspring  not  doaed ! 
Ah,  let  not  thanklen  man  the  blessing  given 

Enslave  to  Fame,  or  sacrifice  tu  Pride. 
"  Nor  i  from  Virtue's  call  decoy  thine  ear; 
Friendly  tp  Pleasure  are  ber  sacred  laws. 
Let  T  nperance'  smile  the  cap  of  gladocas  cheer, 

Thai  cup  is  death,  if  be  with-hold  ap]»laase. 
"  Far  from  thy  haunt  be.Envy's  baneful  sway, 

And  Hate,  that  works  the  harrass*d  soul  tostonir, 
But  woo  Content  to  breathe  her  southing  lay, 

And  charm  from  Fancy'a  view  each  angry  fbruo. 
"  No  savage  joy  th*  harmonious  hours  profimr ! 
Whom    Love  refines,    can    barbaroos  tnmoltj 
please? 
Shall  rage  of  blood  pollute  the  sylvan  reign  ? 

Shall  Leisure  wanton  in  tbe  spoils  of  Peace } 
**  Free  let  the  feathery  race  radolge  tbe  song. 
Inhale  the  liberal  beam,  and  melt  in  love : 
Free  let  the  fleet  hind  bound  her  hills  along, 

And  in  pure  streams  the  watery  nations  rove. 
**  To  joy  in  Nature's  universal  smile 

Well  suits,  O  n>an,  thy  pleasurable  sphere; 
But  why  should  Virtue  doom  thy  years  to  toil  ?    * 
Ah,  why  should  Virtue's  law  be  deem'd  s^ere } 
"  What  meed,  Beneficence,  thy  care  repays  ? 
What,  Sympathy,  thy  still  returning  pang  > 
And  why  his  generous  arm  should  Justice  raise, 
To  dare  the  vengeance  of  a  tyi-ant's  fsng  ?   « 

**  From  thankless  spite  no  bounty  can  secure ; 

Or  froward  wish  of  discontent  ftiiflll, 
That  knows  not  to  regret  thy  bounded  power. 

But  blames  with  keen  reproach  thy  partial  will 

**  To  check  th*  impetuous  all -involving  tide 
Of  human  woes,  how  impou^nt  thy  strife ! 

Hi^h  o'er  thy  mounds  devouring  surges  ride. 
Nor  reck  thy  baffled  toils,  or  lavish'd  life. 
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orUi»,tlMHMleoriofebetiiiiie»      " 

Unlaboor'd  can,  aad  lebart*!  eareton  dream. 
SiKh  be  tbeir  joy%  who  bend  at  Vsifos*  shrine. 

And  own  ber  ebanm  beyond  oonpara  topreiBe." 
WanB*d  ai  she  spoke,  all  panting  with  ddight. 

Her  kfhdting  beauties  breathed  triumphant  bloom ; 
And  Cupids  flutterM  round  in  curclets  bright. 

And  Flora  poor'd  from  all  her  stores  perfume. 
**  Tbioe  be  the  prizes"  exdaim'd  th'  eai^or'd 
yootb,  [joy.**— 

"  Queen  of  unrivalPd  diarms,  and  matchless 
O  bliod  to  &te,  felicity  and  truth  f— 

But  sQch  are  they,  whom  Pleasure's  snares  decoy. 
The  San  was  sank;  theTisioo  wasnomore; 

100^*  dowawafd  roih'd  tempestuous,  at  the  firown 
Of  Jora^  awakened  wrath :  deep  thunders  foar. 

And  fiorasis  bof  I  afiir  and  mounhiiiis  groan. 
And  sanguine  meteors  glare  athwart  tbe  plain ; 

With  borrour's  scream  the  Ilian  towers  resoond, 
Baves  tbe  hoarse  storm  alOkig  the  bellowing  main, 

And  the  strong  e&ithqoake  rends  tbe  shuddering 
ground. 


THE  WOLF  Am)  SHEPHERDS, 


[WriUem  m  1757,  and  first  puhGiked  ia  1766.] 

Laws,  at  we  read  in  ancient  sages, 
fiaire  been  like  cobwebs  ia  all  ages. 
Cobwebs  lor  little  flies  are  spread. 
And  laws  for  little  frtlks  are  made  j 
Bat  if  an  instct  of  renown, 
Horwet  or  kettle,  wasp  or  dione. 
Be  caught  in  quest  of  sport  or  plunder^ 
Tlw  flimsy  fHter  fli«^  in  sunder. 

Your  simile  perhaps  may  please  one, 
With  whom  wit  holds  the  place  of  reason : 
Bat  dhi  TOO  prove  that  this  in  fact  is 
AgneMt  to  life  and  practice  ? 

Then  bear,  what  in  his  simple  way 
Old  Esop  told  me  t*other  day. 
In  days  of  yore,  but  (which  is  very  odd) 
Our  author  meotioos  not  the  period.  • 
We  mortal  men  lets  given  to  speeches, 
Altow'd  ^le  beasts  sometimes  to  teach  us. 
But  now  we  all  are  prattlers  grown^ 
And  suffer  no  voice  but  our  own  ;  ^ 

With  us  no  beast  has  leave  to  speak. 
Although  hi«  honest  heart  should  break. 
Tk  true,  your  asses  aod  your  apes. 
And  other  brutes  in  human  shapes. 
And  that  thing  made  of  sound  and  show 
Which  mortals  have  misnamed  a  beau, 
(But  in  the  language  of  the  sky 
If  callM  a  twoOegg  d  butterfly) 
Will  make  your  very  heartstnogs  ake 
With  l;md  and  everlastiug  daok. 
And  beat  your  auditory  drum. 
Till  you  grow  deaf,  or  they  grow  dumb. 

But  to  our  Mory  we  return : 
nVas  earW  oo  a  Summer  mom, 
A  Wolf  fomok  the  mouotaio-deo, 
Aod  issued  hungry  on  the  plain. 


Full  many  a  stream  add  lawn  be  pam'd^ 
And  reach'd  a  winding  vale  at  last ; 
Where  from  a  boUow  rock  he  spy'd 
The  shepherds  drest  in  flowery  pride. 
Garlands  were  stfOw*d,  and  all  was  fay. 
To  celebrate  an  hoUday. 
The  merry  tabor's  gamesome  sound 
Provok*d  the  spriglUly  dance  around. 
Hard  by  a  rural  board  was  reared. 
On  which  in  fair  array  appeared 
The  peach,  the  apple,  and  the  raisin. 
And  all  the  fhiitage  of  the  season. 
But,  more  distiQguish*d  than  the  rest. 
Was  seen  a  weather  ready  drest. 
That  smoking,  recent  from  the  flame. 
Diffused  a  stomach-roushig  steam. 
Our  wolf  could  not  endure  the  sight. 
Courageous  g^rew  his  appetite : 
His  entrails  groaned  with  tenfold  paht. 
He  lickM  his  tips  aod  lickM  again ; 
At  lakt,  with  lightning  in  his  eyes. 
He  bounces  forth,  and  fiercely  criet, 
"  Shepherds,  I  am  not  given  to  scolding. 
But  now  my  spleen  1  cannot  bold  iu. 
By  Jove,  such  scandalous  oppression 
Would  put  an  elephant  in  passion. 
You,  who  your  flocks  (as  3ruu  pretend) 
By  wholesome  laws  from  harm  defend. 
Which  make  it  death  for  any  beast. 
How  much  loe'er  by  hunger  press'd. 
To  seize  a  sh(«p  by  force  or  stealth. 
For  sheep  have  right  to  life  and  health ; 
Can  you  commit,  unchecked  by  shame, 
What  in  a  beast  so  much  you  blame  ? 
What  is  a  law,  if  those  who  make  it 
Become  the  forwardest  to  break  it  ? 
The  case  is  plain :  you  would  reserve 
All  to  yourselves,  while  others  starve. 
Such  laws  from  base  self-interest  spring, 
Not  from  the  reason  of  tbe  thing—'' 

He  was  proceeding,  when  a  swain 
Bunt  out — "  And  dares  a  wolf  arraign 
His  betters,  and  condemn  their  measures. 
And  contradict  their  wills  and  pleasures  ? 
We  have  establish'd  laws,  'tis  true. 
But  laws  are  made  for  such  as  you* 
Know,  sirrah,  in  fU  very  nature 
A  law  can't  reach  tbe  legislature. 
For  laws,  without  a  sanction  join'd. 
As  all  men  know,  can  never  bind : 
But  sanctions  reach  not  us  the  makers. 
For  who  dares  punish  us  though  breaken  ? 
'Tis  thprefbre  plain,  beyond  denial. 
That  laws  were  ne'er  designed  to  tie  all. 
But  those,  whom  sanctions  reach  alone  ; 
We  stand  accountable  to  none. 
Besides,  'tis  evident,  that,  seeing 
Laws  from  the  great  derive  their  beiog. 
They  as'in  duty  bound  should  luve 
The  greaC,  in  whom  they  live  and  move^ 
And  humbly  yield  to  their  desires : 
'Tis  just  what  gratitude  requires. 
What  suckling  dandled  oo  tlie  lap 
Would  tear  away  its  mother's  pap  } 
But  hold — Why  deign  I  to  dispute 
With  such  a  scoundrel  of  a  brute  ? 
Logick  ik  lost  upon  a  knave, 
Let  action  prove  tbe  law  our  slave." 

An  angry  npd  his  will  declared 
To  his  gruff  yeomen  of  the  guar^  OOqIc 


is» 


BEATTIE'S  POEMS. 
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The  (ull-fiBd  mmigrtls,  trtbM  to  im?age. 
Fly  to  detoor  the  shaggy  taTage. 

The  beast  UM  now  no  tfane  to  lots 
In  chopping  logick  with  hk  foes, 
«  This  aTgumenl,*'  quoth  be»  *<  hat  foroa. 
And  swiftness  is  my  sole  resource.** 

He  said,  and  left  the  swains  their  prey, 
And  to  the  monntains  soower'd  away. 


TRANSLATIONS. 
ANACREON.     ODE  XXIL 

BATHTLLUiy  in  yonder  lone  grore 

All  carel^y  let  us  recline  : 

To  shade  os  the  branches  above 

Their  leaf-waving  tendrils  combine  ; 

While  a  streamldb  inviting  repose 

Soft-murmuring  wanders  away. 

And  gales  warble  wild  through  the  boughs : 

Who  there  would  not  pass  the  sweet  day  ? 
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MoTHKR  of  mighty  Home's  imperial  line. 
Delight  of  man,  and  of  the  powers  divine, 
Venus,  all-bounteous  queen !  wl^ose  genial  pow'r 
Diffuses  beauty  in  unbounded  store 
Through  seas,  and  fertile  plains,  and  all  that  lies 
Beneath  the  starr'd  e3q[)ansion  of  the  skies. 
Prepar'd  by  thee,  the  embryo  springs  to  day,' 
And  opes  its  eyelids  on  the  golden  ray. 
A^thy  approadi,  the  clouds  tumultuous  fly. 
And  the  hush'd  storms  in  gentle  breezes  die ; 
Flowers  instantaneous  spring;  the  billows  sleep; 
A  wavy  radiance  smiles  along  the  deep ; 
At  thy  approach,  th*  untroubled  sky  refioes. 
And  all  serene  Heaven's  lofty  concave  shines. 
Soon  as  her  blooming  form  the  Spring  reveals. 
And  Zephyr  breathes  his  warm  proli6c  gales. 
The  feather'd  tribes  first  catch  the  genial  fiame. 
And  to  the  groves  thy  glad  return  proclaim, 
llience  to  the  beasts  the  soft  infectjoo  spreads  ; 
The  raging  cattle  spurn  the  grassy  meads, 
Burst  o'er  the  plains,  and  frantic  in  their  course 
Cleave  the  wild  torrents  with  resistless  force. 
Won  by  thy  charms  thy  dictates  all  obey, 
And  eager  follow  where  thou  lead'st  the  way. 
Whatever  haunts  the  mountains,  or  the  main. 
The  rapid  river,  or  the  verdant  plain. 
Or  forms  its  leafy  mansion  in  the  shades^ 
All,  all  thy  universal  power  pervades, 
Kach  panting  bosom  melts  to  soft  desires, 
And  with  the  love  of  propagation^  fires. 


And  since  thy  aovereigu  mfinenoe  gnidea  tiie  iciHI 

Of  nature,  and  the  universe  sustains; 

Since  nought  without  thee  bursts  the  bonds  of  niglstf 

To  hail  the  hapny  realms  of  heavenly  light ; 

Since  love,  and  joy,  and  harmony  are  thine. 

Guide  me,  O  goddess,  by  thy  power  divine. 

And  to  my  rising  lays  thy  suooour  bring. 

While  I  the  oniverse  attempt  to  sti^. 

O,  may  my  verse  deserv'd  applause  obuin 

Of  him,  for  whom  I  try  the  daring  strain, 

My  Memmius,  him,  whom  thou  profusely  kind 

Adom'st  with  every  eicellence  r^n'd. 

And  that  immortal  charms  my  song  may  gno^ 

Let  war,  with  all  its  cruel  labours,  cease ; 

O  hush  the  dismal  din  of  arms  onoe  more. 

And  calm  the  jarring  world  firom  riiore  to  shova. 

By  ihee  alone  the  race  of  man  foreyoaa 

The  rage  of  blood,  and  sinks  in  soft  repose  : 

For  mighty  Marsi  the  dreadful  god  of  arms. 

Who  wakes  or  stills  the  battle's  dire  alarms 

In  love's  strong  fetters  by  thy  charms  is  I 

And  hinguishes  with  an  eternal  wound. 

Oft  from  his  bloody  toil  the  god  retires 

To  quench  in  thy  embrace  his  fierce  da 

Soft  on  thy  heavmg  bosom  he  recUnes, 

And  round  thy  yidkUng  neck  transpofted  twiaa 

There  fixM  in  ecstacy  intense  surveys 

Thy  kindlm^  beauties  with  inutiate  gaxe^ 

Grows  to  thy  balmy  mouth,  and  ardent  sipn 

Celestial  sweets  from  thy  ambrosial  lipa. 

O,  while  the  god  with  fieroesi  raptures  \keA 

lies  all  dissolving  on  thy  sacred  breast, 

O  breathe  thy  meHmg  whispers  to  his  ear. 

And  bkl  him  still  the  loud  alanns  of  war. 

In  these  fkunultuous  days,  the  Muae,  in  vaki,, 

Her  steady  tenoui'  lost,  pursues  the  strain. 

And  Memmius*,  generous  soul  disdains  to  t 

The  calm  delights  of  philosophic  test; 

Paternal  fires  his  bea^g  breast  infiame. 

To  rescoe  Rome,  and  vindicate  her  naoM. 


BdRACE, 
BOOK  IL      ODB  X. 


Rectius  vives,  licint 


WouLorr  thou  through  life  securely  glidei 
Nor  boundless  o'er  the  ocean  ride; 
Nor  ply  too  near  th*  insidious  shore, 
Scar'd  at  the  tempest's  threafning  roar. 

The  man,  who  follows  Wisdom's  voioe^ 
And  makes  the  golden  mean  his  choice^ 
Nor  plung'd  in  antique  gloomy  ceUa 
Mklst  hoary  desolatkm  dwells  ; 
Nor  to  allure  the  envious  eye 
Rears  bis  proud  palace  to  the  sky. 

The  pine,  that  all  the  grove  tra 
With  every  blast  the  tempest  rends ; 
Totters  the  tower  with  thundroos  sound. 
And  spreads  a  mighty  ruin  round  ; 
Jove^s  bolt  with  desolating  blow 
Strikes  the  etherial  mountain's  brow. 

The  man,  whose  stedfast  soul  can  btar 
Foitune  indulgent  or  severej^ 
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BofmmbatAe  ttamw,  and  when  ahfi  smilei 
Whb  csutioQs  fear  eludes  her  wiles. 
Jove  whb  rode  winter  wastes  the  plain, 
Jove  decks  the  rosy  spring  again. 
Life's  former  ills  are  overpast, 
Nor  will  the  present  always  last 
Now  Plwebus  w)ngs  hb  shafts,  and  now 
He  lajTS  aside  th*  unbended  bow, 
Strikes  into  life  the  trembling  string, 
And  wakea  the  silent  Muse  to  sing. 
With  nnabatiog  courage,  brave 
Adversity's  tnmultoous  wave; 
When  too  propitious  breezes  rise. 
And  the  light  ressel  swiftly  flies. 
With  timki  caution  catch  the  gale, 
And  riust«n  the  distended  aail. 


HORACE, 

BOOK  m.     ODE  XIIT. 

O  Pons  BlandusisB  — — — 

BcjunoosiA !  more  than  ebrystal  clear  f 
Whoae  soothing  mnrmors  charm  the  ear  I 
WboM  nanrgin  soft  with  flowrets  crown*d 
Invites  the  festive  band  around. 
Their  careless  limbs  diffused  supine. 
To  qoair  the  soul-enlivening  wine. 

To  thee  a  tender  kid  I  vow. 
That  aiois  fo€  fight  his  bodding  brow  ; 
la  thought,  the  wrathful  combat  proves. 
Or  wantons  with  his  little  loves : 
But  vain  are  all  his  pnrposM  schemes, 
Ddosive  all  his  flattering  dreams. 
To  BBorrow  shall  his  fervent  blood 
Stsin  the  pure  silver  of  thy  flood. 

When  fiery  Sirins  blasts  the  plain, 
UntoQchkl  thy  gelid  streams  remain. 
To  thee,  the  feinting  flocks  repair. 
To  taste  thy  cool  revivmg  air; 
To  thee,  the  ex  with  toil  opprest. 
And  lays  his  koguid  limbs  to  resL 

As  springs  of  old  renown'd,  thy  namt 
Rest  fountain  1  I  devote  to  fame  ; 
Thus  whiie  1  sing  in  deathless  lays 
The  verdant  holm,  whose  waimog  sprays 
Thy  sweet  retirement  to  defend, 
ffigh  o'er  the  moss-grown  rock  impend. 
Whence  prattling  in  loquacious  play 
Ihy  ^rightly  waters  leap  away. 


PASTORALS  OF  VIRQIU  >. 

Won  ita  certandi  cupidus,  quam  propter  amorem 
Qnod  te  imitari  aveo  ■ 

Lucrct.  Lib.  IIL 


v^  Tlw  re-publication  of  these  translations  is 
aoply  justified  by  tlie  ieUer  of  lord  Woodhouselee 
to  sir  William  Forbes,  inserted  in  the  Appendix  to 
BrWdUaia'sLifeofX)r.B«att)e.    C. 


PASTORAL    I.* 

iiBLisoBus,  irmus. 

MBLISOBUS. 

Whisb  the  broad  beech  an  ample  shade  displays. 

Your  slender  reed  resounds  the  sylvan  lays, 

O  happy  Tityms  !  while  we,  forlorn. 

Driven  from  our  lauds,  to  distant  climes  are  bom. 

Stretched  careless  in  the  peaceful  shade  you  sing. 

And  all  the  groves  with  Amaryllis  ring. 

TITTRUS. 

This  peace  to  a  propitious  god  I  owe ; 
None  else,  my  friend,  such  blessings  oonld  bestow. 
Him  will  I  celebrate  with  rites  divine. 
And  frequent  lambs  shall  stain  his  sacred  shrine. 
By  him,  these  feeding  herds  in  safety  stray; 
By  him,  in  peace  I  pipe  the  rural  Uy, 

MBLIBOBUS. 

I  envy  not,  but  wonder  at  your  fete. 
That  no  alarms  invade  this  blest  retreat ; 
While  neighbouring  fields  the  voice  of  woe  resound. 
And  desolation  rages  all  around. 
Worn  with  fetigue  I  slowly  onward  bend. 
And  scarce  toy  feeble  fainting  goats  attend. 
My  hand  this  sickly  dam  can  hardly  bear. 
Whose  young  new-yean*d  (ah  once  an  hop^l  pair !) 
Amid  the  tangling  hazles  as  they  lay. 
On  the  sharp  flint  were  left  to  pine  away. 
These  ills  I  had  foreseen,  but  that  my  mind 
To  all  portents  And  prodigies  was  blind. 
Oft  have  the  blasted  oaks  foretold  my  woe  ; 
And  often  has  the  inauspicMus  crow, 

^  It  has  been  observed  by  some  critics,  who  haTe 
treated  of  pastoral  poetry,  that,  in  eyery  poem  of 
thb  kind,  it  is  proper,  that  the  scene  or  landscape, 
connected  with  the  little  plot  or  fri>le  on  which  the 
poem  is  founded,  be  delineated  with  at  least  at 
much  accuracy,  as  is  sufficient  'to  render  the  des- 
cription particular  and  picturesque.  How  fer  Vir« 
gil  has  thought  fit  to  attend  to  such  a  rule  may  ap- 
pear from  the  remarks  which  the  translator  has 
subjoined  to  every  Pastoral. 

The  scene  of  the  first  Pastoral  is  pictured  out 
with  great  accuracy.  The  shepherds  Meliboeua 
and  Tityrus  are  represented  as  conversing  together 
beneath  a  spreading  beech-tree.  Flocks  and  herds 
are  feeding  hard  by.  At  a  little  distance  we  be- 
hold, on  tbe  one  hand  a  great  rock,  and  on  the 
other  a  fence  of  flowering  willows.  The  prospect  aa 
it  widens  is  diversified  with  groves,  and  streams, 
and  some  tall  trees,  particularly  elms.  Beyond  all 
these  appear  marshy  grounds,  and  rocky  hilU. 
The  ragged  and  drooping  flock  of  the  unfortunate 
sh^herd,  particularly  tbe  she-goat  which  he  leada 
along,  are  no  inconsiderable  figures  in  this  picture. 
— ^Tbe  time  is  the  evening  of  a  summer-day,  a 
little  before  sunset.  See  of  the  Original,  t.  1,  5, 
9,  52,  54.  5",  5%  81,  &c 

This  Pastoral  is  said  to  have  been  written  on  the 
following  occasion.  Augustus,  in  order  to  reward 
the  services  of  his  veterans,  by  means  of  whom  he 
had  esublished  himself  in  the  Roman  empire,  dis^ 
trihnted  among  them  tbe  lands  that  lay  contiguous 
to  Mantua  and  Cremona.  To  make  way  for  these 
intruders,  the  rightful  owners,  of  whom  Virgil  wa^ 
one,  were  torned  outl    But  our  poet,  by  the  inter- 
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Perch*d  on  tbe  witherM  bolin,  with  fiiteful  crief 
Soream'd  in  my  ear  her  dismal  prophecies. 
But  say,  O  Tityras,  what  god  bestows 
This  blissfol  life  of  undistiirb'd  repose  > 

TITVRUS* 

Imperial  Rome,  while  yet  to  me  ooknown, 
I  Taioly  likened  to  our  country- town. 
Our  little  Mantua,  at  which  is  sold 
The  yearly  o&pring  of  our  fruitful  fold  : 
As  in  the  whelp  the  Other's  shape  appears. 
And  as  the  kid  its  mother's  semblance  bears. 
Thus  great^  things  my  inexperienced  mind 
Rated  by  others  of  inferior  kind. 
But  she,  midst  other  cities,  rears  her  head 
High,  as  the  cypress  overtops  the  reed. 

MELIBOEUS. 

And  why  to  visit  Rom«  was  you  inclin*d  } 

TITYIUS. 

nVas  there  I  hoped  my  liberty  to  find. 
And  there  my  liberty  I  found  at  last. 
Though  long  with  li^ess  indolence  opprest ; 
Yet  not  till  Time  had  silvered  o*er  m'y  hairs. 
And  I  had  told  a  tedious  length  of  years  ; 
Nor  till  the  gentle  Amaryllis  charm  ^d  \ 
And  Galatea's  love  no  longer  warm*d. 
Bor  (to  my  friend  I  will  confess  the  whole) 
While  Galatea  captive  held  my  soul, 
Languid  and  lifeless  all  I  dragpd  the  chain, 
Neglected  liberty,  neglected  gain. 
Though  from  my  fold  the  frequent  victim  bled. 
Though  my  fot  cheese  th'  ungrateful  city  fed. 
For  this  I  ne'er  perceiv'd  my  wealth  increase  ; 
1  lavish'd  all  her  haughty  heart  to  please. 

MILIIOEUS. 

'    Why  Amaryllis  pin'd,  and  pass'd  away. 
In  lonely  shades  the  melancholy  day  ; 
Why  to  the  gods  she  breath'd  incessant  vows ; 
For  whom  her  mellow  apples  press'd  the  bought 
60  late,  I  wooder'd — ^Titynis  was  gone. 
And  she  (ah  luckless  maid  1)  was  left  alone. 
Your  absence  every  warbling  fountain  moom!d, 
And  woods  and  wiMs  tbe  waUing  strains  retum'd. 
TmrRus. 
What  could  I  do  ?  to  break  th'  enslaving  chain 
All  other  efforts  had  (alas !)  been  vain ; 
Nor  durst  my  hopes  presume,  but  there,  to  find 
The  gods  so  condesoenUing  and  so  kind. 
*Twas  there  these  eyes  the  Heaven-bom  youth  * 

beheld, 
To  whom  our  altars  monthly  incense  yield  : 
My  suit  he  even  prevented,  while  he  spoke, 
^  Manure  your  ancient  farm,  and  feed  your  former 

flock." 

BULUOSUS. 

Happy  old  man !  then  shall  your  lands  remain, 
Extent  sufficient  for  th'  industrious  swain  ! 

cession,  of  Mec^snas  was  rrinstated  in  h'ls  posses- 
sions. Mehboeus  here  personates  one  of  the  un- 
happy exiles,  and  Virgil  is  represented  under  the 
character  of  Tilyrus. 

3  The  refinements  of  Taubmamms,  De  La  Cerda, 
and  others,  who  will  have  Amaryllis  to  signify 
Rome  and  Galatea  to  signify  Mantua,  have  per- 
plexed this  passage  not  a  little :  if  the  literal  mean- 
ing be  admitted,  the  whole  becomes  obvious  and 
'Hi^ural. 

*  Augustas  Cesar. 


Though  bleak  and  bare  yon  ridgy  rocks  arfte* 
And  lost  in  lakes  the  neighbouring  pasture  lies. 
Your  herds  on  wonted  grounds  shall  safely  raofS^ 
And  never  feel  the^dire  efiects  of  change. 
No  foreign  flock  shall  spread  infecting  bane 
To  hurt  your  pregnant  dams,  thrioe  happy  swtiia ! 
You  by  known  streams  and  sacred  fountains  laid 
Shall  taste  the  coulaess  of  the  fragrant  shade. 
Beneath  yon  fence,  where  wilkm-bongfas  muUp 
And  to  their  flowers  the  swarming  be^  invite. 
Oft  shall  the  lulling  hum  persuade  to  rest,  « 

And  balmy  slumbers  steal  into  your  breast ; 
While  warbled  from  this  rock  the  pruner's  Uy 
In  deep  repose  dissolves  your  soul  away  ; 
High  on  yon  elm  the  turtle  wails  alone, 
And  your  lov'd  ringdoves  breathe  a  hoaiser  i 

TITYkOS. 

The  nimble  harts  shaU  gnuse  m  empty  air. 
And  seas  retreating  leave  their  fishes  bare. 
The  German  dwell  where  rapid  Tigris  flows. 
The  Parthian  banish'd  by  invading  foes 
Shall  drink  ^e  Gallic  Arar,  from  my  breast 
Ere  hu  majestic  image  be  e&c*d. 

WELfBOEVS. 

But  we  must  travel  o'er  a  length  of  lands. 
O'er  Scythian  snows,  or  Afrie's  burning  sands ; 
Some  wander  where  remote  Ofixes  laves 
The  Cretan  meadows  with  his  rapid  waves  ; 
In  Britain  some,  from  every  comfort  torn, 
Firom  all  the  world  remov'd,  are  doomed  to  i 
When  long  long  years  have  tedious  roll*d  away. 
Ah  !  shall  I  yet  at  last,  at  last,  survey 
My  dear  paternal  lands,  and  dear  abode. 
Where  once  I  reign'd  in  walls  of  humble  sod  I 
These  lands,  these  harvests  must  the  soldier  sHarel 
For  rude  barbarians  lavish  we  our  care ! 
How  are  our  fields  become  the  spoil  oi  wan ! 
How  are  We  ruiu'd  by  intestme  jars  ! 
Now,  Meliboeus,  now  ingraff  tbe  pear. 
Now  teach  the  vine  its  t«ider  sprays  to  rear  !— 
Go  then,  my  goats  ! — go,  once  an  happy  store ! 
Once  happy  ! — happy  now  (alas  !)  no  more  I 
No  more  shall  I,  beneath  the  homtry  shade 
In  rural  quiet  indolently  laid. 
Behold  yon  from  a£tr  the  cli^  ascend. 
And  from  tbe  shrubby  precipice  depend ; 
No  more  to  music  wake  ray  melting  lute. 
While  on  the  thyme  vou  feed,  and  willow*s  whole- 
sqme  shoot. 

TtTYRUS. 

This  night  at  least  with  me  you  may  repose 
On  the  green  foliage,  and  forget  your  woes. 
Apples  and  nuts  mature  our  boughs  afford, 
And  curdled  milk  in  plenty  crowns  my  board. 
Now  from  yon  hamlets  clouds  uf  smoke  arise. 
And  slowly  roll  along  the  evening-skies  ; 
And  see  projected  from  the  mountain's  brow 
A  lengths n'd  shade  obscures  the  plain  below. 


PASTORAL    HK 


ALEXIS. 

YouTfo,Corydon  for  fSiir  Alexis  pin'd, 
.^  But  hupe  ne'er  gladden'd  his  desponding  mind; 


1  The  chief  exoePency  of  this  poem 
its  delicacy  and  simplicity.    Corydoa  nddrcMcs  his 
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Kor  TOWS  nor  tears  the  scornful  boy  coold  move, 
DbtiDguish'd  by  his  wealthier  roaster's  love. 
Oft  to  the  beech's  deep-embowering  shade 
Pemive  and  sad  this  hapless  shepherd  stray'd ; 
There  told  io  artless  Terse  his  tender  pain 
To  echoing  bills  and  groves,  bat  all  in  rain. 

In  tain  the  flute's  ooroplainiug  lays  I  try ; 
And  am  I  doom'd,  onpitying  boy,  to  die? 
Now  to  faint  flocks  the  grove  a  shade  supplies. 
And  in  the  thorny  brake  the  lizard  lies ; 
Now  Thestylis  with  herbs  of  savoury  taste 
Pftpores  the  weary  harvest-man's  repast ; 
And  all  is  still^^save  wherd  the  buzzing  sound 
Of  chirping  grasshoppers  is  beard  around ; 
While  I  expos'd  to  all  the  rage  of  heat 
Wander  the  wilds  in  search  of  thy  retreat' 

Was  it  not  easier  to  support  the  pain 
I  feh  from  Amarylfis'  fierce  disdain  ? 
Easier  Menalcas'  cold  neglect  to  bear, 
Black  tboogh  he  was,  though  thou  art  blooming  fair  ? 
Yet  be  relenting,  nor  too  much  presume, 

0  beaoteom  boy,  on  thy  celestial  bloom ; 
The  sable  violet  ^  yields  a  precious  die. 

While  oseless  on  the  field  the  withering  lillies  lie. 

Ah  cmel  boy  !  my  Ibve  is  all  in  vain. 

No  thoughts  of  thine  regard  thy  wretched  swain. 

How  rich  my  flock  thou  caresl  not  to  know. 

Nor  how  my  pails  with  generous  milk  o'erflow. 

With  bleat  of  thousand  lambs  my  hills  resound, 

And  all  the  year  my  milky  stores  abound. 

Net  Amphjon's  lays  were  sweeter  than  my  song, 

Titose  lays  that  led  the  listening  herds  along. 

And  if  the  fiace  be  tme  I  lately  view'd. 

Where  calm  and  clear  th*  uncurling  ocean  stood, 

1  lack  not  beauty,  nor  couM'st  thou  deny. 
That  even  with  Dttphnis  I  may  dare  to  vie. 

0  deign  at  last  amid  these  lonely  fields. 
To  taite  the  pleasures  which  the  country  yields ; 

fAvoorite  in  such  a  purity  of  sentiment  as  one  would 
think  might  eflTectually  discountenance  the  pr^o- 
KSM)ns  which  generally  prevail  against  the  subject 
of  this  eclogue.  The  nature  of  his  affection  may 
eaaly  be  ascertained  firom  his  ideas  of  the  happihess 
«hich  he  hopes  to  enjoy  in  the  company  of  his  be- 
lied Alexis. 

0  tantum  libeat  — — 

O  deign  at  last  amid  these  lonely  fields,  &c. 

It  appears  to  have  been  no  other  than  that  friend- 
ship, which  was  encouraged  by  the  wisest  legislators 
of  ancient  Greece,  as  a  noble  incentive  to  vir- 
tue, and  recommended  by  the  example  even  of 
Agetibos,  Pericles  and  Socrates  :  an  affection 
wholly  distinct  from  the  in&mous  attachments  that 
ptevailed  among  the  licentious.  The  reader  will 
find  a  full  and  satisfying  account  of  this  generous 
pMBOo  in  Dr.  Potter's  Antiquities  of  Greece,  B.  iv. 
Chap.  9.  Mons.  Bayle  in  his  Dictionary  at  the 
uticle  Virgile  has  at  great  length  vindicated  our 
poet  from  U)e  charge  of  immorality  which  the  critics 
Ittve  grounded  upon  this  pastoral. 

The  scene  of  this  pastoral  is  a  grove  interspersed 
•Hh  beech-trees ;  the  season,  harvest. 

'  Vaoctnium  (here  translated  violet)  yielded  a 
P'nple  colour  used  in  dying  the  garments  of  slaves, 
•«wdhig  to  Plm.  I.  xvi,  c.  28. 

Vot.  XVIII. 


With  me  to  dwell  io  cottages  reslgn'd. 

To  roam  the  woods,  to  shoot  the  bounding  hind ; 

With  me  the  weanling  kids  from  home  to  guide 

To  the  green  mallows  on  the  mountain-side ; 

With  me  in  echoing  groves  the  son^^to  raise. 

And  emulate  even  Pan's  celestial  lays. 

Pan  taught  the  joiuted  reed  its  tunoful  strain. 

Pan  guafrds  the  tender  flock,  and  shepherd  swain* 

Nor  grudge,  Alexi^  that  the  rural  pipe 

So  oh  hath  staip'd  the  roses  of  thy  lip : 

How  did  Amyntas  strive  thy  skill  to  gam  ! 

How  grieve  at  last  to  find  his  labour  vain  ! 

Of  seven  unequal  reeds  a  pipe  I  have, 

The  precious  gift  which  good  Damoetas  gave ; 

**  Take  this,"  the  dying  shepherd  said,  **  for  none 

Inherits  all  my  skill  but  thou  alone." 

He  said ;  Amyntas  murmurs  at  ray  praise, 

And  with  an  envious  eye  the  gift  surveys. 

Besides,  as  presents  for  my  soul's  delight  , 

Two  beauteous  kids  I  keep  bestreak'd  with  white, 

Nourish'd  with  care,  nor  purchas'd  without  pain  j 

An  ewe*s  full  udder  twice  a  day  they  drain. 

These  to  obuin  oft  Thestylis  hath  tried 

Each  winning  art,  while  I  her  suit  denied  ; 

But  I  at  last  shall  yield  what  she  requests. 

Since  thy  relentless  pride  my  gifts  detests. 

Come,  beauteous  boy,  and  bless  my  rural  bowers. 
For  thee  the  nymphs  collect  the  choicest  flowers : 
Fair  Nais  culls  amid  the  bloomy  dale 
The  drooping  poppy,  and  the  violet  pale. 
To  marygolds  the  hyacinth  applies. 
Shading  the  glossy  with  the  tawny  dies : 
Narcissus'  flower  with  daflfodil  entwin'd. 
And  casia^s  breathing  sweets  to  these  are  jotn'd. 
With  every  bloom  that  paints  the  vernal  grove. 
And  all  to  fcnm  a  garland  for  my  love. 
Myself  with  sweetest  fmits  will  crown  thy  feast ; 
The  luscious  peach  shall  gratify  thy  taste. 
And  cbesmit  brown  (once  high  in  my  regard. 
For  Amaryllis  this  to  all  prefer*d ; 
Bnt  if  the  blushing  plum  thy  choice  thou  make. 
The  plum  shall  more  be  valned'for  thy  sake.) 
The  myrtle  wreath'd  with  laurel  shalj  exhale 
A  blended  fragrance  to  delight  thy  smell. 

Ah  Corydon  !  thou  rustic,  simple  swain  ! 
Thyself,  thy  prayers,  thy  offers  all  are  vaio. 
How  few,  compar'd  with  rich  lolas*  store. 
Thy  boasted  gifts,  and  all  thy  wealth  how  poor  ! 
Wretch  that  I  am  j  while  thus  I  pine  fi)rlom. 
And  all  the  live-long  day  inactive  mourn, 
The  boars  have  laid  my  silver  fountains  waste. 
My  flowers  are  fading  in  the  southern  blast —  ^ 
Fly'st  thou,  ah  foolish  boy,  the  lonesome  grove } 
Yet  gods  for  this  have  left  the  realms  above. 
Paris  with  scorn  thp  pomp  of  Troy  survey'd. 
And  sought  th'Jdaean  bowers  and  peaceful  shade. 
In  her  proud  palaces  let  Pallas  shine ; 
The  lowly  woods,  and  rural  life  be  mine. 
The  lioness  all  dreadful  in  her  course 
Punues  the  wolf,  and  he  with  headlong  force 
Flics  at  the  wanton  goat,  tliat  loves  to  climb 
The  cliff's  steep  side,  and  crop  the  flowering  thyme  j 
Thee  Corydon  pursues,  O  beauteous  boy : 
Thus  each  is  drawn  along  by  some  peculiar  joy. 

Now  evening  soft  comes  on ;  and  homeward  now  - 
From  field  the  weary  oxen  bear  the  plough. 
The  setting  Sun  now  beams  more  mildly  bright. 
The  shadoMTS  lengthening  with  the  level  light. 
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While  with  love's  flame  my  rertless  bosom  glows, . 

For  love  tio  interval  of  ease  allows. 

Ah  Corydon  !  to  weak  complaints  a  prey  '. 

What  madness  thus  to  waste  the  fleeting  day  ! 

Be  rousM  at  len^h  ;  thy  half-prun'd  vines  demand 

The  needful  culture  of  thy  curbing  hand. 

Haste,  lingering  swain,  the  flexile  willows  weave, 

And  with  thy  wonted  care  thy  wants  relieve. 

Forget  Alexis*  unrelenting  scorn, 

Another  love  thy  passion  will  return. 


PASTORAL    im 

MENALCAS,   DAMOETAS,    PALSMOM  \ 
MENApCAS. 

To  whom  belongs  this  flock,  Damoetas,  pray : 
To  Mcliboens  ? 

DAMdETAS. 

No;  the  other  day 
The  shepherd  £gon  gave  it  me  to  keep. 

MBNALCAS. 

Ah  Still  neglected,  still  unhappy  sheep  «  ! 
He  plies  Kesra  with  assiduoijis  love. 
And  fears  lest  she  my  happier  flame  approve  ; 
Meanwhile  this  hireling  wretch  (disgrace  to  swains! ) 
Defrauds  his  master,  and  purloins  his  gains. 
Milks  twice  an  hour,  and  drains  the  famished  dams, 
Whose  empty  dugs  in  vain  attract  the  lambs. 

DAMOETAS. 

Forbear  on  men  such  language  to  bestow. 
Thee,  stain  of  manhood  !  thee,  full  well  I  know. 
I  know,   with   whom — and  wliere — ^  (their  grove 

defiPd 
The  nymphs  rev^ne'd  not,  but  indulgent  smii'd) 
And  how  the  goats  beheld,  then  browsing  near. 
The  shameful  sight  with  a  lascivious  leer. 

MBMALCAS. 

No  doubt,  when  Mycon*s  tender  trees  I  broke, 
And  gasIM  his  young  vines  with  a  blunted  hook. 

DAMOETAS. 

Or  when  concealed  behind  this  ancient  row 
Of  beech,  you  broke  young  Daphnis*  shafts  and 

bow, 
With  sharpest  pangs  of  rancorou^  anguish  stung 
To  see  the  gift  confer'd  on  one  so  young  ; 
And  had  you  not  thus  wreak'd  your  sordid  spite. 
Of  very  envy  you  bad  died  outright. 


>  The  contending  shepherds*  Menalcas  and  Da- 
moetas, together  with  their  umpire  Pala^moii,  are 
seated  on  the  grass,  not  far  from  a  row  of  beech- 
trees.  Flocks  are  seen  feeding  hard  by.  The  time 
of  the  day  seems  to  be  noon,  the  season  between 
Spring  and  Summer. 

*  Throughout  the  whole  of  this  altercation,  not- 
withstanding the  untoward  subject,  the  reader  will 
find  in  the  original  such  a  happy  union  of  simplicity 
and  force  of  expression  and  harmony  of  verse,  as  it 
is  vain  to  look  for  in  an  English  translation. 

3  l^he  a!)ruptne&s  and  obscurity  of  the  original  is 
here  imitated. 


MEVAtCAV. 

Gods  !  what  may  masters  dare,  when  tnrh  a  pitcfc 
Of  impudence  their  thievish  hirelings  reach  ! 
Did  I  not,  wretch  (deny  it  if  you  dare) 
Did  I  not  see  you  Damon*s  guat  ensnare  ? 
Lycisca  bark'd  ;  then  I  the  fielon  spy'd. 
And  "Whither  slinks  yon  sneaking  thief?"  I  cried. 
The  thief  discover'd  straight  his  prey  forsook. 
And  skulked  amid  the  sedges  of  the  brook. 

DAMOETAS. 

Tbat  ^t  my  pipe  from  Damon  fairly  gainM  ;  . 
A  match  was  set,  and  I  the  prize  obtain'd. 
He  own'd  it  due  to  my  superior  skill. 
And  yet  refused  his  bargain  to  fulfll. 

MENALCAS. 

By  your  superior  skill — the  goat  was  won  I 
Have  you  a  jointed  pipe,  indecent  clown  ! 
Whose  whizzing  straws  with  harshest  discord  jarr'd. 
As  in  the  streets  your  wretched  rbsrmet  yoa  marr'd. 

DAMOETAS. 

Boasts  are  but  vain.     I'm  ready,  wb6b  yott  wiO^ 
To  make  a  solemn  trial  of  our  skill. 
I  stake  this  heifer,  no  ignoble  prize ; 
Two  calves  from  her  full  udder  she  supplies. 
And  twice  a  day  her  milk  the  pail  overflows  ; 
What  pledge  of  equal  worth  will  you  expose  ? 

MKNACCAS. 

Ought  from  the  flock  1  dare  not  risque  ;  I  fear 
A  rruel  step-dame,  and  a  sire  severe. 
Who  of  their  store  so  rtrict  a  reckoning  keep, 
That  Iwice  a  day  they  count  tlie  kids  and  th«^w 
Bur,  since  you  purpose  to  be  mad  to  day. 
Two  beechen  cops  I  scruole  not  to  lay, 
(Whose  far  superior  wortn  yourself  will  own) 
The  laboured  work  of  fam'd  Alcimedon. 
RaisM  round  the  brims  by  the  engraver's  care^ 
The  flaunting  vine  unfolds  its  foliage  fair; 
EntwinM  the  ivy's  tendrils  seem  to  grow, 
Half-f)id  in  leaves  its  mimic  berries  glow  ; 
Two  figures  rise  below,  of  curious  frame, 
Conon,  and — what's  that  Other  sage's  name, 
y^Q  with  his  rod  dcscrib'd  the  world's  vast  ronnd. 
Taught  when  to  reap,  and  when  to  till  the  grouod  ) 
At  home  1  have  reserved  them  unprofan'd. 
No  lip  has  e'er  their  glossy  polish  stain'd. 

DAMOETAS. 

Two  cups  for  me  that  skilful  artist  made; 
Their  handles  with  acanthus  are  array'd; 
Orpheus  is  in  tlie  midst,  who«ie  magic  song 
I^ads  in  tumultuous  danre  the  lofty  groves  aloQ^i 
At  home  I  have  reserved  them  unpro^n'd. 
No  lip  has  e*er  their  glossy  polish  stain'd. 
But  my  pledg'd  heifer  if  aright  you  prize. 
The  cups  so  much  extolPd  you  will  despise. 


MENALCAS. 

These  arts,  proud  boa<^ter,  all  are  lost  on  mes 
To  any  teruis  I  readily  agree. 
You  shall  not  boast  your  victory  to  day, 
l^t  him  be  judge  who  passes  first  this  way  t 
And  see  the  good  Palsemon  !  trust  me,  swain^ 
You'll  be  more  cautious  how  you  brag  again. 

DAMOETAS. 

Delays  f  brook  not;  if  you  dare,  proceed; 
At  singing  no  antagonist  I  dread. 
Palaemoo,  listen  to  th'  important  songs. 
To  such  debates  attention  strict  belongs* 
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PALAMOM. 

Sing  then.    A  couch  the  flovery  herbage  yields : 
Now  blossom  all  the  trees,  and  ail  the  fields ; 
And  all  the  woods  their  pomp  of  foliage  wear, 
And  Nature's  fairest  robe  adorns  the  blooming  year. 
Damoetas  first  th'  alternate  lay  shall  raii« : 
Th'  inspiring  Muses  love  alternate  lays. 

DAMOFTAS. 

Jove  first  I  sinsr ;  ye  Muses,  aid  my  lay ; 
AH  Nature  owns  his  energy  ami  sway  ; 
The  Earth  and  Heavens  his  sover/*ign  bounty  share, 
And  to  my  verses  he  vouchsafes  bis  care. 

MENAI.CAS. 

^^'lth  great  Apollo  I  begin  the  strain, 
For  I  am  great  Apollo's  favourite  swain; 
For  him  the  purple  hyacinth  I  wear, 
And  sacred  bay  to  Piioebus  ever  dear. 

DAMOETAS. 

The  sprightly  Galatea  at  my  head 
An  apple  flung,  and  to  the  willows  fled  ; 
But  as  al(»ne  the  level  lawn  she  flt^w. 
The  wantun  wish'd  not  to  e^cape  my  view, 

MENALCAS. 

I  languished  long  for  fair  Amyntas'  charms. 
But  now  he  comes  unbidden  to  my  arms, 
And  with  my  dogs  is  s<»  familiar  grown. 
That  my  owu  Delia  is  no  belter  known. 

nAMOETAS. 

I  lately  mark'd  when-  midst  the  verdant  shade 
Two  parent  doves  had  built  their  leafy  bed  ; 
I  from  the  nest  the  young  will  shortly  take, 
And  to  my  love  an  handsome  present  make. 

MENALCAS. 

Ten  niddy  wildings,  from  a  lofty  bough. 
That  through  the  gr^cn  leaves  beam'd  with  yellow 

glow 
I  brought  away,  and  to  Amyntas  bore ; 
To  morrow  I  shall  send  as  many  more. 

DAMOETAS. 

Ah  the  keen  raptures  I  when  my  yielding  fair 
Breath'd  her  kind  whisjHjrs  to  my  ravish 'd  ear  ! 
Wai\, gentle  gales,  her  accents  to  the  skies, 
That  gods  themselves  may  bear  with  sweet  surprise. 

MENALCAS. 

Wliat,  though  r  am  not  wretched  by  your  scorn  ? 
Say,  beauteous  boy,  say  can  I  cease  to  mourn. 
If,  while  I  hold  the  nets,  the  l)oar  you  face. 
And  rashly  brave  the  dangers  of  the  chace. 

DAMOETAS. 

Send  Phvllis  home,  lolas,  for  to  day 
I  celebrate  my  birth,  an  I  all  is  gay ; 
When  for  my  crop  tlie  victim  1  prepare, 
lolas  in  our  festival  may  share. 

MESALCAS. 

Phyllis  1  love  ;  she  moie  than  all  can  charm, 
And  mutual  fires  her  gentle  bosom  warm  : 
Tears,  when  I  leave  her,  bathe  her  beauteous  eyes, 
•*  A  long,  a  long  adieu,  n»y  love !"  she  cries. 

DAMOETAS. 

The  wolf  is  dreadful  to  the  woolly  train, 
Fatal  to  harvests  is  the  crushing  rain. 
To  the  green  woods  the  winds  dotructive  prove. 
To  me  the  rage  of  mine  offended  love. 


VBNAfCA*. 

The  willow's  grateful  to  the  pregnant  ewes, 
Showers  to  the  corns,  to  kids  the  mountain-browse; 
More  grateful  far  to  me  my  lovely  boy, 
la  sweet  Amyntas  centers  all  my  joy. 

DAMOETAS. 

Even  Pollk)  deigns  to  hear  my  rural  lays ; 
And  cheers  the  bashful  Muse  with  generous  praise  ; 
Ye  sacred  Nine,  for  your  great  patron  feed 
A  beauteous  heifer  of  the  noblest  breed. 

MENALCAS. 

Poilio  the  art  of  heavenly  song  adorns  ; 
Then  let  a  bull  be  bred  with  butting  horns. 
And  ample  front,  that  bellowing  spurns  the  ground. 
Tears  up  the  turf,  and  throws  the  sands  around. 

DAMOETAS. 

Him  whom  my  PolIio  loves  may  nought  annoy. 
May  he  like  Poilio  every  wish  enjoy, 
O  may  his  happy  lands  with  honey  flow. 
And  on  his  thorns  Assyrian  roses  blow  ! 

MENALCAS. 

Who  hates  not  foolish  Bavins,  let  him  love 
Thee,  Maevius,  and  thy  tasteless  rhymes  approve  1 
Nor  needs  it  thy  admirer's  reason  shock 
To  milk  the  he-goats,  and  the  foxes  yoke. 

DAMOETAS. 

Ye  boys,  on  garlands  who  employ  your  care. 
And  pull  the  creeping  strawberries,  beware. 
Fly  for  yoxj;  lives,  and  Iciive  that  fatal  place, 
A  deadly  snake  lies  lurking  in  the  grass, 

MENALCAS. 

Forbear,  my  flocks,  and  warily  proceed,- 
Nor  on  that  faithless  bank  securely  tread  ; 
The  heedless-ram  late  plung'd  amid  the  pool. 
And  in  the  sun  now  dries  his  reeking  wool. 

DAMOETAS. 

Ho  Titynis  !  lead  back  the  browsing  flock, 
Aud  let  them  feed  at  distance  from  the  brook; 
At  bathing- time  I  to  the  shade  will  bring 
My  goats,  and  wash  them  in  the  cooUng  spring. 

MENALCAS. 

Haste,  from  the  sultry  lawn  the  flocks  remove 
To  the  cool  shelter  of  the  shady  grove  : 
When  burning  noon  the  curdling  udder  dries, 
Th'  ungrateful  teats  in  vain  the  shepherd  plie$. 

DAMOETAS. 

How  lean  my  bull  in  yonder  mead  appears, 
Tliough  the  fat  soil  the  richest  pasture  bears  1 
Ah  Love  !  thou  reign'st  supreme  in  every  heart. 
Both  flocks  and  shepherds  languish  with  thy  dart, 

MENALCAS. 

Love  has  not  injur'd  my  consumptive  flocks. 
Yet  bare  their  bones,  and  faded  are  their  looks : 
What  envious  eye  hath  squinted  on  my  dams. 
And  sent  its  poison  to  my  tender  lambs  ! 

DAMOETAS. 

Say  in  what  distant  land  the  eye  descries 
But  three  short  e'.ls  of  all  th'  expanded  skies; 
Tell  this,  aud  great  Apollo  be  your  name; 
Your  skill  is  equal,  equal  be  your  fame. 

MENALCAS. 

Say  in  what  soil  a  wondrous  flower  is  bom, 
Wh«)se  leaves  the  sacred  names  of  kings  adorn; 
Tell  this,  and  take  my  Phyllis  to  your  arms, 
And  reign  th'  unrivall'd  sovereign  of  her  charms. 
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Tis  not  for  me  Ihcse  high  disputes  to  cihI  j 
Kach  to  the  heifer  justly  may  pretend. 
Such  be  their  forlunc,  who  so  well  can  sing, 
From  .love  what  painful  joys,  what  pleasing  torments 

spring. 
Now,  boy.ft,  obstruct  the  course  of  yonder  rill 
llie  meadows  hare  already  drunk  their  fill* 


PASTORAL  IF.  1 

POLLia. 
Sicilian  Muse,  tublimer  strains  inspire. 
And  warm  my  bosom  with  diviner  fire ! 
Ml  take  not  pleasure  in  the  rural  scene, 
In  lowly  tamarisks,  and  fi)rest8  green. 
If  sylran  themes  we  sing,  then  let  our  lays' 
Deserve  a  consul's  ear,  a  consul's  praise. 

The  age  comes  on,  that  liiture  age  of  gold 
In  Cuma*8  mystic  prophecies  foretold. 
The  years  begin  tlieir  mighty  course  again, 
The  Virgin  now  returns,  and  the  Satumian  reign. 
Now  from  the  lofty  mansions  of  the  sky 
To  Earth  descends  an  heaven-bom  progeny. 
Thy  PbebuK  reigns.  Lucina,  lend  thine  aid. 
Nor  be  his  birth,  his  glorious  birth  delay 'd ! 
An  iron  race  shall  then  no  longer  rage. 
But  all  the  world  regain  the  golden  age. 
I*hi8  child,  the  joy  of  nations,  shall  be 'bom 
Thy  consulship,  O  Pollio,  to  adorn : 
Thy  consulship  these  happy  times  shall  prove. 
And  sei  the  mighty  months  begin  to  move : 
Then  all  our  former  guilt  shall  be  forgiv*n,  [Heav'n. 
And  man  shalf  dread  no  more  tb'  avenging  doom  of 

The  son  with  heroes  and  with  gods  shall  shine, 
And  lead,  enrollM  with  them,  the  life  divine. 
He  o'er  the  peaceful  nations  shall  preside^ 
And  his  sirens  virtues  shall  his  sceptre  guide. 
To  thee,  auspicious  babe,  th^  unbidden  earth 
Shall  bring  the  earliest  of  her  flowery  birth ; 
Acanthus  soft  in  smiling  beauty  gay. 
The  b!ossom'd  bean,  and  ivy's  flaunting  Fpray. 
Tb*  untended  goats  shall  to  thehr  homes  repair, 
And  to  the  milker's  hand  the  loaded  udder  bear. 
The  mighty  lion  shall  no  more  be  fear'd. 
But  graze  innoxious  with  the  friendly  herd. 

1  In  this  fourth  pastoral,  no  particular  landscape 
is  delineated.  The  whole  is  a  prophetic  song  of 
triumph.  But  as  almost  all  the  images  and  allu- 
sions are  of  the  rural  kind,  it  is  no  less  a  true  bu- 
colic than  the  others ;  if  we  admit  the  definition  of 
a  pastoral,  given  us  by  an  author  of  the  first 
rank*,  who  calls  it  '*  A  poem  in  which  any  action 
or  passiou  is  represented  by  its  effects  upon  country 
life." 

It  is  of  little  importance  to  enquire  on  what  oc» 
casion  this  poem  was  written.  The  spirit  of  pro- 
phetic enthusiasm  that  breathes  through  it.  and 
*the  resemblance  It  bears  in  many  pldces  to  the 
Oriental  manner,  makes  it  not  improbable,  that 
our -poet  compost^  it  partly  from  some  pieces  of 
antient  prophecy  that  might  have  fallen  Into  his 
hands,  and  that  he  afterwards  inscribed  it  to  his 
friend  and  patron  Pollio,  on  occasion  of  the  birth 
of  his  son  Saloninns. 

*  The  author  of  the  Rambler. 


!  Sprung  from  thy  cradle  fragrant  flowers  shall  uprearf. 
And,  fanning  bland,  shall  wave  aniund  thy  bead. 
Then  ^all  the  serpent  die,  with  all  his  race  : 
No/leadly  herb  the  happy  soil  disgrace : 
As>yrian  tialm  on  every  bush  shall  bloom. 
And  breath  in  every  gale  its  rich  perftiinc. 

But  when  thy  father's  deeds  thy  youth  shall  fire. 
And  to  great  actions  all  thy  soul  inspire. 
When  thou  shalt  read  uf  heroes  and  of  kings. 
And  mark  the  glory  that  from  virtue  springs  ; 
Then  boundless  o'er  the  far-extended  plain 
Shall  wave  luxuriant  crops  of  golden  grrain. 
With  purple  gra{>es  the  loaded  thora  shall  bend. 
And  streaming  honey  from  the  oak  descend. 
Nor  yet  old  fraud  shall  wholly  be  cfiac'd  ; 
Navies  for  wealth  shall  roam  the  watery  waste ; 
Proud  cities  fene'd  with  towery  walls  appear, 
And  cmel  shares  shiilt  earth's  soft  bosom  tear : 
Another  Tipliys  o'er  the  swelling  tide 
With  steady  skill  the  bounding  ship  shall  guide; 
Another  Argo  with  the  flower  of  Greece 
From  Colchos*  shore  shall  waft  the  golden  fleece  ; 
Again  the  world  fhall  hear  war's  loud  alarms. 
And  great  Achilles  shine  again  in  arms.         (l>raoe. 
When  riper  years  thy  strengthened  Derres  shall 
And  o'er  thy  limbs  diffuse  a  manly  grace. 
The  mariner  no  more  shall  plough  the  deep, 
Nor  load  with  foreign  wares  the  trading  thip. 
Each  country  ^all  abound  in  every  store. 
Nor  need  the  products  of  another  shore. 
Henceforth  no  plough  shall  cleave  the  fertile  ground. 
No  pmniughook  the  tender  vine  shall  wpund ; 
The  husbandman  with  toil  no  longer  broke 
Shall  loose  his  ox  for  ever  firom  the  yoke. 
No  more  the  wool  a  foreign  die  shall  feign. 
But  purple  flocks  shall  graze  t^e  flowery  plain. 
Glittering  in  native  gold  the  ram  shall  tr^ul. 
And  scarlet  lambs  shall  wanton  on  the  mead. 
In  concord  join'd  with  fate's  unalter'd  law 
The  Dtstinies  these  happy  tiroes  foresaw. 
They  bade  the  sacred  spindle  swifUy  run,    - 
And  hasten  the  auspicious  ages  on. 

O  dear  to  all  thy  kindred  gods  abore ! 
O  thou,  the  offspring  of  eternal  Jove  ! 
Receive  thy  dignities,  begin  thy  reign. 
And  o*er  the  worid  extend  thy  wide  domain. 
See  nature's  mighty  frame  exulting  romid. 
Ocean,  and  earth,  and  heaven's  immense  profoimdf 
See  nations  yet  unborn  with  joy  behold 
Thy  glad  approach,  and  hail  the  age  of  gold ! 

O  would  th'  immortals  lend  a  length  of  dajrs. 
And  give  a  soul  sublime  to  sound  thy  praise ; 
Would  Heaven  this  breast,  this  labouring  breast 
With  ardour  equal  to  the  mighty  theme ;  [inflame 
Not  Orpheus  with  diviner  transports  glow'd. 
When  all  Jier  fire  hi«  mother- muse  bestow'd ; 
Nor  loftier  numbers  flow'd  from  Linus'  tongue. 
Although  his  sire  Apollo  gave  the  song; 
Even  Pan,  in  presence  of  Arcadian  swains 
Would  vainly  strive  to  emulate  my  strains. 
Repay  a  parent's  care,  O  beauteous  boy, 
And  greet  thy  mother  with  a  smile  of  joy  ; 
For  tiiee,  to  loathing  languors  all  resign'd 
Ten  slow-revolving  months  thy  mother  pin'd. 
If  cruel  fate  thy  parents  bliss  denies  <. 
If  no  fund  joy  sits  smiling  in  thine  eyes, 

3  Til  is  passage  has  perplexed  all   the  critici. 
Out  of  a  number  of  signifi^oos  that  have  beon 
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Ko  nymph  of  beaToily  Urtb  sbmll  crown  thy  love, 
Nor  Shalt  tboa  share  th*  imRiorUt  feast  aboVe. 


.  the  translator  has  pitched  upon  one,  which 
he  thinks  the  most  agreeable  to  the  scope  of  the 
poem  and  most  consistent  with  the  language  of  the 
anginal.  The  reader,  who  wants  more  particulars 
on  this  head,  may  consult  Ser\'ius,  De  La  Ccrda, 
or  RosNis. 


PASTORAL  VK 

MEMALCAS,    MOP^US. 
MEKALCAS. 

Siwci  yoQ  with  skill  can  touch  the  tuneful  reed. 
Since  few  my  verses  or  my  voice  exceed  j 
Id  this  refreshing  shade  shall  we  recline, 
Where  hazels  with  the  lodty  elms  combine  ? 

MOPSUS. 

Yoor  riper  age  a  due  respect  requires, 
Tis  mine  to  yield  to  what  my  friend  desires; 
Whether  you  choose  the  zephyr's  fanning  breeze. 
That  shakes  the  wavering  shadows  of  the  trees  ; 
Or  the  deep -shaded  grotto's  cool  retreat : — 
And  see  yon  cave  screened  from  the  scorching  heat, 
Where  the  wild  vine  its  curling  tendrils  weaves, 
Wboie  grapes  glow  ruddy  through  the  quivering 
leaves. 

MENALCAS. 

Of  all  the  swains  that  to  our  hills  belong, 
Amyntas  only  vies  with  you  in  song. 

MOPSUS. 

What,  though  with  me  that  haughty  shepherd 
Who  proudly  dares  Apollo's  self  defy  ?  [vie, 

MENALCAS. 

Begin ;  let  Alcon*s  praise  inspire  your  strains  3, 
Or  Godras'  death,  or  Phyllis'  amorous  pains ; 
Begin,  whatever  theme  your  Muse  prefer. 
To  feed  the  kids  be,  Tityrus,  thy  care. 

MOPSUS. 

I  rather  will  repeat  that  mournful  song. 
Which  late  I  carr'd  the  verdant  beech  along  ; 
(I  carv'd  and  trilPd  by  turns  the  laboured  lay) 
And  let  Amyntas  match  me  if  he  may. 

MENALCAS. 

As  slender  willows  where  the  olive  grown. 
Or  sordid  shmbs  when  near  the  scarlet  rose, 
Socb  (if  the  judgment  I  have  form'd  be  true) 
Such  is  Amsmtas  when  compared  with  yon. 

MOPSUS. 

No  OKMne,  Menalcas ;  we  delay  too  long. 
The  grofs  dim  shade  invites  my  promised  song. 

When  Daphnis  fell  by  fiite's  remorseless  blow  3, 
The  weeping  nymphs  poor'd  wild  the  plaint  of  woe; 

>  Here  we  discover  Menalcas  and  Mopsos  seated 
in  an  aiboor  formed  by  tbe  interwoven  twigs  of  a 
wild-vine.  A  grove  of  hasles  and  elms  surrounds 
this  arbonr.  The  season  seems  to  be  Summer.  The 
time  of  the  day  is  not  specified. 

«  From  thb  passage  it  is  evident  that  Virgil 
thought  pastoral  poetry  capable  of  a  much  greater 
variety  in  its  subjects,  than  some  modem  critics 
will  allow. 

3  It  is  the  most  general  and  most  probable  con- 
jectare,  that  Julius  Qesar  is  the  DaphniSi  whose 


Witness,  O  ha^el-grove,  and  winding  stream. 
For  all  your  echoes  caught  the  mournful  theme. 
In  agony  of  grief  his  mutfier  prest 
Tbe  clay-cold  carcase  to  her  throbbing  breast. 
Frantic  with  anguish  waiHd  his  hapless  fate, 
Rav'd  at  the  stars,  and  Heaven's  relentless  bate. 
Twas  then  the  swains  in  deep  despair  forsook 
Their  pining  flocks,  nor  led  them  to  the  brook  > 
The  pining  flocks  for  him  their  pastures  slight. 
Nor  grassy  plains,  nor  cooling  streams  invite. 
The  doleful  tidings  reach'd  the  Libyan  shore% 
And  lions  moumM  in  deep  repeated  roars. 
His  cruel  doom  the  woodlands  wild  bewail. 
And  plaintive  hills  repeat  the  melancholy  tale. 
'Twas  he,  who  first  Armenia's  tigers  broke. 
And  tam'd  their  stubborn  natures  to  the  yoke; 
lie  first  with  ivy  wrapt  the  thyrsus  round, 
And  made  the  hills  with  Bacchus^  rites  resound  ^ 
As  vines  adorn  the  trees  which  they  entwine, 
As  purple  clusters  beautify  the  vine. 
As  bulls  the  herd,  as  corns  the  fertile  plains, 
Tbe  godlike  Daphnis  dignified  tbe  swains. 
When  Daphnis  from  our  eager  hopes  was  torn, 
Phoebus  and  Pales  left  tbe  plains  to  meiiro. 
Now  weeds  ami  wretched  tares  the  crop  subdue. 
Where  store  of  generous  wheat  but  lately  grew. 
Narcissus'  lovely  flower  po  more  is  seen. 
No  more  the  velvet  violet  decks  the  green  ; 
Thistles  for  these  tbe  blasted  meadow  yields. 
And  thorns  and  frizled  burs  deform  tbe  fields. 
Swains,  shade  the  springs,  and  let  the  ground  ha 

drest 
With  verdant  leaves ;  *twa$  Daphnis'  last  request 
Erect  a  tomb  in  honour  to  his  name 
Mark'd  with  this  verse  to  celebrate  his  fame. 
**  The  swains  with  Daphnis'  name  this  tomb  adorn* 
Whose  high  renown  above  the  skies  is  bom  ; 
Fair  was  his  flock,  he  fairest  on  the  plain. 
The  pride,  the  glory  of  Jhe  sylvan  reign." 

MENALCAS. 

Sweeter,  O  bard  divine,  thy  numbers  seem. 
Than  to  the  scorched  swain  the  coolmg  stream. 
Or  soft  on  fragrant  flowrcts  to  recline. 
And  tbe  tir'd  Jimbs  to  balmy  sleep  resign. 
Blest  youth !  whose  voice  and  pipe  demand  the  praise 
Due  but  to  thine,  and  to  thy  master's  lays. 
1  in  retqm  tbe  darling  theme  will  chuse. 
And  Daphnis'  praises  shall  inspire  my  Muse  ; 
He  in  my  song  shall  high  as  Heaven  ascend. 
High  as  the  Heavens,  for  Daiihnis  was  my  friend. 

MOPSUS. 

His  virtnes  sore  our  noblest  numbers  claim ; 
Nought  can  delight  me  more  than  such  a  theme, 
\Vhich  in  your  song  new  dignity  obtains  ; 
Oft  has  onr  Stimichon  ext<^'d  the  strains. 

MENALCAS. 

Now  Daphnis  shines,  among  the  gods  a  god,  ' 
Struck  with  the  splendours  of  his  new  abode. 


death  and  deification  are  here  celebrated.  Some 
however  are  of  opinion,  that  hy  Daphnis  is  meant 
a  real  shepherd  of  Sicily  of  that  name,  who  is  said 
to  have  invented  bucolic  poetry,  and  ro  honour  uf 
whom  tbe  Sicilians  performed  yearly  sacrifices. 

*  This  can  be  applied  only  to  Julius  Cassar;  fiir 
it  was  he  who  introduced  at  Rome  the  celebration 
of  the  Bacchanalian  revels.-k-SerTina. 
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Beneath  his  footstool  fiir  remote  appear 
The  clouds  slow-sailing,  and  the  starry  sphere. 
Hence  lawns  and  groves  with  gladsome  raptnresring, 
The  swains,  the  nymphs,  and  Pan  in  concert  sing. 
The  wolves  to  murder  are  no  more  inclined, 
No  guileful  nets  ensnare  the  wandering  hind. 
Deceit  and  violence  and  rapine  cease, 
For  Daphnis  loves  the  gentle  arts  of  peace. 
From  savage  mountains  shouts  of  transport  rise 
Boi^  in  triumphant  echoes  to  the  skies ; 
The  rocks  and  shrubs  emit  melodious  sounds. 
Through  nature's  vast   extent  the  god,  the  god 

rebounds. 
Be  gracious  still,  still  present  to  our  pray'r; 
Four  altars,  lo !   we  build  with  pious  care. 
Two  ibr  th'  inspiring  god  of  song  divine. 
And  two,  propitious  Daphnis,  shall  be  thine. 
Two  bowls  white-foaming  with  thejr  milky  store, 
^    Of  generous  oil  Jtwo  brimming  goblets  more. 
Each  year  we  shall  present  before  tby  shrine. 
And  cheer  the  feast  with  liberal  draughts  of  wine  ; 
Before  the  fire  when  winter-storms  invade. 
In  summer's  heat  beneath  the  breezy  shade  : 
The  hallowed  bowls  with  wine  of  Chios  crown'd 
i>haU  pour  their  sparkling  nectar  to  the  ground. 
Damoetas  shall  with  Lyctian  ^  £gon  play. 
And  celebrate  with  festive  strains  the  day.  • 
Alphesiboeus  to  the  sprightly  song 
Shall  like  the  dancing  Satyrs  trip  along. 
These  rites  shall  still  be  paid,  so  justly  due. 
Both  when  the  nymphs  receive  our  annual  vow ; 
And  when  with  solemn  songs,  and  victims  crown 'd. 
Our  lands  in  long  procession  we  surround. 
While  fishes  love  the  streams  and  briny  deep. 
And  savage  hoars  the  mountain's  rocky  steep. 
While  grasshoppers  their  dewy  food  delights. 
While  balmy  Miyme  the  busy  bee  invites ; 
So  long  shall  last  thine  honours  and  thy  fame. 
So  long  the  shepherds  shall  cesound  thy  name. 
Such  rites  to  thee  shall  husbandmen  ordain, 
As  Ceres  and  the  god  of  wine  obtain. 
Thou  to  our  prayers  propitiously  inclin'd 
Thy  grateful  suppliants  to  their  vows  shalt  bind. 

M0PSU9. 

What  boon,  dear  shepherd,  can  your  song  requite  ? 
For  nought  in  nature  yields  so  sweet  delight. 
Not  the  soft  sighing  of  the  southern  gate,     • 
That  faintly  breathes  along  the  flowery  vale ; 
Nor,  when  light  breezes  curl  the  liquid  plain, 
To  tread  the  margin  of  the  murmuring  main  ; 
Kor  melody  of  streams,  that  roll  away 
Through  rocky  dales,  delights  me  as  your  lay. 

'menalcas. 
•    No  mean  reward,  my  friend,  your  verses  claim; 
Take  then  this  flute  that  breatb'd  the  plaintive  theme 
Of  Corydon  *•;  when  proud  Damoetas  '^  try'd 
To  match  my  skill,  it.dash'd  his  hasty  pride. 

MOFSUS.  ' 

And  let  this  sheepcrook  by  my  friend  be  worn. 
Which  brazen  studi  in  beamy  rows  adorn; 
This  fair  Antigenes  oft  beg'd  to  gain. 
But  all  his  beauty,  all  his  prayers  were  vain« 


*  Lyctium  was  a  city  of  Crete. 

6  See  Pastoral  second.        '^  See  Pastoral  third. 


PASTORAL  rr*. 

SILENUS. 
M T  sportive  Muse  first  sung  Sicilian  strains. 
Nor  blush'd  to  dwell  in  woods  and  lowly  plainik 
To  sing  of  kings  and  wars  when  I  aspire, 
Apollo  checks  my  vainly  rismg  fire. 
"  To  swains  the  flock  and  sylvan  pipe  belong. 
Then  choose  some  humbler  theme,  nor  dare  beroie 

song." 
The  voice  divine,  O  Vanis,  I  obey. 
And  to  my  reed  shall  chant  a  rural  lay  ; 
Since  others  long  thy  praises  to  rehearse. 
And  sing  thy  battles  in  immortal  verse. 
Yet  if  these  songs,  which  Phoebus  bids  me  write. 
Hereafter  to  the  swains  shall  yield  delicht. 
Of  thee  the  trees  and  humble  shrubs  shall  amg. 
And  all  the  vocal  g^ove  with  Varus  ring. 
The  song  inscrib'd  to  Varus'  sacred  name 
To  Phoebus'  flavour  has  the  justest  claim. 

Come  then,  my  Muse,  a  sylvan  song  icptat. 
'Twas  in  his  shady  arbour's  cool  retreat 
I'wo  youthful  swains  the  god  Silenns  found. 
In  drunkenness  and  sleep  his  senses  bound. 
His  turgid  veins  the  late  debauch  betray  ; 
His  garland  on  the  ground  neglected  lay. 
Fallen  from  his  head ;  and  by  the  well- worn  mkT 
His  cup  of  ample  size  depended  near. 
Sudden  the  swains  the  sleeping  god  surprise. 
And  with  his  garland  bind  him  as  he  lies, 
(No  better  chain  at  hand)  incens'd  so  long 
To  be  defirauded  of  their  promis'd  song. 
To  aid  their  project,  and  remove  their  fears, 
/Bgle,  a  beauteous  fountain-nymph,  appears  ^ 
Who,  wh4e  he  hardly  opes  his  heavy  eyes. 
His  stupid  brow  with  bloody  berries  dies. 
Then  smiling  at  the  fraud  Silenus  said, 
**  And  dare  you  thus  a  sleeping  god  invade  ? 
To  see  me  was  enough ;  but  haste,  unloose 
My  bonds ;  the  song  no  longer  I  refuse ; 
Unloose  me,  youths;  my  song  shall  pay  your  pains  ^ 
For  this  fair  nymph  another  boon  remains." 

He  sung ;  rejiponsive  to  the  heavenly  sound 
The  stubborn  oaks  and  fbrests  dance  around. 
Tripping  the  Satyrs  and  the  Fauns  advance,  [dance. 
Wild  beasts  forget  their  rage,  and  join  the  general 
Not  so  Parnassus'  listening  rocks  rejoice. 
When  Phoebus  raises  bis  celestial  voi<M* ; 
Nor  Thracia's  echoing  mountains  so  admire. 
When  Orpheus  strikes  the  loud-lamenting  lyre. 

For  first  he  sung  of  Nature's  wondrous  birth  ; 
How  seeds  of  water,  air,  and  flame,  and  earth, 
Down  the  vast  void  with  casual  impulse  hurl'd. 
Clung  into  shapes,  and  form'd  this  fabrip  of  the 

world. 
TTien  hardens  by  degrees  the  tender  soiT, 
And  from  the  mighty  mound  the  seas  recoil. 
O'er  the  wide  world  new  various  forms  ar'tw; 
The  infant-Sun  along  the  brighten^  skies 
Begins  bis  course,  while  Earth  with  glad  aoiaze 
The  blazing  wonder  from  below  surveys. 

J  The  cave  of  Silenus,  which  is  the  scene  of  this 
eclogue,  is  delineated  with  sufficient  accuracy. 
The  time  seems  to  be  the  evening ;  at  least  the 
song  does  not  cease,  till  the  flocks  are  folded,  and 
the  evening  star  appears. 
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The  doods  sublime  their  genial  moisture  shed. 
And  the  green  grove  hfls  high  its  leafy  head. 
The  savage  beasts  o'er  desert  mountains  roam, 
Yet  few  their  numbers,  and  unknown  their  home. 
He  next  the  blest  Saturnian  ages  sung  ; 
How  a  new  race  of  men  fVtMn  Pyrrha  sprung  ^; 
Profnetheas'  daring  theft,  and  dreadful  doom. 
Whose  growing  heart  devouring  birds  consume. 
Tben  names  the  spring  renown'd  for  Hylas'  fate 
Bj  the  sad  mariners  bewaiPd  too  late ; 
They  caU  on  Hylas  with  repeated  cries. 
And  Hylas,  Hylas,  all  the  lone-some  shore  replies. 
Next  he  bewails  Pa^iphae  (hapless  dame  !) 
Who  for  a  bullock  felt  a  brutal  flame. 
What  fury  fires  thy  bosom,  frantic  queen  I 
How  happy  thou,  if  herds  had  never  been  ! 
Ihe  maids,  whom  Juno,  to  avenge  her  wrong  *, 
like  heifers  doomM  to  lowe  the  vales  along, 
Ne'er  felt  the  rage  of  thy  detested  fire. 
Ne'er  were  polluted  with  thy  foul  desire ; 
Though  ofl  for  horns  they  felt  their  polish'd  brow, 
Aad  their  soft  necks  oft  fiear'd  the  galling  plough. 
Ah  wretched  queen !  thou  roamst  the  mountain- 
While,  hit  white  limbs  on  lillies  laid  to  re^t,  [waste. 
The  half-digested  herb  again  be  chews, 
Or  wcne  fair  female  of  the  hen!  pursues.^ 
"  Beset,  ye  Cretan  njrmpbs,  beset  the  grove. 
And  trace  the  wandering  footsteps  of  my  love. 
Yet  let  my  longing  eyes  my  love  behold. 
Before  some  favourite  beauty  of  the  fold 
Entice  him  with  Gortynian  *  herds  to  stray. 
Where  smile  the  valea  in  richer  pasture  gay." 
He  sang  how  golden  fruit's  resistless  grace 
Decoy'd  the  wary  virgin  from  the  race  *. 
Then  wraps  in  bark  the  mourning  sisters  round  ^, 
And  rears  the  lofty  alders  from  the  ground. 
He  fung,  while  Gallus«by  Permessus ''  stray'd, 
A  sister  of  the  ^ihie  the  hero  led 
To  the  Aooian  hill ;  the  choir  in  haste  [guest 

Left  their  bright  thrones,  and  haird  the  welcome 
linns  arose,  fiir  sacred  song  renown'd. 
Whose  brow  a  wreath  of  flowers  and  parsley  bound  j 
And,  «*  Take"  he  said,  "  this  pipe,  which  heretofore 
The  £ar-fam*d  shepherd  of  Ascrsa  »  bore ; 
Then  heard  the  mountain-oaks  its  magic  sound, 
Leaped  firom   their  hills,    and  thronging  danced 

around. 
On  this  thou  shalt  renew  ttie  tuneful  lay. 
And  grateful  songs  to  thy  Apollo  pay. 
Whose  fiam'd  Orynsan  *  temple  from  thy  strain 
Shall  oKMe  exalted  dignity  obtain." 


•  See  Ovid  Met  lib.  I. 

'  Their  names  were  Lysippe.  Ipponoe,  and  Cyria- 
aaasa.  Juno  to  be  avenged  of  them  for  preferring 
their  own  beauty  to  hers,  struck  them  with  mad- 
■est,  to  such  a  degree,  that  they  imagined  them- 
selves to  be  heifers. 

*  Gortyna  was  a  city  of  Crete.  See  Ovid.  Art 
Am*  Lib.  I. 

^  Atalanta.    See  Ovid.  Metamorph.  Lib.  X. 
«  See  Ovid.  Met  Ub.  II. 
'^  A  river  in  Boeotia  ariaiBg  from  mount  Helicon, 
ncred  to  the  Muses. 

•  Hesiod. 

*  Grynium  was  a  maritime  town  of  the  Lesser 
Asia,  wbeie  were  an  antient  temple  and  oracle  of 
ApoUa 


Why  should  I  sing  unhappy  Scylla's  fate  10  i 

Sad  monument  of  jealous  Circe's  bate  ! 

Round  her  white  breast  What  furious  monsters  roll. 

And  to  the  dashing  waves  incessant  howl : 

How  from  the  ships  that  bore  Ulysses'  crew  '» 

fier  dogs  the  tremalmg  sailors  drag'd,  and  slew. 

Of  Philomela's  feast  why  should  I  sing  *', 

And  what  dire  chance  befel  the  Thracian  king  ? 

Changeil  to  a  lapwing  by  th'  avenging  god 

He  made  the  barren  waste  his  lone  abode. 

And  ofl  on  soaring  piuions  hover'd  o'er 

The  lofty  palace  tben  his  own  no  more. 

The  tuneful  god  renews  each  pleasing  theme. 
Which  Phoebus  sung  by  bless'd  Eurotas'  stream  ; 
When  bless'd  Eurotas  gently  fl<»w'd  along, 
And  bade  his  laurels  learn  the  lofty  song. 
Siienus  sung ;  the  vocal  vales  reply. 
And  heavenly  music  charms  the  listening  sky. 
But  now  their  folds  the  numbered  flocks  invite,  . 
The  star  of  evening  nheds  iu  trembling  light. 
And  the  unwilling  Heavens  are  wrapt  in  night« 

10  See  Virgil  /En.  IH. 

i«  See  Homer  Odyss.  Lib.  XII. 

"  See  Ovid's  MeUmorph.  Lib.  VI. 


PASTORAL  rilK 

MILIBOBVS,   COSYDOM,  TBYR8IS. 
MELIBOEVS. 

Benbatb  an  holm  that  murmur'd  to  the  breeze 

The  youthful  Daphnts  iran'd  in  roral  ease  : 

With  him  two  gay  Arcadian  swains  reclin'd. 

Who  in  the  neighbouring  vale  their  flocks  had  join'd, 

Thyrsis,  whose  care  it  was  the  goats  to  keep. 

And  Cory  don,  who  fed  the  fleecy  sheep ; 

Both  in  the  flowery  prime  of  youthful  days. 

Both  skiird  in  single  or  responsive  lays. 

While  I  with  busy  hand  a  Shelter  form 

To  guard  my  myrtles  from  the  future  storm. 

The  husband  of  my  goatn  bad  chanced  to  stray  : 

To  find  the  \'agrant  out  I  take  my  way. 

Which  Daphnis  seeing  cries,  **  Dismiss  your  fear. 

Your  kids  and  goat  are  all  in  safety  here  ; 

And,  if  no  other  care  require  your  stay. 

Come,  and  with  us  unbend  the  toils  of  day 

In  this  cool  shade ;  at  hand  your  heifers  feed, 

And  of  themselves  will  to  the  watering  speed ; 

Here  fringed  with  reeds  slow  Mincius  winds  along. 

And  round  yon  oak  the  bees  soft-murmunngthrt>ng." 

What  could  I  do?  for  1  was  left  alone, 

My  Phyllis  and  Alcippe  both  were  gone. 

And  none  remained  to  feed  my  weanling  lambs. 

And  to  restrain  them  from  their  bleating  dams  : 

Betwixt  the  swains  a  solemn  match  was  set. 

To  prove  their  skill,  and  end  a  long  debate. 

1  The  scene  of  this  pastoral  is  as  follows.  Four 
shepherds,  Daphnis  in  the  most  distinguished  place, 
Corydon,  Thyrsis  and  Meliboeus,  are  seen  reclining 
beneath  an  holm.  Sheep  and  goats  intermixed  are 
feeding  hard  by.  At  a  little  distance  Mine  us  fringed 
with  reeds  appears  winding  along.  FKflds  and  trees 
compose  the  surrounding  scene.  A  venerable  oak, 
with  bees  swarming  around  it,  is  particularly  dis- 
tinguished. The  time  seems  to  be  the  forenoon  of 
a  summer-day. 
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Though  serious  matters  claiknM  my  due  regard, 
Their  pastime  to  my  business  I  prefer'd. 
To  sing  by  turns  th^  Muse  inspired  the  swains. 
And  Corydon  began  th*  alternate  strains. 

CORYDON. 

Ye  nymphs  of  Helicon,  my  sole  desire ! 
O  warm  my  breast  with  all  my  Codrus*  fire. 
If  none  can  equal  Corlrus*  heavenly  lays. 
For  next  to  Phoebus  he  de^rves  the  praise. 
No  more  I  ply  the  tuneful  art  divine. 
My  silent  pipe  shall  hang  on  yonder  pine. 

THYRSIS. 

Arcadian  swains,  an  ivy  wreath  bestow, 
With  early  honours  crown  your  poet's  brow  ; 
Codrus  shall  chafe,  if  you  my  songs  commend, 
Till  burning  spite  his  tortur'd  entrails  rend  > 
Or  anmlets,  to  bind  my  temples,  frame. 
Lest  his  invidious  praises  blast  my  fame. 

OORVDON. 

A  stag's  tall  horns,  and  stain'd  with  savage  gore 
This  bristled  visage  of  a  tnsky  boar. 
To  thee,  O  virgin-goddess  of  the  cbace. 
Young  Mycon  offers  for  thy  former  grace. 
If  like  success  his  future  labours  crown, 
Thine,  goddess,  then  shall  be  a  nobler  boon. 
In  polish^  marble  thou  shalt  shine  complete, 
And  purple  sandals  shall  adorn  thy  feet. 

THYRSIS. 

To  thee,  Priapus  ^,  each  returning  year, 
This  bowl  of  milk,  these  hallow'd  cakes  we  bear  ; 
Thy  care  our  garden  is  but  meanly  stor*d. 
And  mean  oblations  all  we  can  afford. 
But  if  our  flocks  a  numerous  offspring  yield, 
And  our  decaying  fold  again  be  fiU'd, 
Ti)ough  now  in  marble  thou  obscurely  shine. 
For  thee  a  golden  statne  we  design.    . 

CORYDOH. 

O  Galatea,  whiter  than  the  swan. 
Loveliest  of  all  thy  sisters  of  the  main. 
Sweeter  than  Hybla,  more  than  lillies  fair  ! 
If  ought  of  Ck>rydon  employ  thy  care, 
When  shades  of  night  involve  the  silent  sky. 
And  slumbering  in  their  stalls  the  oxen  lie. 
Come  to  my  longing  arms,  and  let  me  pro\'e 
Th'  ioamortal  sweets  of  Galatea's  love. 

THYRSIS. 

As  the  vile  sea-weed  ^catter*d  by  the  storm. 
As  he  whose  face  Sardinian  herbs  deform  3, 
As  burs  and  brambles  that  disgrace  the  plam. 
So  nauseous,  so  detested  be  thy  swain ; 
If  when  thine  absence  I  am  doomM  to  bear 
The  day  appears  not  longer  than  a  year. 
Go  home,  my  flocks,  ye  lengthen  out  the  day, 
For  shame,  ye  tardy  flocks,  for  shame  away ! 

CORYDOK. 

Ye  mossy  fountains,  warbling  as  ye  flow  1 
And  softer  than  the  slumbers  ye  bestow 
Ye  grassy  banks  I  ye  trees  with  verdure  crown'd, 
Wliose  leaves  a  glimmering  shade  diffuse  around  ! 


«  This  deity  presided  over  gardens. 

9  U  was  the  property  of  this  poisonous  herb    to  ^ 
distort  the  features  of  those  who  had  eaten  of  it,  in  ,' 
such  a  manner,  that  they  seemed  to  expire  in  an 
affony  of  laughter. 


Grant  to  my  weary  flocks  a  cool  retreat. 
And  screen  them  from  the  summer's  raging 
For  now  the  year  in  Inrightest  glory  shines. 
Now  reddening  clusters  deck  the  bending  vines. 

THYRSIS. 

Here's  wood  for  fuel  ;  here  the  fire  displays 
To  all  around  its  animating  blaze ; 
Black  with  continual  smoke  our  posts  appear  ; 
Nor  dread  we  more  the  rigour  of  the  year. 
Than  the  fell  wolf  the  fearful  lambkins  dreaiU, 
When  he  the  helpless  fold  by  night  invades  ; 
Or  swelling  torrents,  headlong  as  they  roll. 
The  weak  resistance  of  the  shattered  mole. 

CORYnOTf. 

Now  yellow  harvests  wave  on  every  field. 
Now  bending  boughs  the  hoary  chesnut  yield. 
Now  loaded  trees  resign  their  annual  store. 
And  on  the  ground  the  mellow  fruitage  poor  ; 
Jocund,  the  face  of  Nature  smiles,  and  gay  ; 
But  if  the  fair  Alexis  were  away. 
Inclement  drought  the  hardening  soil  would  drmtn» 
And  streams  no4onger  murmur  o*er  the  plain. 

THYRSIS. 

A  languid  hue  the  thirsty  fields  assume. 
Parch *d  to  the  root  the  ^flowers  resign  their  bloom. 
The  faded  vines  refuse  then*  hills  to  shade. 
Their  leafy  verdure  wither'd  and  decay'd  : 
But  if  my  Phyllis  on  these  plains  appear. 
Again  the  groves  their  gayest  green  shall  wear. 
Again  the  clouds  their  copious  moisture  lend. 
And  in  the  genial  rain  shall  Jove  descend. 

CORYPON. 

Alcides'  brows  the  poplar-leaves  surround, 
Apollo^s  beamy  locks  with  bays  are  crown'd, 
ITie  myrtle,  lovely  queen  of  smiles,  is  thine. 
And  jolly  Bacchus  loves  the  burling  vine  ; 
But  while  my  Phyllis  loves  the  hazel-spray. 
To  hazel  yield  the  myrtle  and  the  bay. 

THYRSIS. 

The  fir,  the  hills ;  the  ash  adorns  the  woods  ; 
The  pine,  the  gardens  ;  and  the  poplar,  floods. 
If  thou,  my  Lycidas,  wilt  deign  to  come. 
And  cheer  thy  shepherd's  solitary  home. 
The  ash  so  fair  in  woods,  and  garden-pine 
Will  own  their  beauty  far  excel'd  by  thine. 

MELIBOEUS. 

So  sung  the  swahra,  but  Thyrsis  strove  m  rain  ; 
Thus  hr  I  bear  in  mind  th'  alternate  stram. 
Young  Corydon  acquhr^d  unrival'd  fame. 
And  still  we  pay  a  deference  to  bis  name. 


PASTORAL  VIU\ 

DAMOM,  ALPHBSIBOBUS. 

Rehearse  we,  PoUio,  the  enchanting  strains 
Alternate  sung  by  two  contending  swahis. 

1  In  this  eighth  pastoral  no  particular  scene  is 
described.  The  poet  rehearses  the  songs  of  two 
contending  swains,  Damon  and  Alphesibceus.  The* 
former  adopts  the  soliloquy  of  a  despairing  lover  : 
the  latter  chooses  for  his  subject  the  magic  rites  of 
an  enchantress  forsaken  by  ber  lover,  antd  recalUng 
him  by  the  power  of  her  spells. 
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ChtnnM  by  their  nogs,  the  hangry  heifers  stood 

la  deep  amaze,  unmindful  of  their  food ; 

The  likteojng  lynxes  laid  their  rage  aside. 

The  ttreamf  were  silent,  and  forgot  to  glide. 

Otbou,  where'er  thou  lead'st  thy  conquering  host. 

Or  by  Timavus  S  or  th'  lUyrjan  coast ! 

When  sbaH  my  Muse,  transported  with  the  thence, 

lo  strains  sublime  my  Pollio*s  deeds  proclaim ; 

And  oelebrate  thy  lays  by  all  admirM, 

Socb  as  of  old  Sophocles*  Muse  inspired  ? 

To  thee,  the  patron  of  my  rural  songs. 

To  thee  m  v  first,  my  latest  lay  belongs. 

Then  let  this  humble  ivy-wreath  enclose, 

Twined  with  triumphal  bays,  thy  godlike  brows. 

What  time  the  chill  sky  brightens  with  the  dawn, 

When  cattle  lore  to  crop  the  dewy  lawn, 

Thus  Damon  to  the  woodlands  wild  oomplain'd. 

As  'gainst  an  olive's  lofty  trunk  he  lean'd. 


Lead  on  the  genial  day,  O  star  of  mom  1 
While  wretched  I,  all  hopeless  and  fbrlom. 
With  my  last  breath  my  fatal  woes  deplore, 
Aodcall  the  gods  by  whom  filse  Nisa  swore;    . 
Though  they,  regaidless  of  a  lover's  pain. 
Heard  her  repeated  vows,  and  heard  in  Tain. 
B^in,  my  pipe,  the  sweet  Maenalian  strain.  ^ 

Blest  Manalus  !  that  bears  the  pastoral  song 
Still  laoguishing  its  tuneful  groves  aJong  1 
That  hears  th'  Arcadian  god*s  celestial  lay. 
Who  taught  the  idly-rustlmg  reeds  to  play  ! 
That  bears  the  singing  pines !  that  hears  the  swam 
Of  knre's  soft  chains  melodiously  complain ! 
Begin,  my  pipe,  the  sweet  Maenalian  strain. 

MopsQs  the  willing  Nisa  now  enjoys — 
What  may  not  lovers  hope  from  such  a  choice  ! 
Nov  mares  and  griffins  shall  their  hate  resign, 
Aod  the  succeeding  age  shall  see  them  jom 
In  friendship's  tie ;  now  mutual  love  shall  bring 
The  dog  and  doe  to  share  the  friendly  spring. 
Scatter  thy  nuts,  O  Mopsus,  ftnd  prepare 
The  Boptial  torch  to  light  the  wedded  fair. 
Lo,  Hesper  hastens  to  the  western  main ! 
And  thine  th^  night  of  bliss — thine,  happy  swain  ! 
Begin,  my  pipe,  the  sweet  Maenalian  strana. 

Exult,  O  Nisa,  in  thy  happy  state  I 
Snpremely  blest  in  such  a  worthy  mate ; 
While  you  my  beard  detest,  and  bushy  brow, 
And  thiok  the  gods  forget  the  world  below : 
While  you  my  flock  and  rural  pipe  disdain, 
And  treat  with  bitter  scorn  a  fiiithful  swain. 
Begin,  my  pipe,  the  sweet  Maenalian  strain. 

When  first  1  saw  you  by  your  mother's  side, 
To  where  our  apples  grew  I  was  your  goide : 
Tvdve  sooimers  since  my  birth  had  roli'd  around. 
And  I  could  retch  the  branches  from  the  ground. 
How  did  I  gaze ! — how  perish  ! — ah  how  vain 
IVt  fond  bewitching  hopes  that  sooth'd  my  pain  1 
l^cfin,  my  pipe,  the  sweeT  Maenalian  strain,  [snows, 

Too  well  I  know  thee.  Love.  From  Scythian 
Or  Lybia's  burning  sands  the  mischief  rose. 

*  A  river  fti  Italy. 

*  This  intercalary  line  (arit  is  called  by  the  com- 
mentators) which  seems  to  be  intended  as  a  chonis 
or  burden  to  the  song,  ts  here  made  the  last  of  a 
triplet,  that  it  may  be  as  independent  of  the  con- 
t««t  and  the  verse  in  the  translation  as  it  is  in  the 
MginaL— M»nalus  was  a  mountain  of  Arcadia. 


Rocks  adamantine  nors'd  this  foreign  bane,   ' 

This  fell  invader  of  the  peaceful  plain. 

Begin,  my  pipe,  the  sweet  Maenalian  strain,    [kill. 

Love  taught  the  mother's  ^  murdering  hand  to 
Her  children's  blood  love  bade  the  mother  spill. 
Was  love  the  cruel  cause  ^  ?  Or  did  the  deed  ^ 
From  fierce  unfeeling  cruelty  proceed  ? 
Both  fill'd  her  brutal  bosom  with  their  bane ; 
Both  urg'd  the  deed,  while  Nature  shrunk  in  vain. 
Begin,  my  pipe,  the  sweet  Maenalian  strain. 

Now  let  the  fearful  lamb  the  wolf  devour  i 
Let  alders  blossom  with  Narcissus'  flower ; 
From  barren  shrubs  let  radiant  amber  flow ; 
Let  rugged  oaks  with  golden  fruitage  glow ; 
Let  shrieking  owls  with  swans  melodious  vie  ; 
LetTityrus  the  Thracian  numbers  try. 
Outrival  Orpheus  in  the  sylvan  reign. 
And  emulate  Arion  on  the  main. 
Begin,  my  pipe,  the  sweet  Maenalian  strain. 

Let  land  no  more  the  swelling  waves  divide  ; 
Earth,  be  thou  whelm'd  beneath  the  boundless  tide| 
Headlong  from  yonder  promontory*s  brow 
I  plunge  into  the  rolling  deep  below. 
Farewell,  ye  woods !  farewell,  thou  flowery  plain ! 
Hear  the  last  lay  of  a  despairing  swain. 
And  cease,  my  pipe,  the  sweet  Menalian  stram. 

Here  Damon  ceas'd.    And  now,  ye  tuneful  Ninei 
Alphesiix)eus'  magic  verse  subjoin. 
To  his  responsive  song  your  aid  we  call,  . 
Our  power  extends  not  equally  to  aU. 
ALPHB8IBOBU8. 

Bring  Ihring  waters  from  the  silver  stream, 
With  vervain  and  fat  incense  feed  the  flame  : 
With  this  soft  wreath  the  sacred  altars  bind. 
To  move  my  cruel  Daphnis  to  be  kind. 
And  with  my  phrenzy  to  inflame  his  soul; 
Charms^re  but  wanting  to  complete  the  whole. 
Bring  Daphnis  home,  bring  Daphnis  to  my  arms, 
O  bring  my  long-lost  love,  my  powerful  charms. 

By  powerful  charms  what  prodigies  are  done  f 
Charms  draw  pale  Cynthia  from  her  silver  throne ; 
Charms  burst  the  bloated  snake,  and  Circe's  ^  guests 
By  mighty  magic  charms  were  changed  to  beasts. 
Bring  Daphnis  home,  bring  Daphnis  to  my  arms, 
O  bring  my  long-tost  love,  my  powerful  charms. 

Three  woollen  wreathes,  and  each  of  triple  dye^ 
Three  times  about  thy  image  I  apply. 
Then  thrice  I  bear  it  round  the  sacred  shrine  ; 
Uneven  numbers  please  the  powers  divine. 
Bring  Daphnis  home,  bring  Daphnis  to  my  arms, 
O  bring  my  long-lost  love,  my  powerful  charms. 

y  Haste,  let  three  cokmrs  with  three  knots  be  join'd. 
And  say,  "  Thy  fetters,  Venus,  thus  I  bind." 
Bring  Daphnis  home,  bring  Daphnis  to  my  aums, 
O  bring  my  long-lost  love,  my  powerful  charms. 

As  this  soft  clay  is.harden'd  by  the  flame. 
And  as  this  wax  is  softeo'd  by  the  same. 
My  love,  that  harden'd  Daphnis  to  disdain. 
Shall  soften  his  relenting  heart  again. 
Scatter  the  salted  com,  and  place  the  bajrs, 
Aod  with  fat  brimstOQe  light  the  sacred  blaze. 

3  Medea: 

*  This  seems  to  be  Virgil's  meaning.  The  transla- 
tor did  not  choose  to  preserve  the  conceit  on  the 
words  puer  and  mater  in  his  version  ;  as  this  (in 
liis  opinion)  would  have  rendered  the  pai.^ge  ob* 
scure  aud  unpleasmg  to  an  English  reader. 

*  See  Horn.  Odyss.  Lib.  X.     ^ 
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Baphnis  my  buntnf  passion  slights  with  scorOy 
And  Daphnts  in  this  blaltng  bay  i  burn. 
Bring  Dapbnis  home,  bring  Daphnis  to  my  arms, 
O  bring  my  long-lost  lore,  my  powerful  charms. 

As  when,  to  find  her  lore,  an  heifer  roams 
Through  trackless  groves,  and  solitary  glooms ; 
Sick  with  desire,  abaodon'd  to  her  woes. 
By  some  lone  stream  her  languid  limbs  she  throws ; 
There  in  deep  anguish  wastes  the  tedious  night. 
Nor  thoughts  of  home  her  late  return  invite : 
Thus  may  be  love,  and  thus  indulge  bis  pain. 
While  1  enhance  his  torments  with  disdain. 
Bring  Dapbnis  home,  bring  Dapbnis  to  my  arms, 
O  bring  my  long-lost  love,  my  powerful  charms. 

These  robes  beneath  the  threshold  here  I  leave. 
These  pledges  of  his  love,  O  £arth,  receive. 
Ye  dear  memorials  of  our  mutual  fire, 
.Of  you  my  faithless  Dapbnis  1  require. 
Bring  Daphnis  home,  bring  Dapbnis  to  my  arms, 
O  bring  my  long-lost  love,  my  powerful  charms. 
.  These  deadly  pOisons,  and  these  magic  weeds, 
Selected  from  the  store  which  Pontus  breec^s, 
Sage  Moeris  gave  me ;  oft  I  saw  him  prove 
llieir  sovereign  power ;  by  these,  along  the  grove 
A  prowling  wolf  the  dread  magician  roams ; 
Now  gliding  ghosts  from  the  profbundest  tombs 
Idspirf^  he  calls ;  the  rooted  com  he  wings. 
And  to  strange  fields  the  flying  harvest  brings. 
Bring  Daphnis  home,  bring  Daphnis  to  my  arms, 
O  bring  my  lorig-loft  love,  my  powerful  charms. 

These  asbes  from  the  altar  take  with  speed, 
And  treading  backwards  cast  them  o'er  your  head 
Into  the  running  stream,  nor  turn  your  eye. 
Yet  this  last  spell,  thoug)i  hopeless,  let  roe  try. 
But  nought  can  move  the  unrelenting  swain. 
And  spelb,  and  magic  verse,  and  guds  are  vain. 
Bring  Daphnis  home,  bring  Daphnis  to  my  arms, 
O  bring  my  long-lost  love,  my  powerful  charms. 

I>o,  while  I  linger,  with  spontaneous  fire 
The  ashes  redden,  and  the  flames  aspire ! 
Hay  this  new  prodigy  auspicious  prove  I 
What  fearful  hopes  my  beating  bosom  move! 
Hark,  does  not  Uylax  bark  I — ye  powers  supreme. 
Can  it  be  real,  or  do  lovers  dream  ! — 
He  comes,  my  Daphnis  comes;  forbear  my  charms; 
My  k>ve,  my  Daphnis  flies  to  bless  my  longing  arms. 


PASTORAL  IX  K 

LYCIDAS,    MOBEIi. 
LYCinAS. 

Go  yon  to  town,  my  friend  ?  this  beaten  way 
Conducts  OS  thither. 

MOBttS. 

Ah!  the  fatal  day 

>  This  and  the  first  eclogue  seem  to  have  been 
written  on  the  same  occasion.  The  time  is  a  btill 
cyening.  The  landscape  is  described,  at  the  97th 
line  of  this  translation.  On  one  side  of  the  high- 
way is  an  artificial  arbour,  where  Lycidas  invites 
Moeris  to  rest  a  little  from  the  fatigue  of  his  jour- 
ney :  and  at  a  considerable  distance  appears  a  se* 
pulchre  by  the  way-side,  where  the  ancient  sepul- 
chres were  commonly  erected. 

The 


The  unexpected  day  at  last  b  oome. 

When  a  rude  alien  drives  us  from  oor  honie. 

Hence,  hence,  ye  clowns,  th*  nsorper  thus 

To  me  you  must  resign  your  ancient  lands,  [maods^ 

Thus  helpless  and  fbrlom  we  yiM  to  fate ; 

And  our  rapacious  lord  to  mitigate 

This  brace  of  kids  a  present  I  design. 

Which  load  with  curses,  O  ye  powers  divine ! 

LTCIOAS. 

'Twas  said,  Menalcas  with  his  tuneful  strams  ^ 
Had  sav'd  the  grounds  of  all  the  neighbouring  swains. 
From  where  the  hill,  that  terminates  the  vale. 
In  easy  risings  first  begins  to  swell. 
Far  as  the  blasted  beech  that  mates  the  ricy. 
And  the  clear  stream  that  gently  murmurs  by. 
Mosais. 

Such  was  the  voice  of  hme ;  but  music*s  cbaniii» 
Amid  the  dreadful  chmg  of  warlike  arms. 
Avail  no  more,  than  the  Cbaonian  dove, 
When  down  the  sky  descends  the  bird  of  Jope. 
And  had  not  the  prophetic  raven  spoke 
His  dire  presages  from  the  hollow  oak. 
And  often  wam*d  me  to  avoid  debate. 
And  with  a  patient  mind  submit  to  fate. 
Ne'er  had  thy  Moeris  seen  this  faul  hour. 
And  that  melodious  swain  had  been  no  more. 

LYCTDAS. 

What  horrid  breast  such  impious  thoughts  cooM 
breed! 
What  barbarous  hand  could  make  Menalcas  bleed ! 
Could  every  tender  Muse  in  him  destroy^ 
And  from  the  shepherds  ravish  all  their  joy  ! 
For  who  but  he  the  lovely  nymphs  could  sing. 
Or  paint  the  vallies  with  the  purple  spring  ? 
Who  shade  the  fountains  from  the  glare  of  day  } 
Who  but  Menalcas  could  compose  the  lay. 
Which,  as  we  journeyed  to  my  love*s  abode, 
I  softly  sung  to  che^  the  lonely  road  ? 
**  Tityrus,  while  I  am  absent,  feed  the  flock  *, 
And,  having  fed,  conduct  them  to  the  brook, 
(The  way  is  short,  and  1  shall  soon  retom) 
But  shun  the  he-goat  with  the  batting  horn.*' 


The  critics  with  one  voice  seem  to  ooodemn  this 
eclogue  as  unworthy  of  its  author ;  1  knbw  not  liar 
what  good  reason.  The  many  beautiful  lines  scat* 
tered  through  it  would,  one  might  think,  be  no 
weak  recommendation.  But  it  is  by  no  means  to 
be  reckoned  a  loose  collection  of  incoherent  fra^ 
ments ;  its  principal  parts  are  all  strictly  connedled, 
and  refer  to  a  ceruin  end,  and  its  allusions  and 
images  are  wholly  suited  to  pastoral  life.  Its  sub- 
ject though  uncommon  is  not  improper ;  for  what 
is  more  natural,  than  that  two  shepherds,  when  oc- 
casionaUy  mentioning  the  good  qualities  of  their 
absent  friend,  particularly  his  poetical  talents, 
should  repeat  such  firagments  of  bis  songs  as  they 
reoollectod? 

s  These  lines,  which  Virgil  has  translated  lite- 
rally from  Theocritus,  may  be  supposed  to  be  a 
fragment  of  the  poem  mentioned  in  the  precedrog 
verses ;  or,  what  is  more  likely,  to  be  spoken  by 
Lycidas  to  his  servant ;  something  similar  to  which 
may  be  seen  Past.  5.  v.  20.  of  this  translation. — 
TIjC  original  is  here  remarkably  explicit,  even  to  a 
degree  of  afiectation.  This  the  translator  has  en- 
deavoured to  imitate. 
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VOIRtS. 

Or  ^ilio  coeM  teith  the  imperfect  lays 
SoBf  by  Meoalcas  to  his  Varus'  praise  ?. 
*^  If  ftjTtane'yet  shell  spare  the  Mantuan  swains. 
And  save  from  phinderiog  bands  our  peaceful  plains, 
^or  doom  us  sad  Cremona's  fate  to  share, 
<  For  ah  !  a  neighbour's  woe  excites  our  fear) 
Xben  bi^  as  Hearen  our  Varus'  fame  shall  rise. 
The  wartrfing  swans  shall  bear  it  to  the  skies." 

LTCIDAS* 

Oo  on  dear  swain,  these  pleasing  songs  pursue ; 
So  vamj  thy  bees  avoid  tb^  bitter  yew. 
So  may  rich  herds  thy  fruitful  fields  adorn, 
So  aiay  thy  cows  with  strutting  dugs  return. 
£Teo  1  with  poets  hare  obtained  a  name, 
Tbe  Bin^e  inbpires  me  with  poetic  flame  ; 
Th'  mpplaoding  shepherds  to  my  songs  attend. 
But  I  sospeot  my  skill,  though  they  commend. 
I  dare  not  hope  to  please  a  Cinna's  ear^ 
Or  sing  what  Varus  might  vouchsafe  to  hear. 
Harsh  are  tbe  sweetest  lays  that  I  can  bring. 
So  tcreaoM  a  goose  where  swans  melodious  sing. 

MOBItlS. 

This  I  am  pondering,  if  I  can  rehearse 
Tbe  lofty  numbers  of  that  labour'd  verse. 
"  Come  Tialatea,  leave  the  rolling  seas ; 
Can  mcged  rocks  and  heaving  surges  please  f 
Come,  taste  the  pleasures  of  our  sylvan  bowers, 
Our  balmy- breathing  gales,  and  fragrant  flowers. 
Sr^,  how  our  plains  rejoice  on  every  side,     [glide : 
How  cryOal    streams    through  blooming  vallies 
O  er  tbe  cool  grot  the  whitening  poplars  bend. 
And  clasptog  vines  their  grateful  umbrage  lend. 
Come,  beauteous  nymph,  forsake  the  briny  wave, 
Lood  oo  the  beach  let  tbe  wild  billows  rave." 

LTCIDAS. 

Or  what  yon  sung  one  evening  on  tbe  plain — 
Tbe  air,  but  not  tbe  words,  1  yet  retain. 

MOKIIS. 

"  Why  Daphnis,  dost  thou  calculate  the  skies. 
To  know  when  ancient  constellations  rise  ? 
to,  Cesar's  star  its  radiant  light  displays. 
And  oo  the  nations  sheds  propitious  rays. 
On  tbe  glad  bills  the  reddening  clusters  glow, 
And  smiling  plenty  decks  the  plains  below. 
Now  grafl*  thy  pears ;  the  star  of  Caesar  reigns. 
To  thy  remotest  race  the  fru|t  remains." 
7*be  rest  I  hare  forgut,  for  length  of  years 
Deadens  the  bense,  and  memory  impairs. 
All  things  in  time  submit  to  sad  decay ; 
Oft  have  we  sung  whole  summer  suns  away. 
These  \anish'd  joys  must  Moeris  now  deplore. 
His  voice  deligfau,  his  numbers  charm  no  more ; 
Him  have  the  wolves  beiield,  bewitcb'd  his  sung  ^, 
Bewitcb'd  to  silence  his  melodious  tongue. 
But  your  desire  Menalcas  can  fulfil. 
All  these,  and  more,  he  sings  with  matchless  skill. 

LTCIDAS. 

These  ihint  excoses  which  my  Moeris  frames 
Bui  heighten  my  desire. — And  now  the  streams 
In  slmnber-soothing  murmuri  softly  flow ; 
And  now  the  sighing  breeze  hath  ceas'd  to  blow. 

'  In  Italia  creditur  loporum  visus  ^sse  noxios ; 
voeemque  homini  quem  priores  contemplentur  adi- 
nere  ad  prxsens.  Flip.  N.  U.  Vlll.  22. 


Half  of  our  way  is  past,  for  I  descry 
Bianor  s  tomb  jurt  rising  to  the  eye  *• 
Here  in  this  leafy  arbour  ease  your  toil. 
Lay  down  your  kids,  and  let  us  shig  the  while : 
We  soon  shall  reach  the  town ;  or,  lest  a  ttorm 
Of  sudden  rain  the  evening-sky  deform, 
Be  yours  to  cheer  the  journey  with  a  song, 
Eas*d  of  your  load,  which  1  shall  bear  along. 

.  MOERIS. 

No  more,  my  friend ;  your  kind  entreaties  ipare. 
And  let  our  journey  be  our  present  care  ; 
Let  fate  restore  our  absent  friend  again. 
Then  gladly  1  resume  tbe  tnnefiil  strain. 


4  Bianor  is  said  to  have  founded  Mantua. 


Serviai, 


PJSTORALXK 


To  my  last  labour  lend  thy  sacred  aid^ 
O  Arethusa :  that  the  cruel  maid 
With  deep  remorse  may  read  the  moamfbl  iong^ 
For  UKKimful  lays  to  Oallus*  love  belong. 
(What  Muse  in  sympathy  will  not  bestow 
Some  tender  strains  to  sooth  my  Gal  Ins'  woe  ?) 
So  may  thy  waters  pure  of  briny  stain 
Traverse  the  waves  of  the  Sicilian  main. 
Sing  mournful  Muse,  of  OaNns*  luckless  love. 
While  the  goats  browse  along  tbe  cliflb  above. 
Nor  silent  is  the  waste  while  we  complain, 
Tbe  woods  return  the  kmg-resoonding  straiik 

Whither,  ye  Ibuntain-nymphs,  were  ye  withdrawn. 
To  what  lone  woodland,  or  wlmt  devioos  lawn. 
When  Gal  his' bosom  languish'd  with  the  fire 
Of  hopeless  love,  and  unallay'd  desire  ? 
For  neither  by  th'  Aonian  spring  you  stray'd,  [shade. 
Nor  roam'd  Parnassus'  heights,  nor  Pindns*  haUow'd 
Tbe  pines  of  Manalos  were  heard  to  mourn, 
And  sounds  of  woe  along  the  groves  were  born. 
And  sympathetic  tears  the  laurel  shed. 
And  humbler  shrubs  declined  their  droophig  bead. 
All  wept  his  fate,  when  to  despair  resign'd 
Beneath  a  desert-cliff  he  lay  reclin'd. 

>  The  scene  of  this  pastoral  is  very  accurately 
delineated.  We  behold  the  fbrlom  Gallus  stretched 
along  beneath  a  solitary  cliff,  his  flocks  standing 
round  him  at  some  distance.  A  group  of  deities  and 
swains  encircle  him,  each  of  whom  is  particularly 
described.  On  one  side  we  see  tbe  shepherds  #ith 
their  crooks;  next  to  them  the  neatherds, known 
by  the  clumsiness  of  their  appearance ;  and  next 
to  these  Menalcas  with  his  clothes  wet,  as  just  come 
from  beating  or  gathering  winter-mast.  On  the 
other  side  we  observe  Apollo  with  his  lisoal  insignia ; 
Sylvanus  crown'd  with  flowers  and  brandishing  in 
his  hand  the  long  lillies  and  flowering  fennel ;  and 
last  of  all  Pan,  the  god  of  shepherds,  known  by  his 
ruddy  smiling  countenance,  and  the  other  pecn* 
liarities  of  his  form. 

Gallus  was  a  Roman  of  very  considerable  rank, 
a  poet  of  no  small  estimation,  and  an  intimate 
friend  of  Virgil.  He  loved  to  distraction  one  Cy« 
theris  (here  called  Lycoris)  who  slighted  him,  and 
followed  Antony  into  Qanl. 
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I^yceus'  rocks  vere  bung  with  many  a  tea^r 

And  round  the  swaiq  bii  flocks  forlorn  appean 

Nor  scorn,  celestial  bard,  a  poet*8  name; 

Renown'd  Adonis  by  the  lonely  stream 

Tended  his  flock. — As  thus  he  lay  along,    [throng. 

The  swains  and  aukwaxd  neatherds  roond    hi|n 

Wet  from  the  winter-mast  Menalcas  came. 

All  asky  what  beauty  rais'd  the  fatal  flame. 

The  god  of  verse  vouchsafed  to  join  the  rest ; 

He  saidy  "  What  phrensy  thus  tormentB  thy  breast  ? 

While  she,  thy  darling,  thy  Lycoris,  scorns 

Thy  proffered  love,  and  for  another  bums. 

With  whom  o'er  winter-waste%she  wanders  far,[war." 

'Midst  camps,  and  clashing  arms,  and  boisterous 

Sylvanus  came  with  rural  garlands  crownM,  [round. 

Ajid  wav*d  the  lillies  long,  and  flowering  fennel 

Next  we  beheld  the  gay  Arcadian  god ; 

His  smiling  cheeks  with  bright  vermilion  glow'd. 

*'  For  ever  yilt  thou  heaVe  the  bursting  sigh  ? 

Is  love  regardful  of  the  weeping  eye  ? 

Love  is  not  ctoy'd  with  tears;  alas,  no  more 

Than  bees  luxurious  with  the  balmy  flow'r, 

Than  goats  with  foliage^  than  the  grassy  plain 

With  silver  rills  and  soft  refreshing  rain." 

Pan  spoke;  and  thus  the  youth  with  grief  opprest^ 

"  Arcadians,  hear,  O  hear  my  last  request ; 

O  jf,  tb  whom  the  sweetest  lays  belong, 

O  let  my  sorrows  on  your  hills  be  sung : 

If  your  soft  flutes  shall  celebrate  my  woes. 

How  will  my  bones  in  deepest  peace  repose  I 

Ah  had  I  been  with  you  a  country-awain. 

And  pruned  the  vine,  and  fed  the  bleating  train ; 

Had  Phyllis,  or  some  other  rural  feir. 

Or  black  Amyntas  been  my  darling  care ;       [seen 

(Beauteous  though  black;   what  lovelier  flower  is 

Than  the  dark  violet  on  the  pamted  green  ?) 

These  in  the  bower  had  yielded  all  their  charms, 

And  sunk  with  mutual  raptures  in  my  arms : 

Phyllis  had  crowned  my  head  with  garlands  gay, 

Amyntas  sung  the  pleasing  hours  away. 

Here,  O  Lycoris,  purls  the  limpid  spring, 

Bloom  all  the  meads,  and  all  the  woodlands  sing; 

Here  let  me  press  thee  to  my  panting  breast. 

Till  youth,  and  joy,  and  life  itself  be  past. 

BanisbM  by  love  o*er  hostile  lands  I  stray, 

And  mingle  in  the  battle's  dread  array ; 

Whilst  thou,  relentless  to  my  constant  flame, 

(Ah  could  1  disbelieve  the  voice  of  fame  !} 

Far  from  thy  home,  unaided  and  forlorn. 

Far  from  thy  love,  thy  faithful  love,  art  bom. 

On  the  bleak  Alps  with  chilling  blasts  to  pine. 

Or  wander  waste  along  the  frozen  Rhine. 

Ye  icy  paths,  O  spare  her  tender  form  ! 

0  spare  those  heavenly  charms,  thou  wintry  storm  ? 
**  Hence  let  me  hasten  to  some  desert-grove. 

And  soothe  with  songs  ray  long-unanswered  love> 

1  go,  in  some  lone  wilderness  to  suit 
Eubcean  lays  to  my  Sicilian  flute. 
Better  with  beasts  of  prey  to  make  abode 
In  the  deep  cavern,  or  the  darksome  wood ; 
And  carve  on  trees  the  story  of  my  woe. 
Which  with  the  growing  baxk  shall  ever  grow. 
Meanwhile  with  woodland-nymphs,  a  lovely  throng, 
The  winding  groves  of  Msnalus  along         ^ 

I  roam  at  large ;  or  chace  the  foaming  boar ; 
Or  with  sagacious  hounds  the  wilds  explore, 
Careless  of  cold.     And  ilow  methinks  I  bound 
O'er  rocks  and  clifls,  and  bear  the  woods  resound ; 


And  now  with  beating-heart  I  leem  to  wing 
The  Cretan  arrow  from  thel^arthian  string- 
As  if  I  thus  my  phrensy  could  forego, 
As  if  k>ve's  god  could  melt  at  human  woe. 
Alas  !  nor  nymphs  nor  heavenly  songs  delight — 
Farewell,  ye  groves !  the  groves  no  more  invite. 
No  paioi,  no  miseries  of  man  can  move 
The  unrelenting  deity  of  love. 
To  quench  your  thirst  in  Hebms*  frozen  flood. 
To  make  the  Scythian  snows  your  drear  abode  ^ 
Or  feed  your  flock  on  Ethiopian  plains, 
Wh^  Sirius*  fiery  constellation  reigns, 
(When  deep-imbrown'd  the  languid  herbage  lies. 
And  in  the  elm  the  vivid  verdure  dies) 
Were  all  in  vain.    Love's  unresisted  sway 
Extends  to  all,  and  we  must  love  obey.^* 

'TIS  done ;  ye  ^^ne,  here  ends  your  poet's  stnin 
In  pity  sung  to  soothe  his  Callus*  pain. 
While  leaning  on  a  flowery  bank  I  twine 
The  flexile  osiers,  and  the  basket  join. 
Celestial  Nine,  your  sacred  influence  bring. 
And  soothe  my  Callus'  sorrows  while  I  sing: 
Oallus,  9iy  much  belov'd  !  for  whom  I  feel 
The  flame  of  purest  friendship  risrag  still : 
So  by  a  brook  the  verdant  alders  rise. 
When  fostering  zephyrs  fan  the  vernal  skies. 

Let  us  be  gone :  at  eve,  the  shade  annoys 
With  noxious  damps,  and  hurts  the  singer's  voice. 
The  juniper  breathes  bitter  vapours  round. 
That  kill  Uie  springing  com,  and  blast  the  ground. 
Homeward,  my  sated  goats,  now  let  us  hie; 
Lo  beamy  Hesper  gilds  the  western  sky. 


THE 

MINSTREL: 

OR, 

THE  PROGRESS  OF  GENIUS. 

FKEFACB. 

Tbi  design  was,  to  trace  the  progress  of  a  poetical 
genius,  bora  in  a  rude  age,  from  the  6r8t  dawning 
of  fancy  and  reason,  till  that  period  at  which  be 
may  be  supposed  capable  of  appearing  in  the  worid 
as  a  Minstrel,  that  is,  as  an  itinerant  poet  and  mu- 
sician ; — a  character  which,  according  to  the  no- 
tions of  our  fore-fifitherB,  was  nqt  only  respectable, 
but  sacred. 

I  have  endeavoured  to  imitate  Spenser  in  the 
measure  of  his  verse,  and  in  the  harmony,  simpli- 
city, and  variety  of  his  composition.  Antique  ex- 
presskms  I  have  avoided;  admitting,  however, 
some  6ld 'words,  where  they  seemed  to  suit  the 
subject :  but  I  hope  none  will  be  found  that  arc 
now  obsolete,  or  in  any  degree  not  intelligible  to  a 
reader  of  English  poetry. 

To  those,  who  may  be  disposed  to  ask,  what 
could  induce  me  to  write  in  so  difllcult  a  measure, 
I  can  only  answer,  that  it  pleases  my  ear,  and 
seems,  from  its  gothic  stracture  and  original,  to 
bear  some  relation  to  the  subject  and  spint  of  the 
poetn.  It  admits  both  simplicity  and  magnificence, 
of  sound  and  of  language,  beyond  any  other  stanza 
that  I  am  acquainted  with.  It  allows  the  scnten- 
tiousness  of  the  couplet^  as  well  as  the  more  corn- 
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•plct  modalatkHi  of  blank  verse.  What  some  critics 
liavc  remarked,  of  iU  anilbrmity  growing  at  last 
tiresome  to  the  ear,  will  be  found  to  bold  trae,  only 
when  the  poetry  is  faulty  in  other  respects. 


,  BOOK   I.  , 

As  !  who  can  tell  bow  hard  it  is  to  climb 

The  steep  where  Fame's  proud  temple  shines  afar; 

Ah !  who  can  tell  how  many  a  soul  sublime 

Has  fclt  the  influence  of  malignant  star. 

And  waged  with  Fortune  an  eternal  war ; 

CbedL'd  by  the  scoff  of  Pride,  by  Envy's  frown. 

And  Poverty's  unconquerable  bar, 

In  life's  low  vale  remote  has  pined  alon^, 

Thco  drqpt  into  the  grave,  nnpitied  and  unknown  I 

And  yet  the  langiKMr  of  inglorions  days. 

Not  equally  oppressive  is  to  all ; 

Him,  who  ne^er  listen'd  to  the  voice  of  praise. 

The  silence  of  neglect  can  ne'er  appal. 

There  are,  who,  deaf  to  mad  Ambition's  call. 

Would  shrink  to  hear  th'  obstreperous  trump  of 

Fame; 
Supremely  blest,  if  to  their  portion  fall 
Health,  competence,  and  peace.    Nor  higher  aim 
Had  he,  whose  simple  tale  these  artless  lines  pro- 
claim. 

The  rolls  of  fiune  I  will  not  now  explore ; 
Nor  need  I  here  describe,  in  learned  lay. 
Haw  forth  the  Minstrel  far'd  in  days  of  yore, 
Right  ^ad  of  heart,  though  homely  in  array ; 
His  waving  locks  and  beard  all  hoary  grey : 
While  from  his  bending  shoulder,  decent  hung 
His  harp,  the  sole  companion  of  his  way. 
Which  to  the  whistling  wild  responsive  run? : 
And  ever  as  he  went  some  merry  lay  he  sung. 

Fret  not  thyself,  thon  glittering  child  of  pride. 
That  a  poor  villager  inspires  my  strain ; 
With  thee  let  Pageantry  and  Power  abide : 
The  gentle  Mos^  haunt  the  sylvan  reign ; 
Where  through  wild  groves  at  eve  the  lonely  swam 
Enraptured  roams,  to  gaze  on  Nature's  charms. 
They  hate  the  sensuaVand  scorn  the  vain, 
The  parasite  their  influence  never  warms. 
Nor  him  whose  sordid  soul  the  love  of  gok)  alarms. 

Though  richest  hues  the  peacock's  plumes  adorn. 
Yet  honrour  screams  from  his  discordant  throat* 
Rise,  sons  of  harmony,  and  hail  the  morn. 
While  warbling  larks  on  russet  pinions  float : 
Or  seek  at  noon  the  woodland  scene  remote. 
Where  the  grey  linnets  carol  from  the  bill 
O  let  them  ne'er,  with  artificial  note, 
To  please  a  tyrant,  strain  the  little  bill. 
Bat  sing  what  Heaven  inspires,  and  wander  where 
they  will. 

Liberal,  not  lavish,  is  kind  Nature's  band ; 

Nor  was  perfection  made  for  man  below. 

Yet  all  her  schemes  with  nicest  art  are  plann'd. 

Good  counteracting  ill,  and  gladness  woe. 

With  gold  and  gems  if  Chilian  mountains  glow  ; 

If  Ueak  and  barren  Scotia's  hills  arise  j; 

There  plague  and  poison,  lust  and  rapine  grow ; 

Here  peaceful  are  the  vales,  and  pure  th«  skies, 

Aad  freedom  fires  the  soul,  and  sparkles  in  thaeyes. 


Then  grieve  not,  thou,  to  whom  th'  indulgent  Muse 

Vouchsafes  a  portion  of  celestial  fire : 

I^iTor  blame  the  partial  Fates,  if  they  refuse 

Th'  imperial  bamjuet,  and  the  rich  attire. 

Knew  thine  own  worth,  and  reverence  the  lyre. 

Wilt  thou  debase  the  heart  which  Hod  refin'd  } 

No ;  let  thy  heaven-taught  soul  to  Heaven  aspire. 

To  fancy,  freedom,  harmony,  resigned  ; 

Ambition's  groveling  crew  for  ever  left  behind. 

Canst  thou  forego  the  pure  etiiereal  soul 

In  each  fine  sense  so  exquisitely  keen. 

On  the  dull  couch  of  Luxury  to  loll. 

Stung  with  disease,  and  stupefied  with  spleen  ; 

Fain  to  implore  the  ^id  of  Flattery's  screen, 

Even  from  thyself  thy  loathsome  heart  to  hide, 

(The  mansion  then  no  more  of  joy  serene). 

Where  fear,  distrust,  malevolence,  abide, 

And  impotent  desire,  and  disappointed  pride  ? 

O  how  canst  thou  renounce  the  boundless  store 

Of  charms  which  Nature  to  her  votary  yields  I 

The  warbling  woodland,  the  resounding  shore. 

The  pomp  of  groves,  and  garniture  of  fields ; 

All  that  the  genial  ray  of  morning  gilds. 

And  all  that  echoes  to  the  song  of  even, 

All  that  the  mountain's  sheltering  bosom  shields. 

And  all  the  dread  magnificence  of  Heav^, 

O  how  canst  thou  renounce,  and  hope  to  be  forgiven  ^ 

These  charms  shall  work  thy  soul's  etemathealth. 

And  love,  and  gentleness,  and  joy,  impart. 

But  these  thou  must  renounce,  if  lust  of  wealth 

E'er  win  it's  way  to  thy  corrupted  heart : 

For  ah!  it  poisons  like  a  scorpion^  dart ; 

Prompting  th'  ungenerous  wish,  the  selfish  scheme. 

The  stern  resolve  unmov'd  by  pity's  smart, 

The  troublous  day,  and  long  distressful  dream. 

Return  my  roving  Muse,resume  thy  purposed  theme. 

There  lived  in  Gothic  days,  as  legends  tell, 

A  shepherd-swain,  a  man  of  low  degree ; 

Whose  sires,  perchance,  in  Faryland  might  dwell, 

Sicilian  groves,  or  vales  of  Arcady ; 

But  he,  I  ween,  was  of  the  north  countrie  ^ ; 

A  nation  fam*d  for  song,  and  beauty's  charms ; 

Zealous,  yet  modest ;  innocent,  though  free ; 

Patient  of  toil ;  serene  amidst  alarms ; 

Inflexible  in  faith ;  invincible  in  arms. 

The  shepherd-swain  of  whom  I  mention  made. 

On  Scotia's  mountains  fed  his  liUle  flock ; 

The  sickle,  scythe^  or  plough,  he  never  sway*d ; 

An  honest  heart  was  almost  all  his  stock ; 

His  drink  the  living  water  from  the  rook : 

The  milky  dams  supplied  his  board,  and  lent 

Their  kindly  fleece  to  baffle  winter's  shock ; 

And  he,  though  oft  with  dust  and  sweat  besprent. 

Did  guide  and  guard  their  wanderings,  wheresoe'er 

they  went 
Frosa  labour   health,  from   health   contentment 

springs : 
Cbntentment  opes  the  source  of  every  joy. 
He  envied  not,  he  never  thought  of,  kings ; 
Nor  from  those  appetites  sustained  annoy, 

>  There  is  hardly  an  ancient  ballad,  or  romance, 
wherein  a  Minstrel  or  a  Harper  appears,  but  he  is 
characterised,  by  way  of  eminence,  to  have  been 
"  of  the  north  countrie."  It  is  probable,  that  un- 
der this  appellation  were  formerly  comprehended 
all  the  provinces  to  the  north  of  the  Trent."  See 
Percy's  Essay  on  the  English  Minstrels. 
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That  chance  may  fnittrate,  or  indalgence  doy : 
Nor  Fate  his  calm  and  homble  hopes  beguiled  ; 
He  mourned  no  recreant  friend,  nor  mistress  coy* 
For  on  his  tows  the  blaroeless  Phcebe  smiled. 
And  ber^kme  be  loved,  and  loved  her  from  a  child. 

No  jealousy  their  dawn  of  love  o*ercast. 

Nor  blasted  were  their  wedded  days  with  strife ; 

Each  season  look'd  delightful  as  it  past/ 

To  the  fond  husband,  and  the  faithful  wife. 

Beyond  the  lowly  vale  of  shepherd  life 

They  never  roamM  ;  secure  beneath  the  storm 

Which  in  Ambition's  lofty  land  is  rifie, 

Where  peace  and  love  are  cankered  by  the  worm 

Of  pride,  each  bud  of  joy  rodustribus  to  deform. 

The  wisrht,  whose  tale  these  artless  lines  unfold. 
Was  ail  the  offspring  of  this  humble  pair : 
His  birth  no  oracle  or  seer  foretold ; 
No  prodip^y  appearM  in  earth  or  air, 
Nor  aught  that  might  a  strange  event  declare. 
You  guess  each  drcumstance  of  Edwin's  birth ; 
The  parent's  transport,  and  the  parent's  care ; 
The  gossip's  prayer  for  wealth,  and  wit,  and  worth ; 
And  one  long  summer-day  of  indolence  and  mirth. 

And  yet  poor  Edwin  was  no  vulgar  boy, 
Beep  thcMight  oft  seem'd  to  fix  his  infont  eye. 
Dainties  he  heeded  not,  nor  gaude,  nor  toy. 
Save  one  short  pipe  of  rudest  minstrelsy  : 
Silent  when  glad ;  affectionate,  though  shy ; , 
And  now  his  look  was  most  demurely  sad ; 
And  now  he  langh'd  aloud,  yet  none  knew  why. 
The  neighbours  star'd  and  sigh'd,  yet  bless'd  the  Ud : 
jSomedi^m'd  him  wondrous  wise,  and  some  be- 
lieved him  mad. 

But  why  should  I  his  childish  feats  display  ? 
Concourse,  and  noise,  and  toil,  he  ever  fled  ; 
Nor  cared  to  mingle  in  the  clamorous  fray 
Of  squabbling  imps ;  but  to  the  forest  sped, 
Or  roam'd  at  large  the  lonely  mountain's  head. 
Or,  where  the  maze  of  some  bewilder'd  stream 
To  deep  untrodden  groves  his  footsteps  led,     .      ^ 
There  would  he  wander  wild,  till  Phcebus'  beam. 
Shot  from  the  western  difi^  released  Ihe  weary 

team. 
Th'  exploit  of  strength,  dexterity,  or  speed. 
To  him  nor  vanity  nor  joy  could  brinf?. 
His  heart,  from  cruel  sport  estranged,  would  bleed 
To  work  the  woe  of  any  living' thmg, 
By  trap,  or  net ;  by  arrow,  or  by  sling ; 
These  he  detest^  ;  those  he  scoro'd  to  wield  : 
He  wish'd  to  be  the  guardian,  not  the  king. 
Tyrant  fkr  less,  or  traitor  of  the  field. 
And  sure  the  sylvan  reign  unbloody  joy  might  yield. 

Lo !  where  the  stripling,  wrapt  in  wonder,  roves 
Beneath  the  precipice  o'erhung  with  pine  j 
And  sees,  on  high,  amidst  th'  enciroling  groves, 
From  cliff  to  cliff  the  foaming  torrents  shine : 
While  waters,  woods,  and  winds,  in  concert  join. 
And  Echo  swells  the  chorus  to  the  skies. 
Would  Edwin  this  mi^estic  scene  resign 
For  aught  the  huntsman's  puny  craft  supplies  ? 
Ah  !  no :    he  better  knows  great  Nature's  charms 

to  prize. 
And  oft  he  traced  the  uplands,  to  survey. 
When  o'er  the  sky  advanced  the  kindling  dawn, 
The  crimson  cloud,  blue  main,  and  mount/im  grey. 
And  lake,  dim-gleaming  on  the  imoky  lawn : 


Far  to  the  west  the  long  long  vale  withdrtWBp 
Where  twilight  loves  to  linger  for  a  while ; 
And  now  he  &intly  kens  the  bounding /awo. 
And  villager  abroad  at  early  toiL 
But  lo !    the  Sun  appears  1    and  heaven,   eaitii, 
.    ocean,  smile. 

And  oft  the  craggy  cliff  he  loved  to  climb. 
When  all  in  mist  the  world  below  was  loeL      * 
What  dre«idful  pleasure !  there  to  stand  sublime. 
Like  shipwreck'd  mariner  on  desert  coast. 
And  view  th*  enormous  waste  of  vapour,  tost 
In  billows,  lengthening  to  th'  horizon  round. 
Now  scoop  d  in  gulf:<,  with  mountains  now  embosr'd! 
And  hear  the  voice  of  mirth  and  song  relwaod. 
Flocks,  herds,  and  waterfalb,  along  the  boar  pio- 
found ! 

In  truth  he  was  a  strattge  and  wa3rward  wight. 
Food  of  each  gentle,  and  each  dreadful  fcene. 
In  darkness,  and  in  storm,  he  found  delight : 
Nor  less,  than  when  on  ocean-wave  serene 
The  southern  Sun  diffused  his  dazzling  sbeoe  *• 
Even  sad  vicissitude  amused  his  soul : 
And  if  a  sigh  would  sometimes  intervene. 
And  down  hb  cheek  a  tear  of  pity  roll, 
A  sigh,  a  tear,  ao  fweet,  he  wish'd  not  to  oontroL 

"  O  ye  wild  groves,  O  where  is  now  your  bloom  !** 
(The  Muse  interprets  thus  his  tender  thought) 
<*  Your  flowers,  your  verdure,  and  your  balmy 

gloom. 
Of  late  so  grateful  in  the  hour  of  dr  ught ! 
Why  do  the  birds,  that  song  and  rapture  broagfat 
To  all  your  bowers,  their  mansions  now  forsake  ? 
Ah  !  why  has  fickle  chance  this  ruin  wrought  > 
For  now  the  storm  howls  mournful  thro*  the  brake. 
And  the  dead  foliage  flies  in  many  a  shapele 


**  Where  now  the  rill,  melodioUs.  pure,  and  cool. 
And    meads,  with   life,   and  mirth,  and  beauty 

crown'd ! 
Ah  I  see,  th'  unsightly  slime,  and  sluggish  pool. 
Have  all  the  solitary  vale  embrown'd  i 
Fled  each  fair  form,  and  mute  each  onelting  sound. 
The  raven  croaks  forlorn  on  naked  ypray  : 
And  hark  !  the  river,  bursting  every  mound, 
Down  the  vale  thunders,  and  with  wasteful  sway 
Uproots  the  grove,  and  rolls  the  shattered  rocks 

away. 

"  Yet  such  the  destiny  of  all  on  Earth : 

So  flourishes  and  fodes  majestic  Man. 

Fair  is  the  bud  his  vernal  morn  brings  forth. 

And  fostering  gales  a  while  the  nursling  fan. 

O  smile,  ye  Heavens,  serene ;  ye  mildews  wan. 

Ye  blighting  whirlwinds,  spare  his  balmy  prime. 

Nor  lessen  of  his  life  the  little  span. 

Dome  on  the  swift,  though  silent,  wings  of  Time, 

Old  age  comes  on  apace  to  ravage  all  the  clime. 

"  And  be  it  sa    Let  those  deplore  their  doom. 
Whose  hope  still  grovels  in  this,  dark  sojourn : 
But  lof^y  souls,  who  look  beyond  the  tomb. 
Can  smile  at  Fate,  and-  wonder  how  they  mourti. 
Shall  Spring  to  these  sad  scenes  nt  more  return  } 
Is  yonder  wave  the  Sun's  eternal  bed  ? 
Soon  shall  the  orient  with  new  lustre  bum. 
And  Spring  shall  soon  her  vital  influence  shed. 
Again  attuuQ  the  g^ve,  again  adorn  the  mead. 

*  Brightness,  splendour.     The  word  »  used  by 
some  late  writers,  as  well  as  by  Miltoo. 
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«  Shall  I  be  left  forgotten  in  tbe  dost. 

When  Fate,  releotiDg^,  leii  tbe  flower  rerive  ? 

Shall  Nature's  voice,  to  man  alone  onjost. 

Bid  him,  tboagb  doomed  to  perish,  hope  to  live  ? 

Is  it  ibr  this  fair  Virtoe  oft  must  strive 

With  di^ppointment,  pennry,  and  pain  ?  - 

No:  Heaven's  immortal  springs  shall  yet  arrive. 

And  man's  majestic  beauty  bloom  again, 

Bright  tbro'  tb'  eternal  year  of  Love's  triumphant 

reign." 
lliis  truth  mblimc  his  simple  sire  had  taught. 
In  looth,  twas  almost  all  the  shepherd  knew. 
Ko  subtile  nor  superfluous  lore  he  sought, 
Kor  ever  wish'd  his  Bdwin  to  pursue. 
"  Let  man's  own  sphere"  said  he  '*  confine  bis  view. 
Be  man's  peculiar  work  his  sole  delight." 
And  much,  and  oft.  he  warn*d  him,  to  eschew 
Fsbebood  and  guile,  and  aye  maintain  the  right. 
By  pleasure  uiueduc*d,  unaw'd  by  lawless  might. 
"  And,  from  the  prayer  of  Want,  and  plaint  of  Woe, 
0  never,  never  turn  away  thine  ear  I 
Foriom,  in  this  bleak  wilderness  below, 
Ah !  what  were  man,  should  Heaven  refuse  to  hear ! 
To  others  do  (the  law  is  not  severe) 
What  to  thjrself  thou  wishest  to  be  done. 
Forgive  thy  foes ;  and  love  thy  parents  dear. 
And  friends,  and  native  land ;  nor  those  alone ; 
iU  haman  weal  and  woe  learn  thou  to  make  thine 

own." 

Sec,  in  the  rear  of  tbe  warm  sunny  sbower 

Tbe  visionary  boy  from  shelter  fly  j 

F^  DOW  the  storm  of  summer-rain  is  o'er. 

And  cool,  aiid  fresh,  and  fragrant  is  the  sky. 

And,  lo !  in  the  dark  east,  expanded  high, 

The  rainbow  brightens  to  the  setting  Sun  ! 

Food  fool,  that  deem'st  the  streaming  glory  nigh. 

How  vain  the  chace  thine  ardour  has  begun  ! 

Tu  fled  afiir,>ere  half  thy  purpos'd  race  be  run.  , 

Yet  oonldst  thou  learn,  that  thus  it  fares  with  age, 
When  pleasure,  wealth,  or  power,  the  bosom  warm, 
lliis  baffled  hope  might  tame  thy  manhood's  rage. 
And  disappointment  of  her  sting  disarm. 
B«t  why  should  foresight  thy  fond  heart  alarm  ? 
I*erijb  the  lore  that  deadens  young  desire ; 
^isae,  poor  imp,  th'  imaginary  charm, 
Indalge  gay  hope,  and  fancy's  pleasing  fire  : 
Psocy  and  hope  too  soon  shall  of  themselves  ex- 
pire. 

^*l>en  the  long  sounding  curfew  from  afar 
^^•ded  with  loud  lament  the  lonely  gale, 
Young  Edwin,  lighted  by  the  evening  star, 
lingering  and  listening,  wander'd  down  the  vale. 
There  would  he  dream  of  graves,  and  corses  pale ; 
And  gho&ts  that  to  the  charnel-dungeon  thronir, 
^  drag  a  length  o/  clanking  chain,  and  wail, 
«JI  silenced  by  the  owl's  terrific  song,  [along. 

Or  blast  that  shrieks  by  fits  the  shuddering  isles 

Or,  when  the  setting  Moon,  in  crimson  dyed. 
Hung  o'er  the  dark  and  melancholy  deep, 
^haunted  stream,  remote  fipom  man,  he  hied, 
^oere  fayt  of  yore  their  revels  wont  to  keep  ; 
And  there  let  Fancy  rove  at  large,  till  sleep 
A  riiion  brought  to  his  entranced  sight. 
And  first,  a  wildly  murmuring  wind  'gan  creep 
Jjnil  to  his  ringing  ear ;  then  Upers  bright. 
With  instantaneous  gteam«  illumed  the  vault  of 
night 


Anon  in  view  a  portal's  blazoned  arch 
Arose ;  tbe  trumpet  bids  the  wives  unfold  ; 
And  forth  an  host  of  little  warriors  march. 
Grasping  tbe  diamond  lance,  and  targe  of  gold. 
Their  look  was  gentle,  their  demeanor  bold. 
And  green  their  helms,  and  green  their  silk  attire; 
And  here  and  there,  right  venerably  old, 
Tbe  long-rob'd  minstrels  wake  the  warbling  wire. 
And  some  with  mellow  breath  the  martial  pipe  ia« 
sphrie. 

With  merriment,  and  song,  and  timbrels  clear, 
A  troop  of  dames  from  myrtle  bowers  advance  ; 
The  little  warriors  doff  the  targe  and  spear. 
And  loud  enlivening  strains  provoike  the  dance. 
They  meet,  they  dart  away,  they  wheel  askance; 
To  right,  to  left,  they  thrid  the  flying  maze ; 
Now  bound  aloft  with  vigorous  spring,  then  glance 
Rapid  along :  with  many-colour'd  rajrs 
Of  tapers,  gems,' and  gold,  the  echoing  forests  blaze. 

The  dream  is  fled.     Proud  harbinger  of  day. 
Who  scar'd'st  the  vision  with  thy  clarion  shrill. 
Fell  chanticleer  !  who  oft  hath  reft  away 
My  fiucied  good,  and  brought  substantial  ill ! 
O  to  thy  cursed  scream,  discordant  still. 
Let  harmony  aye  shut  her  gentle  ear  : 
Thy  boastful  mirth  let  jealous  rivals  spill. 
Insult  thy  crest,  and  glossy  pinions  tear. 
And  ever  in  thy  dreams  the  ruthless  fox  appear. 

Forbear,  my  Muse.    Let  Love  attune  thy  line. 
Revoke  the  spell.     Thine  Edwin  frets  not  so. 
For  how  should  be  at  wicked  chance  repine. 
Who  feels  from  every  change  amusement  flow  ! 
Even  now  his  ejces  with  smiles  of  rapture  glow. 
As  on  he  wanders  through  tbe  scenes  of  mom^ 
Where  the  fresh  flowers  in  living  lustre  blow. 
Where  tbousaml  pearls,  the  dewy  lawns  adorn, 
A  thousand  notes  of  joy  in  every  breeze  are  borne. 

But  who  the  melodies  of  mom  can  tell  ? 

The  wild  brook  babbling  down  the  mountain  side  ; 

The  lowing  herd  ;  the  sheepfold's  simple  bell  \ 

The  pipe  of  eariy  shepherd  dim  descried 

In  the  lone  valley  •  echoing  far  and  wide 

The  clamorous  horn  along  tbe  cliffs  above; 

The  hollow  murmur  of  the  ocean-tide ; 

The  hum  of  bees,  the  linnet's  lay  of  love. 

And  the  full  choir  that  wakes  the  universal  grove. 

The  cottage-curs  at  early  pilgrim  bark  j 
Crown'd  with  her  pail  the  tripping  milkmaid  sings; 
The  whistling  ploughman  stalks  afield ;  and,  ha^  ! 
Down  tlie  rough  slope  the  ponderous  waggon  ringv  ; 
Through  rustling  com  the  hare  astonish'd  springs  ; 
Slow  tolls  the  village-clock  the  drowsy  hour; 
The  partridge  bursts  away  on  whirring  wings  ; 
Deep  mourns  the  turtle  in  sequester'd  bower. 
And  shrill  lark  carols  clear  ftom  her  aerial  tour. 

O  Nature,  how  in  every  charm  supreme ! 

Whose  votaries  feast  on  raptures  ever  new  I 

O  for  the  voice  and  fire  of  seraphim, 

To  sing  thy  glories  with  devotion  due  1 

Blest  be  the  day  1  'scaped  tbe  wrangling  crew, 

From  Pyrrho's  maze,  and  Epicurus'  sty ; 

And  held  high  converse  with  the  godlike  few. 

Who  to  th'  enraptur'd  heart,  and  ear,  and  eye. 

Teach  beauty,  virtue,  troth,  and  love,  and  melody. 
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Hence !  ye,  who  snare  and  stupefy  the  mind, 
Sophiftf ,  of  beauty,  Tiitue,  joy,  the  bane  ! 
Greedy  and  fell,  though  impotent  and  blind. 
Who  spread  your  filthy  nets  in  Truth's  fiur  fuie, 
And  erer  ply  your  venom'cl  fangs  amain ! 
Hence  to  dark  Error's  den,  whose  rankling  slime 
Pirst  gave  you  form !  Hence !  lest  the  Muse  should 

deign, 
(Though  loth  on  theme  so  mean  to  waste  a  rhyme), 
With  vengeance  to  pursue  your  sacrilegious  crime. 

But  hail,  ye  mighty  masters  of  the  lay, 
Nature's  true  sons,  the  friends  of  man  and  truth  ! 
Whose  song,  sublimely  sweet,  serenely  gay, 
Amns'd  my  childhood,  and  inform'd  my  youth. 
O  let  your  spirit  still  my  bosom  soothe. 
Inspire  my  dreams,  and  my  wild  wanderings  guide : 
Yoar  voice  each  rugged  path  of  life  can  smoothe. 
For  well  I  know  where-ever  ye  reside, 
TThere  harmony,  and  peace,  and  innocence  abide. 

Ah  me !  neglected  on  the  lonesome  pliun/ 
As  y^  poor  Edwin  never  knew  your  lore. 
Save  when  agahist  the  wintei^  drenching  rain. 
And  driving  snow,  the  cottage  shut  the  doOr. 
T^en,  as  instructed  by  tradition  boar. 
Her  legend  when  the  beldame  'gan  impart. 
Or  chant  the  old  heroic  ditty  o'er, 
Wonder  and  joy  ran  tfaritlhig  to  his  heart ; 
Miicfa  he  the  taleadmh^d,  but  more  the  tuneful  art. 

Various  and  strange  was  the  long-winded  tale ; 
And  halls,  and  knights,  and  feats  of  arms,  display 'd^ 
Or  merry  swaiiis,  who  quaflf  the  nut-brown  ale. 
And  sing  enamour'd  of  the  nut-brown  roaid ; 
The  moon-light  revel  of  the  fairy  glade ; 
Or  hags,  that  suckle  an  infernal  brood. 
And  ply  in  caves  th'  unutterable  trade  \ 
'Midst  fiends  and  spectres,  quench  the  Moon  in 
blood,  [flood. 

Yell  in  the  midnight  storm,  or  ride  th'  infuriate 

But  when  to  horroor  his  amazement  rose,. 

A  gentler  strain  the  beldame  woald  rehearso, 

A  tale  of  rural  life,  a  tale  of  woes. 

The  orphan-babes,  and  guardian  uncle,  fierc^. 

O  cruel !  will  no  pang  olf  pity  pierce 

That  heart,  by  lust  of  lucre  sear'd  to  stone } 

For  sure,  if  aught  of  virtue  last,  or  verse. 

To  latest  times  shall  tender  souls  bemoan 

Those  hopeless  orphan  babes  by  thy  fell  arts  imdone. 

Behold,  with  berries  smear'd,  with  brambles  torn  ** 
The  babes  now  famish'd  lay  them  down  to  die : 
Amidst  the  howl  of  darksome  woods  forlorn. 
Folded  in  one  another*8  arms  they  lie; 
Nor  friend,  nor  stranger,  bears  their  dying  cry : 
*<  For  from  the  town  the  man  returns  no  morf." 
But  thou,  who  Heaven's  just  vengeance  dar^st  defy, 
This  deed  with  fruitless  tears  shalt  soon  deplore, 
When  Death  lays  waste  thy  bouse,  and  flames  con- 
sume (by  store. 

3  Allusion  to  Shakespeare. 

Macbeih,  How  now,  ye  secret,  black,  and  midnight 
hags. 
What  is  't  yc  do  ?  . 
Witches*    A  deed  without  a  name. 

.  Macbeth,  Act  4.  Scene  1. 

4  See  the  fine  eld  ballad  called.  The  Children 
in  the  Wood. 


A  stifled  smile  of  stem  vindictive  joy 
Brightaa'd  one  moment  Edwin^  staitinr  4eMV 
"  But  why  ahoidd  gotdinao's  feeble  wna^  deny. 
And  ionoceroe  Urns  die  by  doom  secere  ?** 
O  Edwin  i  while  thy  heart  is  yet  siaoera, 
Th'  assauks  of  discontient^and  doubt  repel: 
Dark  even  ai  noonlide  is  our  mortal  spliOTr; 
But  let  us  hope ;  to  doubt  is  to  nM  ; 
Let  us  axult  in  faope^  that  all  shall  yet  be  veil« 

Nor  be  thy  generous  indignation  check'd. 
Nor  check'd  the  tender  tear  to  Mfeery  g^v«i ; 
From  Goilt^  cootagioas  power  shall  that  prolec!, 
This  soften  and  refine  the  sonl  for  Heaven. 
But  dreadful  h  their  doom,  whom  doubt  has  drivcB 
To  oensure  Fkte,  and  pioos  Hope  forego: 
Like  yonder  blamed  boughs  by  lightning  riven. 
Perfection,  beauty,  fife,  they  never  know. 
But  frown  on  all  that  pas6,  a  monument  of  woe. 

Shall  he,  whose  birth,  maturity,  and  age, 
Scarce  fill  the  circle  of  one  summer  day^ 
Shall  the  poor  guat,  witli  discontent  and  rage 
Exclahn  that  Nature  hastens  to  decay. 
If  but  a  cloud  obstruct  the  solar  ray, 
If  but  a  momentary  shower  descend  I 
Or  shall  frail  man  Heaven's  dread  decree  gainsay. 
Which  bade  the  series  of  events  extend 
Wide  thro' unnumber'd  worlds,  and  ages  withoot 
end! 

One  part,  one  little  part,  we  dimly  scan 

Thro*  the  dark  medium  of  lifers  feverish  dream ; 

Yet  dare  arraign  the  whole  stupendous  plan. 

If  but  that  little  part  incongruous  seem. 

Nor  is  that  part  perhaps  what  mortaU  deem  ; 

Oft  firom  apparent  ill  our  blessings  rise. 

O  then  renounce  that  impious  self-esteem. 

That  alms  to  trace  the  secrets  of  the  skies : 

For  thou  art  but  of  dust ;    be  bumble,  and  be  wise. 

Hius  Heaven  enlarged  his  soul  in  riper  years. 
For  Nature  gave  him  strength,  and  fire,  to  soar 
On  Fancy's  wing  above  this  vale  of  tears  ; 
Where  dark  cold-hearted  sceptics,  creepii^  poie 
Through  microsci^e  of  metaphysic  lore : 
And  much  they  grope  for  Thith,  but  never  hit. 
For  why  ?  Their  powers,  inadequate  before. 
This  idle  art  makes  more  and  more  unfit ; 
Yet  deem  they  darkuess  ligbt,  and  their  vain  blun- 
ders wit. 

Nor  was  this  ancient  dame  a  fi>c  to  mirth* 
Her  ballad,  jest,  and  riddle's  quaint  device 
Oft  cheer'd  Uie  shepherds  round  their  social  heaxth; 
Whom  levity  or  spleen  could  ne'er  entice 
To  purchase  chat,  or  laughter,  at  the  pace 
Of  decency.    Nor  let  it  faith  cicceed. 
Til  at  Nature  forms  a  ra^'tic  taste  so  nice. 
Ah  !  had  they  been  of  coui t  or  city  breed. 
Such  duiicacy  were  right  manellous  indeed 

Oft  uheu  the  winter  stonn  had  cns^  to  ravo^ 
He  roam'd  the  snowy  waste  ot  even,  to  view 
The  cloud  atupendoas,  from  th'  Atlavffc  wart 
Hig:h  -towering,  sail  along  th*  horiaon  bl«e : 
Where,  'midst  ths  changeful  scenery,  evnr  new, 
Fancy  a  thousand  wondrous  forms  descries. 
More  uiUlIy  great  than  ever  penoil  drdw. 
Rocks,  torrents,  gul^,  and  shapes  of  giant  size,. 
AndglKt'riug  clifi'si  on  v\i(&,  and  fiery  ra«f#<tt 
rise. 
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Thence  mmifif  onwmrd  to  the  loonding  ihore^ 

The  lone  eathutiast  oft  woaM  take  his  way, 

Listeoing,  with  pleading  dreaA,  to  the  deep  roar 

Of  the  wide>wellering  waves.    Id  black  array  f^^ay. 

When  sulphurous  climds  rolPd  on  th*  autumnal 

Even  then  he  hastened  from  the  haunt  of  man, 

Along  the  tremblrof  wilderness  to  stray. 

What  time  the  lighti^ning's  fierce  career  began,  [ran* 

And  o'er  Heav'n's  rending  arch  the  rattling  thunder 

Responsive  to  the  sprightly  pipe,  when  all 

In  sprightly  dance  the  village  youth  were  joined, 

Edwin,  of  melody  aye  held  in  thrall. 

From  the  rude  gambol  far  remote  reclin'd, 

Sooth  *d  with  the  soft  notes  warbling  m  the  wmd. 

Ah  then,  all  jollity  seemM  noise  and  folly, 

To  the  pure  soul  by  Fancy's  6re  refin'd. 

Ail.  what  is  mirth  but  turbulence  unboly,    [choly ! 

When  with  the  charm  compared  of  heavenly  melan- 

Is  there  m  heart  that  music  cannot  melt  ? 

Alas !  how  is  that  rugged  heart  forlorn  ; 

la  there,  who  ne'er  those  mystic  transports  felt 

Of  solitude  and  melancholy  born  f 

He  needs  not  woo  the  Muse ;  he  is  her  scorn. 

The  sophist^s  rope  of  cobweb  he  shall  twine ; 

Mope  o'er  the  srhoohnan's  poevish  page ;  or  moom. 

And  delve  for  life  in  Mammon's  dirty  mine;  [swine. 

Sneak  with  the  scoundrel  fox,  or  grunt  with  glutton 

For  Edwin,  Pate  a  nobler  doom  bad  plann'd  ; 

Song  was  his  fovourite  and  first  pursuit. 

The  wild  harp  rang  to  his  advent'/oos  hand, 

And  languish'd  to  his  breath  the  plaintive  flute. 

His  infiint  Muse,  tjiough  artless,  was  not  mute: 

Of  elegance  as  yet  he  took  no  care ; 

For  this  of  time  and  culture  is  the  firuit ; 

And  Edwin  gained  at  last  this  fruit  so  rare : 

As  in  some  future  verse  I  purpose  to  declare. 

Meanwhile,  whatever  of  beautiful,  or  new, 

Sublime,  or  dreadful,  in  earth,  sea,  or  sky. 

By  chance,  or  search,  was  offer'd  to  his  view. 

He  scan'd  with  cnriourii  and  romantic  eye. 

Wbate'er  of  lore  tradition  could  supply 

From  gothic  tale,  or  song,  or  feble  old, 

Rous'd  him,  still  keen  to  listen  and  to  pry. 

At  last,  though  long  by  penury  control*d. 

And  solitude,  her  soul  his  graces  'gan  unfold. 

Thus  on  the  chill  Lapponian's  dreary  land. 

For  many  a  long  month  lost  in  snow  profound. 

When  Sol  from  Cancer  sends  the  season  bland. 

And  in  their  northern  cave  the  storms  are  bound ; 

From  silent   mountains,    straight,    with  startling 

sound. 
Torrents  are  hurl'd ;  green  hills  emerge ;  and  lo. 
The  trees  with  foliage^  cliffs  with  flowers  arecrown'd ; 
Fore  rills  through  vales  of  verdure  warbling  go ; 
And  wonder,  loye,and  joy,  the  peasant's  heart  o'ef- 

flow4. 

Here  pause,  my  gothic  lyre,  a  little  while. 
The  leisure  hour  is  all  that  thou  canst  claim. 
But  on  this  verse  if  Montague  should  smile. 
New  strains  ere  long  shall  animate  thy  frame* 
And  her  applause  to  me  is  more  than  fame  ; 

^  Spring  and  Autumn  are  hardly  known  to  the 

Laplanders.  About  the  time  the  sun  enters  Cancer, 

their  fields,  which  a  week  before  were  covered  with 

snow,  appear  on  a  sodden  full  of  grass  and  flowers. 

Schcfitr't  Hiftory  of  Laplavd,  p.  16. 
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For  still  with  truth  accords  her  taste  raflnM. 

At  lucre  or  renown  let  others  aim, 

I  only  wish  to  please  the  gentle  mind,  [kin^. 

Whom  Nature's  charms  inspiro,  and  lov«  of  hunMhn* 
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Op  chance  or  change  O  let  not  man  complain^ 
filse  shall  he  never  never  cease  to  wail ; 
For,  from  the  imperial  dome,  to  where  the  swain 
Rears  the  lone  cottage  in  the  silent  dale. 
All  feel  th'  assault  of  Fortune's  fickle  gale ; 
Art,  empire.  Earth  itself,  to  change  are  doom'd ; 
Earthquakes  have  rais'd  to  Heaven  the  humble  vale. 
And  gulphs  the  mountain's  mighty  mass  entomb'd ; 
And  where  th'  Atlantic  rolls  wide  continents  havo 
bloom'd  1. 

But  sure  to  foreign  climes  we  need  not  range. 
Nor  search  the  ancient  records  of  our  race, 
To  learn  the  dire  efl'ects  of  time  and  change. 
Which  in  onrselves,  alas!  we  daily  trace. 
Yet  at  the  darkcn'd  eye,  the  wbither'd  face. 
Or  hoary  hair,  I  never  will  repine : 
But  spare,  O  Time,  wbate'er  of  mental  grace. 
Of  candour,  love^  or  sympathy  divine,  [minew 

Whate'er  of  fancy's  ray,  or  friendship's  flame  is 
So  I,  obsequious  to  Truth's  dread  command. 
Shall  here  without  reluctance  change  my  lay. 
And  smite  the  gothic  lyre  with  harsher  hand  ; 
Now  when  I  leave  that  flowery  path  for  aye 
Of  child boo<1,  where  I  sported  many  a  day, 
Warbling  and  saunteriog  carelessly  along ; 
Where  every  face  was  innocent  and  gay. 
Each  vale  romantic,  tuneful  every  tongue. 
Sweet,  wild,  and  artless  all,  as  Edwin's  infant  song« 

"  Perish  the  lofe  that  deadens  young  desire^" 
Is  the  soft  tenor  of  my  song  no  more. 
Edwin,  tho'  lov'd  of  Heaven,  must  not  aspira  ' 
To  bliss,  ^hich  mortals  never  knew  before. 
On  trembling  wings  let  youthful  fancy  soar. 
Nor  always  haunt  the  sunny  realms  of  joy  : 
But  how  and  then  the  shades  of  life  exploro  ; 
Tho'  many  a  sound  and  sight  of  wo  annoy. 
And  many  a  qualm  of  care  his  rising  hopes  destroy. 
Vigour  from  toil,  from  trouble  patience  grows. 
The  weakly  blossom,  warm  in  summer  bower. 
Some  tints  of  transient  beauty  may  disclose  ; 
But  soon  it  withers  hi  the  chilling  hour. 
Mark  yonder  oaks !  Superior  to  the  power 
Of  all  the  warring  winds  of  Heaven  they  rise. 
And  from  the  stormy  promontory  tower, 
And  toss  their  giant  arms  amid  the  skies. 
While  each  assailing  blast  increase  of  strength  sup- 
plies. 
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And  noir  tb«  downy  ebeek  Mid  deapen'd  rtAoB 
Gate  dimity  to  EdwhHfe  blooming  prime ;  ' 
And  wmlks  oiF  wider  eirooH  were  his  choice, 
And  vales  more  mild,  and  inoiuitaiiit  more 
One  evening,  as  be  fram'd  the  careleM  cbymfl, 
It  was  his  chance  to  wander  fur  aibroadi. 
And  oVi;  a  lonely  emiaeiiQe  to  dimb^ 
Which  berelofote  bis  foot  bad  aever  trade  I 
A  vale  appear'd  below,  a  deep  retired  abodOi 

Thither  he  hied,  enamoiirM  of  tiie  foene. 
For  rocks  on  rocks  pil*d,  as  by  magic  spell, 
Here  scorch^  with  Kghtning,  there  witli  ivy  greet), 
Fenc'd  from  the  north  and  east  this  savage  delL 
SoQtbward  a  mountain  fOse.with  ««iiy  swell. 
Whose  k)«g  long  groves  eternal  murmur  made: 
And  toward  the  wcAsm  sun  a  streamtet  fell. 
Where,  thro*  the  cliffi^  the  eye,  vemote,  sarvey'd 
Bine  bills,  and  glittering  waves^  and  dties  in  gold 
array'd. 

Along  this  narrow  valley  you  might  see  -^ , 

The  wild  deer  spoitmg  dn  the  fnadow  groaifed, 

Atad,  here  and  there,  a  solitary  tree, 

Or  moisy  stone,  or  rock  with  woodbine  orown^d* 

Oft^id  the  cliflb  reverberate  the  sound 

Of  parted  fragments  tumbling  from  on  high  ( 

And  from  the  summit  q(that  craggy  mound 

The  perching  eagle  oft  was  beasd  to  cry. 

Or  on  reeoamfing  wings,  to  sboot  athwart  tSe  tkf* 

One  cultivated  spot  there  was,  that  sprend 

Its  flowery  bosom  to  the  noonday  beam. 

Where  many  a  rose-bud  rears  its  btoshhig  head. 

And  herbs  for  food  with  future  plenty  teem. 

Sdoth'd  by  the  lulling  sound  of  grove  and  streaoBy 

Romantic  visions  swarm  en  £dwia^  seal : 

H^  minded  not  the  San*s  last  tremUiof  .gleanit 

Nor  heard  from  far  tbe  twilight  eurfew  toll; 

When  slowly  on  his  ear  these  moving  acceotf  stole. 

**  Hail,  awful  scenes,  that  calm  the  troubled  brettt, 

And  woo  the  weary  to  profound  repose ! 

Can  passion's  wildest  uproar  lay  to  re>^ 

And  whisper  comfort  to  the  man  of  woes ! 

Her^  fonocence  may  wander,  safe  ftt>ro  fees, 

^^  Contemplation  soar  on  seraph  wings. 

^solitude!  the  man  who  thee  fofnttoea, 

^hen  lucre  lures  him,  or  ambition  stings,    [springs. 

^n  never  know  tbe  sooroe  wbenoe  real  grandeur 

**  Vain  man  !  is  grandeur  g!v*n  to  gay  attire  ? 

Then  let  the  butterfly  tby  pride  upbraid : 

To  friends,  attendant^,  armies,  boagfat  with  hire  ? 

It  is  thy  weakness  tlmt  requires  their  M : 

To  palaces,  with  gold  and  geihs  inlay'd  ? 

They  fear  the  thief,  and  tremble  in  the  storm  t 

To  hosts,  thro*  carnage  who  to  conquest  wade  ? 

Beh<4d  the  victor  vanqwish'd  by  the  worm ! 

Behold;  what  deeds  of  w»  tbe  beast  oan  perform  ! 

*'  True  dignity  is  his,  whose  tranquil  mind 

Virtue  has  raiiM  above  the  things  below ; 

Who,  every  hope  and  fear  to  Heaven  rcsign*d. 

Shrinks  not,  the*  Fortune  aim  her  deadliest  btow.^ 

This  strain  from  'midst  the  rocks  was  heart]  to  flo#. 

In  solemn  sounds.     Now  beamed  the  crenhig  star  ; 

And  from  embattled  clou^  emergTng  stow 

Cynthia  came  riding  on  her  silver  car ; 

And  hoary  mountatn-clifis  sbone  faintly  from  dmr^ 

Soon  did  the  solemn  voice  its  therae  renew: 

(While  Kivfin  wrapt  m  Wonder  listenipg  stood) 

**  Ye  tools  and  toys  of  tyrannr,  adieu, 

Soorn'd  by  the  wise  and  bated  by  tbe  gnod ! 


YecnAf  ma  909^9^  iMMm\»\Kwi 
or  Le^  and  Lnst,  who  all  their  dayit 
AshamM  of  tnrth  and  liberty,  havewoe'd, 
And  hngM  tbe  chain,  that,  glittering  en  their  gne, 
Seems  to  oqftshine  thepomp  of  Heaven's  ea^ynsl 
blaze. 

<«  Like  tbetti,Ab«Bdon*d  to  Ambition**  flimsfi 
I  sought  for  glorf  in  the  pntht  of  guile  { 
And  fewn'd  and  smilM«  to  plonder  and  betray, 
Myself  betray'd  and  plundei'd  att  tbe  wbils) 
So  gnaw'd  fbe  vipbr  tfaw  corrodiag  6le; 
But  now,  with  paqgi  o€  keen  reaMne,  I  me 
Those  y  Mrs  of  tsottbie  and  dabaeemeot^le^ 
Yet  why  sboold  I  this  cruel  theoM  pursnftl 
Fly,  fly,  detested  ibonghts,  for  ever  from  my  ^! 
"  The  gusts  of  appetite,  the  doods  of  care^ 
And  storms  of  disappoiatmenU  all  o'et^ast. 
Uencefbrth  noeartMy  hope  witb  Heaven  sbaH  ikm 
This  heart,  where  peace  serenely  shines  at  lub. 
And  if  for  md  no  treasore  be  amass'd,         * 
And  if  bo  fotose  age  shall  bear  my  name^ 
1  lurk  the  more  seonte  from  fbrtnae*s  blast. 
And  with  more  leisttre  feed  this  pkKis  flame,   {faon. 
Whose  raftui«  ht  transcends  tbe  fbirest  hqpfi  o( 
*<  The  end  and  the  reward  of  foal  is  seit 
Be  all  ray  prayer  for  virtue  and  for  pcaoe. 
Of  wealth  and  feme,  of  pomp  and  power  poaesi*d, 
Who  ever  felt  bis  weigbt  of  wo  decvease ) 
Ah!  what  avails  the  lore  of  Rome  and  Qmoe, 
The  lay  heaven-mompted,  and  barmomoos  itfing^ 
The  dust  of  Ophir,  or  the  Tynan  fleecy 
AU  tbnt  art,  ibrtane,  enterpriae,  can  bring, 
If  envy,  scorn,  remocse,  or  pride  the  bosom  wrim* 

"  Let  Vanity  adorn  the  marble  tomb 
With  trophies,  rhymes,  aocf  scoteheons  of  reases, 
,In  the  deep  dungeon  of  sdme  gotbic  ffomei 
Where  niglit  and  desolation  ever  frewo. 
Mine  be  the  breesy  hill  that  skirts  the  <donir; 
Where  a  green  grassy  turf  Is  all  I  crave^ 
With  here  and  there  a  violet  besbrown. 
Fast  by  a  brook,  or  fiMnitaitt^  mnrmuringwive) 
And  many  an  ereniDf  son  sbBn»  awostly  oa  ay 
grave. 

**  And  thither  let  the  village  swain  repair; 
And,  light  of  heart,  the  village  maiden  gay. 
To  deck  with  flowers  her  balf-disheverd  hair. 
And  celebrate  the  merry  morn  of  May. 
There  let  the  shepherd's  pipe  tbe4ive-long  day 
Fill  all  the  grove  with  love*s  bewitching  wo ; 
And  when  mild  Evening  comes  in  mantle  gray. 
Let  not  the  blooming  band  make  baste  to  go^ 
No  ghost,  norspeW,  my  long  and  Ikst  abode  thstt 
know. 

<*  1^  thengh  Ifly  to^seape  frnn  Fsiiuoe^s cage^ 
And  bear  the  scar*  of  envy,  spite,  and  scorn, 
Yet  with  mankind  no  horrid  wat  1  wiifR« 
Yet  with  no  irapiona  spleen  my  breast  is  torn  i 
For  virtue  lost,  and  ruin'd  man,  I  nuHum. 
O  man!  creation's  pride«  Heaven's  durliog  child. 
Whom  Nature's  best,  divioest  gifb  adorn,    , 
Why  from  thy  home  are  truth  and  joy  eiird. 
And  all  tby  fevourite  haunts  with  blood  and  teais 

defil'd? 
*'  Along  yon  glittering  sky  what  gfory  streams  f 
What  nuyeity  attends  Night's  lovely  quean! 
Fair  laugb  our  vatlies  in  tbe  vernal  beams; 
And  BiWiotahn  riae^  and  octane  ruU  between^ 
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And  all  conspire  to  beautify  the  scene. 
But,  in  the  mental  worKl,  vhat  cbaot  drear ; 
What  Ibrms  of  mournful  loathaoma,  fuhouc  mien ! 
O  when  shaH  that  eternal  mom  appear,      •  [clear ! 
These  dreadftil  forms  to  chase,  this  chaos  dark  t^ 
•*  O  Thou,  at  whose  creative  smile,  yoif  heaven, 
Iq  all  the  pomp  of  beauty,  life,  and  light 
Kose  from  th'  abysai  when  dark  Coafusioo  drireo 
Down,  down  the  bottomless  profound  of  night, 
Fled,  where  he  ever  flies  thy  piercing  sight ! 
O  glance  on  these  sad  shad^  one  pitying  ray, 
To  blast  the  fury  ef  oppressive  might. 
Melt  the  hard  heart  te  love  and  mercy*s  sway, 
And  cheer  the  wandering  soul,  and  light  bim  on  the 


Silence  ensa*d :  and  Edwin  raised  his  eyes 
In  tears,  for  grief  lay  heavy  at  his  heart. 
**  And  ia  it  thus  in  courtly  lifo,''  he  cries, 
**  That  man  to  man  acts  a  betrayer's  4>art  ? 
And  dares  he  thus  the  gifts  of  Heaven  pervert. 
Each  social  instinct,  and  sublime  desire } 
Hail  Poverty !  if  honour,  wealth,  and  art. 
If  whaf  the  great  pursue,  and  learo'd  admire. 
Thus  ditoipQte  and  quench  the  souPs  ethereal  tire  !'* 
tie  said,  and  tnmM  away ;  nor  dkl  the  sage 
CVerhear^  in  silent  orisons  employ'd. 
The  youth,  his  rising  serrow  to  assuage, 
Home  as  he  hied,  the  evening  scene  eajoy'd : 
For  now  no  clood  obscures  the  starry  void  ^ 
The  yellow  moonlight  sleeps  on  all  the  hills  2  • 
Nor  IS  the  midd  with  startling  sounds  annoy'd  ; 
A  seothia|f  murmur  the  lone  region  fills. 
Of  grovte,  and  dying  gales,  and  melaoclioly  rills.  ^ 
But  he  from  day  to  day  more  anxious  grew. 
The  voice  still  seem'd  to  vibrate  00  his  ear. 
Nor  durst  he  hope  the  hermit's  tale  untrue ; 
For  man  he  seemM  to  love,  and  Heaven  to  fear ; 
And  none  speaks  false,  where  there  is  none  to  bear. 
**~  Yet,  can  mau's  gentle  heart  become  so  fell  1 
Kg  more  in  vain  conjecture  let  me  wear 
My  hours  away,  but  seek  the  hermit's  cell ; 
>Ti8he  my  doubt  can  clear,  perhaps  my  care  dispel.** 
At  early  dawn  the  youth  his  journey  took,    ' 
And  many  a  mountain  pass'd  and  valley  wide, 
Then  reachM  the  wild  ;  where,  in  a  flowery  nook, 
And  seated  on  a  mossy  stone,  he  spied 
Au  ancient  man :    his  harp  lay  him  beside. 
A  sta^  sprang  from  the  pasture  nt  his  call, 
And,  kneeling,  lick'd  the  wither*d  hand  that  tied 
A  wreath  of  woodbine  round  hi«  antlers  tall. 
And  huAg  his  lofty  neck  with  many  a  flow*ret  small. 
And  now  the  hoary  sage  arose,and  saw 
The  wanderer  approaching :  innocence 
Smird  on  his  glowing  cheek,  but  modest  awe 
Depressed  bis  eye,  that  fear'd  to  give  offence. 
"  Who  art  thou,  courteous  stranger?    and  from 

whence  ? 
Why  roam  thy  steps  to  this  sequestered  dale  ?'* 
"  A  shepherd-boy,"  the  youth  replied,  "  far  hence 
My  habKatJon  ;  hear  my  artless  tale ; 
Kor  levity  nor  falsehood  shall  thine  ear  assail. 
"  Late  as  I  roam*d,  intent  on  Nature's  charms, 
I  reached  at  eve  this  wilderness  profound  ; 
And,  leaning  where  yon  oak  expands  her  arms. 
Heard  these  i-ude  cliffs  thine  awful  voice  rebound, 

*  How  sweet  the  moonlight  sleeps  upon  this  banK. 
Shake^eart. 


(For  in  thy  speech  X  recognise  the  sound.) 
You  moum*d  for  rain'd  man,,  and  virtue  lost. 
And  seenrd  to  feel  of  keen  remorse  the  wound, 
Pondering  on  former  days  by  guilt  engro8s*d. 
Or  in  the  giddy  storm  of  dissipation  toss*d. 
"  But  say,  in  courtly  life  can  craft  be  leam*d. 
Where  knowledge  opens,  and  exalts  the  soul  ? 
Where  Fortune  lavishes  her  g'fts  unaam*d. 
Can  selfishness  the  liberal  heart  control  ? 
Is  glory  there  achieved  by  arts,  as  foul 
As  those  that  felons,  fiends,  and  furies  plan  ? 
Spiders  ensnare,  snakes  poison,  tygers- prowl ; 
Love  is  the  godlike  attribute  of  man. 
O  teach  a  simple  youth  this  mystery  to  scan. 
'*  Or  else  the  lamentable  strain  disclaim, 
And  give  me  back  tlie  calm,  contented  mind ; 
Which,  late,  exulting,  viet^'d  in  Nature^s  frame^ 
Goodness  untainted,  wisdom  unconfin*d, 
Grace',  grandeur,  and  utility  combined. 
Restore  those  tranquil  days,  that  taw  me  still 
Well  pleasM  with  all,  but  most  with  human-kind : 
When  Fancy  roam*d  thro*  Nature's  works  at  will, 
Unchecked  by  cold  distrust,  and  uninformed  of  ill." 
«•  Wouldst  thou,**  the  sage  replied,  "  in  peace  re- 
turn 
To  the  gay  dreams  of  fond  romaoiic  youth. 
Leave  me  to  hide,  in  tUs  remote  sojourn,  ^ 
Fron*  every  gentle  ear  the  dreadfUl  truth : 
For  it  my  desultory  strain  with  ruth 
And  indignation  make  thine  eyes  o*erflow, 
Alas  !  what  oomfort  could  thy  angqish  sooth, 
Shouldst  thou  th*  extent  of  human  folly  know. 
Bo  ignorance  thy  choice,  where  koOwTedge  leads  to 
woe. 

"  But  let  nntender  thoughts  afar  be  driven ; 

Nor  venture  to  arraign  the  dreail  decree. 

For  know,  to  man,  as  candidate  for  heaven. 

The  voice  of  the  Eternal  said.  Be  free : 

And  this  divine  prerogative  to  thee 

Does  virtue,  happiness,  and  Heaven  convey; 

For  virtue  is  the  child  of  liberty. 

And  happiness  of  virtue ;  nor  can  they 

Be  free  to  keep  the  path,  who  are  not  free  to  stray. 

'*  Yet  leave  me  not    I  would  allay  that  grief. 

Which  else  might  thy  young  virtue  over^power. 

And  in  thy  couverae  I  shall  find  relief. 

When  the  dark  shades  of  melancholy  lower; 

For  solitude  has  many  a  dreary  hour. 

Even  when  exempt  from  grief,  remorse,  and  pain : 

Come  oflen  then ;  for,  haply,  in  my  bower. 

Amusement,  knowledge,*  wisdom  thou  may*st  gain  : 

If  I  one  soul  improve,  1  have  not  liv*d  in  vain.'* 

And  now,  at  length,  to  Edwin's  ardent  gasee 

The  Muse  of  history  unrolls  her  pafi:e. 

But  few,  alas  !  the  scenes  her  art  displays. 

To  chann  his  fancy,  or  his  heart  engage. 

Here  chiefs  their  thirst  of  power  in  bio,»d  asswage. 

And  straight  tlieir  flames  with  tenfold  fierceneii 

bum : 
Here  smiling  Virtue  prompts  the  patriot*s  mge, 
But  lo,  ere  long,  is  left  alone  to  mourn. 
And  languish  in  the  dust,  and  clasp  th*  abandon'd 

urn  ! 
"  Ambition*s  slippery  verge  shall  mortals  tread, 
Wliere  rum's  gulph  unfothom*d  yawns  beneath  ! 
Shall  life,  sliall  liberty  be  lost,"  he  said, 
**  For  the  vain  toys  that  pomp  and  power  bequeath ! 
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The  car  of  victorj*  the  pTbme,  ilkt  wreathe, 

befeqd  not  from  the*bolt  of  fate  the  brave : 

Kb  note  the  clarion  of  renown  can  breathy. 

"P  alarm  the  long  night  of  the  lonely  grave,    [wave. 

Or  check  the  headlong  haste  of  timers  o'erwhelming 

"  Ah,  what  avails  it  toliave  tracM  tbe^prings, 
That  whirl  of  empire  the  stupendous  wheel ! 
Ah,  what  have  I  to  do  with  conquering  kingt,  [steel  ( 
Hands  drenchM  in  blood,  end  breasts  begirt  with 
To  tbosci  whom  Nature  taagbt  to  thiak  and  feel. 
Heroes,  alas!  arc  things  of  small  concern; 
Could  History  man^s  secret  heart  reveal. 
And  what  imports  a  heaven-bom  mind  to  learo, 
Her  transcripts  to  explore  what  bosom  would  not 

yearn! 
*'  Tbb  praise,  O  Cberonaan  sage  \  vt  thine  I 
(^y  should  this  praise  to  thee  alone  belong  I) 
All  else  from  Nature's  moral  path  decline, 
Lur*d  by  the  toys  that  captivate  the  throng  ; 
To  herd  in  cabinets  and  camps,  among 
Spoil,  carnage,  and  the  cruel  pomp  of  pride; 
Or  ohant  of  heraldry  the  drowsy  song, 
How  tyrant  blood,  o'er  many  a  region  wide, 
Bdls  to  a  tbousaiid  thrones  its  execrable  tide. 
'*  O  who  of  man  the  story  will  unfold. 
Ere  victory  and  empire  wrought  annoy. 
Id  that  ely^an  age  (misnaoi*d  of  gold) 
The  age  <k  lore,  and  innocence  and  joy. 
When  all  were  great  and  free  !  man's  sole  employ 
To  deck  the  bo^om  of  his  parent  earth ; 
Or  toward  his  bower  the  murmuring  stream  decoy. 
To  aid  the  floweret's  long-expected  Qrtb,      [mirth. 
And  lull  the  bed  of  peace,  and  crown  the  board  of 
**  Sweet  were  your  shades,  O  yc  primeval  groves ! 
Whose  boughs  to  man  his  food  and  shelter  lent, 
Pure  in  his  pleasures,  happy  in  bis  loves. 
His  eye  itilV  smiling,  and  jiis  heart  content 
Then,  hand  in  hand,  health,  sport,  and  labour  went. 
Nature  supply'd  the  wish  she  taught  to  crave. 
None  prowrd  for  prey,  none  watch'd  to  circumvent 
To  all  an  equal  lot  Heaven's  bounty  gave : 
No  vassal  fear'd  his  lord,  no  tyrant  fear'd  his  slave. 
But  ah !  th'  historic  Muse  has  never  dar'd 
To  pierce  thoee  hallow'd  bowers :  tis  Fancy's  beam 
Pour'd  on  the  vi8k)n  of  th*  enraptnr'd  bard. 
That  paints  the  charms  of  that  delicions  theme. 
Then  hail  sweet  Fancy's  ray  !  and  hail  the  dream 
That  weans  the  weary  soul  from  guilt  and  woe !  , 
Careless  what  others  of  my  choice  may  deem, 
I  long,  where  Love  and  Fancy  lead,  to  go 
And  meditate  on  Heaven,  enough  of  Earth  I  know.*' 
"  I  cannot  blame  thy  choice,"  the  sage  replied, 
'  **  For  soft  and  smooth  are  Fancy's  flowery  ways. 
And  yet,  even  there,  if  left  without  a  guide. 
The  young  adventurer  unsafely  plays. 
Eyes  dazzl'd  long  by  fiction's  gaudy  raya 
In  modest  troth  no  light  nor  beauty  find. 
And  who,  my  child,  would  trust  the  meteor -blaze. 
That  soon  must  fail,  and  leave  the  wanderer  blind, 
ISore  dark  and  helpless  far,  than'  if  it  ne*er  had 
shm'd } 

*'  Fancy  enervates,  while  it  tooths,  the  heart. 
And,  while  it  dazzles,  wounds  the  mental  si^ : 
To  joy  each  heightening  charm  it  dan  impart,  * 
But  wMipt  tbo  hour  of  woe  in  tenfold  ni^t^ 

»  Plutaich. 


And  often,  where  no  real  illi  aifirfghft^ 

Its  visionary  fiends,  an  endless  train* 

Assail  with  equal  or  superior  might. 

And  thro'  the  throbbing  heart,  and  dizzy  brain. 

And  shivering  nerves,  shoot  stings  of  more  than  mor*. 

talpain. 
"  And  yet,  alasf  the  real  ills  of  life 
QIaim  the  full  vigour  of  a  mind  prepar'd, 
Prcpar'd  for  patient,  long,  laborious  strife* 
Its  guide  experience,  and  truth  its  guard. 
We  fare  on  Earth  as  other  men  have  far'd. 
Were  they  successful  ?   Let  not  us  despair. 
Was  disappointnoent  oft  their  sole  reward  ? 
Yet  shall  their  tale  iostntct  if  St  declare. 
How  tbey  have  home  the  load  ooraelvei  are  doon^ 

to  bear. 
What  charms  th'  historic  Muse  adorn,  firom  apoil^ 
And  blood,  Imd  tyrants,  when  she  wings  her  fiigh^ 
To  hail  the  natriot  prince,  whose  ptoua  toils 
Sacred  to  science,  liberty,  and  right 
And  peace,  through  every  age  divinely  bright 
Shall  shine  the  bcAst  and  wonder  of  mankind  * 
Sees  yonder  Son,  from  his  meridian  height, 
A  lovelier  loene,  than  virtue  thus  ensbrin'J 
In  power,  and  man  with  OMm  for  mutual  aid  coi*- 

bin'd  > 

"  Hail  sacred  Polity,  by  Freedom  rearM ! 

Hail  lAcred  Freedom,  when  by  law  rertrain'd ! 

Without  you  what  were  man  ?  A  groveling  herd 

In  darknesi,  wretchedness,  and  want  caehain^L 

Sublim'd  by  yon,  the  Greek  and  Romas  reign'd 

In  arts  unrivall'd :  O,  to  latest  dasrs. 

In  Albion  may  your  influence  unprofiui*d 

To  godlike  worth  the  generous  boKmi  raise. 

And  prompt  the  sage's  lore,  and  fire  the  poet's  layi ! 

"  But  now  let  other  themes  our  care  engagau 

For  lo,  with  modest  yet  majestic  grace. 

To  curb  Imaginatkm's  lawless  rage. 

And  from  withra  the  cherisb'd  heart  to  I 

Philosophy  appears !  The  gloomy  race 

By  Ii^lence  and  moping  Fancy  bred. 

Fear,  l>i8oootent,,  SolicKude  give  place. 

And  Hope  and  Courage  brighten  in  their  stea^t 

While  on  the  Idndling  soul  her  vital  beams  are  shed. 

Then  waken  from  long  lethargy  to  life  * 

The  seeds  of  happiness,  and  powers  of  thought ; 

Then  jarring  appetites  forego  their  strife, 

A  strife  by  ignorance  to  madness  wrought 

Pleasure  by  savage  man  is  dearly  bought 

With  fell  revenge,  lust  that  defies  controol. 

With  gluttony  and  death.    The  mind  untaught 

Is  a  dark  waste,  where  fiends  and  tempests  howl^ 

As  Phoebus  to  the  world,  is  science  to  the  sooL 

And  Reason  now  thro'  number,  time,  and  spaoe^ 

Darts  the  keen  lustre  of  her  serious  eye. 

And  learns,  from  fiicts  compar'd,  the  laws  to  tinoec 

Whose  long  progression  leads  to  Deity. 

Can  mortal  strength  presume  to  soar  m  high  ! 

*  The  influence  of  the  philosophic  fpirit,  in  hii« 
manizrng  the  mind,  and  preparing  it  for  intellectual 
exertion  and  delicate  pleasure; — in  exploring,  by 
the  help  of  geon>etry,  the  system  of  the  universe  ^-« 
in  banishing  8upentitioo;--4ta  promoting  navigation^ 
agriculture^  mediome,  and  moral  and  poUti^  9€h 
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Can  nortal  nght,  to  oft  bedimed  with  tears. 
Such  glory  bear  ! — for  lo,  the  shadows  fly 
Froai  Nature's  (s^ce ;  confusion  disappears, 
iUkd  order  bharms  the  eye,  and  harmony  the  ears ! 
"  To  the  deep  windings  of  the  grove,  no  moie 
Tlie  hag  obscene,  and  grisly  phantom  dwell  j 
Nor  in  the  iall  ofmouQtain-stream,  or  roar 
Of  winds,  is  heard  the  angry  spirit*s  yell ; 
No  wizard  mutters  the  tremendous  spell,        ^ 
Nor  ainks  convulsive  in  prophetic  swoon ; 
Kor  bids  the  noise  of  drums  and  t^mpets  swell. 
To  ease  of  fiincied  pangs  the  labnuriug  Moon, 
pr  chace  the  shade  that  bloU  the  blazing  orb  of  uoon. 

**  Bfany  a  loag-Kngering  year,  in  lonely  isle, 
^BunM  with  tb'  eternal  turbulence  of  waves, 
^  with  dim  «yes,  that  nfever  Ifearo'd  to  smile. 
And  ^r^bliog  bands,  the  fami^h'd  native  craves 
Of  Heaven  his  wretched  fare ;  shiyeriog  in  cayes. 
Or  scorched  op  rocks,  he  pines  from  day  to  day  ; 
But  Science  gives  the  werd ;  and  lo,  be  braves 
The  surge  and  tempnst,  lighted  by  her  ray, 
•And  to  a  happier  land  wafU  merrily  away ! 

"  And  even  where  Nature  loads  the  teeming  plain 
With  the  full  pomp  of  vegetable  store. 
Her  bounty,  unimproved,  is  deadly  bane : 
Bark  woods  and  r«)kling  wilds,  from  shore  to  shore. 
Stretch  their  enonnous  gloom  )  which  to  explore 
Even  Fiocy  trembles,  in  her  sprightUfst  mood ; 
For  there,  each  eye-ball  gleams  with  lust  of  gore, 
Kestlea  each  murderous  umJ  each  monstrous  brood, 
PJag:ae  lurks  in  every  shade,  and  steams  from  every 


'*  Twas  from  Philosophy  man  1eam*d  to  tame 
The  soil  by  plenty  to  intemperance  fed. 
Lo,  from  the  echoing  ax,  and  thundering  flame. 
Poison  and  plague  ami  yelling  rage  are  fled  ! 
The  waters,  bursting  from  their  slimy  bed. 
Bring  beaHh  and  melody  to  every  vale  : 
And,  from  the  breezy  main,  and  mountain's  head, 
Ceres  and  Flora,  to  the  sunny  dale, 
T6  fan  their  glowing  charms,  invite  the  fluttering 
grie. 

'*  What  dire  secessiGes  on  every  band 
Our  art,  our  strength,  our  fortitude  require ! 
Of  foes  intestine  what  a  numerous  band 
Against  this  little  throb  of  life  conspire  ! 
Yet  Science  can  elude  their  fatal  ire 
Awhile,  and  turn  aside  Death's  levePd  dart. 
Sooth  the  sharp  pang,  allay  the  fever's  fire, 
And  brace  the  nerves  once  more,  aud  cheer  the  heart, 
Ao4  yet  a  few  soft  nights  and  b^lmy  days  impart 

**  Kbr.  less  to  regulate  man's  moral  frame 
Sdence  exerts  her  all-composing  sway. 
Flutters  thy  breast  with  fear,  or  pants  for  false. 
Or  pines,  to  indolence  and  spleen  a  prey. 
Or  avarice,  a  flend  more  fierce  than  they  ? 
Flee  to  the  shade  of  Academus'  grove ;      , 
Where  cares  molest  nut,  discord  melts  away 
In  harmony,  and  the  pure  passions  prove 
Hofw  sweet  the  words  of  Truth,  breath'd  from  the  lips 

ofLove. 
'<  WhatiCannot  Ait  and  Industry,  perform, 
When  Science  plans  the  progress  of  their  toil  I 
They  smile  at  penury,  diseas<>,  and  storm ; 
And  oceans  fimm  their  mighty  mounds  recoil. 
When  tyrants  scourge,  or  detaagc^es  embroil 


A  land,  or  when  the  rabble's  headlong  rage 
Order  transforms  to  anarchy  and  spoil, 
Deep-vers'd  in  man  the  philosophic  sage 
Prepares  with  lenient  hand  their  pbrenzy  to 


**  'Tw  he  alone,  whose  comprehensive  mind. 
From  situation,  temper,  soil  and  dime 
Explor'd,  a  nation's  various  powers  can  bind 
And  variouH  orders,  in  one  form  itublime' 
Of  policy,  that,  midst  the  wrecks  of  time, 
Secure  shall  lift  its  head  on  high,  nor  fSear 
Th'  assault  of  foreign  or  domestic  crim.e, 
While  public  faith,  and  public  love  sincere^ 
And  industry  and  law  malaUio  their  sway  severe." 

Enraptur'd  by  the  hermit's  strain,  the  youth 
Proceeds  the  path  of  Science  to  explore. 
And  now,  expanded  to  the  beams  of  truth, 
New  energies  and  charms  unknown  before. 
His  mind  discloses :  Fancy  now  no  more 
Wantons  on  fickle  pinion  through  the  skies ; 
But,  iix'd  in  aim,  and  conscious  of  her  power. 
Aloft  from  cause  to  cause  eaults  to  rise. 
Creation's  Mended  stores  arrangmg  as  she  fl'iei. 

Nor  love  of  novelty  alone  inspires. 

Their  laws  and  nice  dependencies  to  scan  ; 

For,  mindful  of  the  aids  that  life  requires, 

And  of  the  services  man  owe^  to  man, 

He  meditates  new  arts  on  Nature's  plan  ; 

The  cold  desponding  breast  of  sloth  to  warm. 

The  flame  of  industry  and  genius  fan. 

And  emulation's  noble  rage  alarm. 

And  the  long  hours  of  toil  and  solitude  to  eharra* 

But  she,  who  set  on  fire  his  infant  heart. 
And  all  bis  dreams,  and  all  bis  wanderings  shar'A 
And  bless'd,  the  Muse,  and  her  celestial  art. 
Still  claim  tli'  enthusiast's  fond  and  filrst  regard. 
From  Nature'u  benuties  variously  compar'd 
And  variously  combin'd,  he  learns  to  frame 
Those  forms  of  bright  perfection  *,  which  the  bard. 
While  boundless  hopes  and  boundless  views  iqflame, 
Enamour'd  consecrates  to  never-dying  fame.  , 

Of  late,  with  cumbersome,  tho'  pompous  show, 
Edwin  wonU  oft  his  flowery  rhyme  deface. 
Through  ardour  to  adorn ;  but  Nature  now 
To  his  experienced  eye  a  modest  grace 
Presents,  where  ornament  the  second  place 
Holds,  to  intrinsic  worth  and  just  design 
Suliservient  stUl.    Simplicity  apace 
Tempers  his  rage:  he  owns  her  charm  divhie. 
And  clears  th'  ambiguons  phrase,  and  lops  th'  un- 
wieldly  line. 

Fain. would  f  sing  (much  yet  unsong  remains) 
What  sweet  delirium  o'er  his  bosom  stole, 
When  the  great  shepherd  of  the  Mantuao  plains* 
His  deep  majestic  melody  'g^n  roll : 
Fain  would  1  sing  what  transport  storm'd  his  soul. 
How  the  red  current  throb'd  his  veins  along. 
When,  like  Pelides,  bold  beyond  controul. 
Without  art  graceful,  without  effort  strong, 
Homer  rais'd  high  to  Heaven  the  loud,  tb'  im^etnouf 
■ong. 

*  General  ideas  of  excellence,  the  immediate 
archetypes  of  sublime  imitation,  both  in  painting 
and  in  poetry.  See  Aristotle's  Poetics,  and  the 
Discourses  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds.        ^  Yirgil. 
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And  how  his  lyre,  thoo^  nide  her  first  eatays. 
Now  skilled  to  sooth,  to  triumph,  to  complain. 
Warbling  at  will  though  each  harmontons  maie. 
Was  taught  to  modulate  the  artful  istrain, 
I  (ain  would  sing : — but  ah  !  I  strive  in  Tain. 
Sighs  from  a  broking  heart  my  voice  coofoqnd, 
With  trembliqg  step,  to  join  ytm  weef^ng  train,  ^ 
I  haste,  where  gleams  funereal  glare  around. 
And  nux'd  witti  shrieks  of  woe,  the  knejls  of  death 
resound. 

Adieu,  ye  lays,  that  Fancy*s  flowers  adorn. 
The  so^  amusement  of  the  vacant  mind ! 
He  deeps  in  dust,  and  all  the  Muses  mourn. 
He,  whom  each  virtue  fir'd,  each  grace'iefin'd. 
Friend,  tiacber,^pctlani,  dariing  of  maakind ! 


He  sfee^s  hi  duet  1    Ah,  bow  shall  I  pufsoe 
My  theme!  To heartrconsuming  griet res^pn'df 
Here  on  his  recent  grave  I  fix  my  view. 
And  pour  my  bitter  tean.    Ye  flowery  bys,  adiso ! 
Art  thou,  ray  GasGoar,  fin*  ever  fled  I 
And  am  I  Idft  to  unavailing  woe ! 
When  fiwtune's  storms  assail  this  weary  bead. 
Where  cares  long  since  have  shed  untimely  snow  I 
Ah,  now  for  oomifbrt  whither  shall  I  go! 
No  more  thy  soothing  voice  my  anguish  chean : 
Thy  placid  eyes  with  smiles  no  loo^  glow. 
My  hopes  to  eherj^,  and  allay  my  fears. 
Tismeet  that  I  should  mourn:  flow  forth  afimh, 
my  tears. 

''  This  ezcelleot  person  died  toddenly  on  tfcs 
lOtb  of  Pebraary  1773.'  The  codcIumi  ef  tbt 
poem  was  written  a  few  days  after. 
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THE 


Um  OF  WILLUM  COWPER* 

BY  MS.  CHALMERS. 


1  HIS  very  iogtnioos  poet  was  the  descendant  of  an  ancient  and  honourable  fainSy* 
Hit  father  was  the  second  son  of  Spenser  Cowper  (a  younger  brother  of  the  lord 
chancellor  Cowper)  who  was  appointed  chi^f  justice  of  Chester  in  1717»  arid  after- 
wards a  judge  in  the  court  of  Common  Pleas.  He  died  in  1728,  leaving  a  daughter, 
Joditb,  a  youn^  lady  who  had  a  striking  taste  for  poetry,  and  who  married  colonel 
Madan,  and  transmitted  her  poetical  taste  and  devotional  spirit  to  a  daughter.  This 
daughter  was  married  to  her  cousin  major  Cowper,  and  was  afterwards  the  friend  and 
correspondent  of  our  poet.  His  father,  John  Cowper,  entered  into  the  church  and 
became  rector  of  Great  Berkhamstead  in  Hertfordshire.  He  married  Anne,  the 
daughter  of  Roger  Donne,  esq.  of  Ludlam  Hall  ip  Norfolk,  l»y  whom  he  had  several 
diildren,  who  died  in  their  infancy,  and  two  sons,  William  and  John,,  who  survived 
their  mother.  William  was  bom  at  Berkhamstead  Nov.  26,  173  it  and  from  his  in- 
fimcy  appears  to  have  been  of  a  very  delicate  habit  both  of  mind  and  body. 

To  such  a  child  the  loss  of  a  mother  is  an  incalculable  misfortune,  and  must  have 
been  particularly  so  to  young  Cowper.  In  hb  biographer's  opinion,  it  contributed  in 
the  highest  degree  to  the  dark  colouring  of  hb  subsequent  life.  Undoubtedly  when  a 
duld  requires  a  more  than  ordinary  share  of  attention,  the  task  can  seldom  be  expected 
to  be  performed  with  so  much  success  as  by  a  mother,  who  to  her  natural  affection 
joiiift  that  patience  and  undisturbed  care  which  are  rarely  tp  be  found  in  a  father :  but 
at  the*  same  time,  it  may  be  remarked  that  Cowper's  very  peculiar  frame  of  mind 
^ipears  to  have  been  independent  of  any  advantages  or  mbfortunes  in  education. 

In  1737»  the  year  of  hb  mother's  death,  he  was  sen)  to  a  school  at  Market-Street  in 
Hertfordshire,  under  the  conduct  of  Dr.  Pitman,  but  was  removed  from  it,  at  what 
time  b  uncertain,  on  account  of  a  complaint  in  bis  eyes,  for  which  he  was  cou^gned  to 
the  care  of  a  female  oculbt  for  the  ^pace  of  two  years.  It  does  not,  however,  appear 
duithe  profited  so  much  from  her  aid,  as  from  the  smaUpox,  which  seized  him  at  the 
age  of  fourteen,  anfj  removed  the  complaint  for  the  present,  but  left  a  disposition  to 
inflammation,  to  which  he  was  subject  nearly  the  iihole  of  hb  life. 

At  Market-Street  as  well  as  at  Westminster-school,  to  which  he  was  now  removed. 
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he  is  leported  to  Lave  suffeitd  much  from  the  wsipton  tynmny  of  his  sdiool*felkmi, 
who,  with  the  usaal  uothinkiog  cmelty  of  youth,  trintai^ilwd  ov«r'tiie  geaHeaem-mni 
timidity  of  his  8[mit  As  .he  ioforms  us»  however,  that  he  ^  excelled  ttl  ctidsit  md  ibol- 
hall,''  he  could  not  have  been  wholly  averse  from  joining  in  yoVtliM  sports,  y«t  mfite* 
ponderance  of  uneasiness  from  the  behaviour  of  his  companions  was  such,  Chat  in  Ina 
advanced  years  he  retained  none  but  painfbl  recoHettions  of  ^whni  men  in  general  rs* 
member  wjth  more  pleasure  than  any  other  period  of  Iheir  Ihw*  Tfaiese  iteoHee^ 
tions  no  doubt  animated  his  pen  with  more*than  his  usuri  severity  m  etfpoii^;  the  tibotei 
of  public  schools,  to  which  he  uniformly  prefers  ^  domes  Ae  edadttion.  Thissbtge^ 
has  since  been  discussed  by  various  pens,  and  the  conclusion  seems  to  be,  tfmt  the  few 
instances  whidi  occur  of  domestic  education  successfully  pursued  are  «trong|ly  in  iti 
favour  where  it  is  practicable,  but  that  fit>m  the  occupations  and  geneMU  stale  of 
talents  in  parents  it  can  seldom  be  adopted,  and  is  continually  liable  to  be  iat^nrupled 
by  acddentsto  which  public  schools  are  not  exposed.  In  the  case  of  Cowper,  Um  pub- 
lic school  might  have  been  judiciously  recommended  to  conquer  his  consCitdlkMnl 
diffidence  and  shyness  which,  it  was  natural  to  suppose,  would  hive  been  tnmcaiftii  by 
a  seclusion  from  boys  of  his  own  age,  but  tbe  eflfect  disappointed  the  expeetaiooa  of 
his  friends*      ' 

He  left  Westminster  school  in  1749,  at  the  age  of  eigliteen,  and  was  articled  to  flfr. 
Chapman,  an  attorney,  for  the  space  of  three  years.  This  period  he  proftssed  to  em* 
ploy  in  acquiring  a  species  of  knowledge  which  he  was  never  to  bring  into  iise^  and  to 
which  his  peculiarity  of  disposition  must  have  been  aveirse.  We  are  not  told  whether 
he  had  been  consulted  in  this  arrangement,  but  it  was  probably  si^ge^ed  as  that  in 
which  his  family  interest  might  avail  him.  His  own  account  may  be  reli^  on*  ''I 
did  actually  live  three  years  with  Mr.  Chapman,  a  solicitor,  that  is  to  say,  I  sk^  three 
years  in  his  house,  but  I  lived,  that  is  to  say,  I  spent  my  days  in  Southampton^Row^  as  yoa 
very  well  remember.  There  was  I,  and  the  future  lord  chancellor  (Thuiiow)  oo«- 
stantly  employed  from  morning  to  night  in  gfiggling  and  making  giggle,  instead  of  ftiBHiy- 
uig  the  law  K"  Yet  with  this  apparent  gaietS  de  ea?tir,^and  wRh  every  advantage^  aft- 
tural  and  acquired,  that  bade  fahr  fof  hb  advancement  in  public  Kfe,  he  was  kept  back 
by  an  extreme  d^ree  of  modesty  and  shyness  from  all  intercourse  with  the  vrprid,  ex* 
cept  the  society  of  a  few  friends,  who  knew  how  to  fq>preciatehis  eharaeter,  and  among 
whom  he  found  himself  without  restraint  The  loss  of  a  frieild  and  of  a  nastrett  a|^ 
pear,  among  other  adversities,  to  have  aggravated  hb  sufferings  at  this  time,  and  lo 
have  strengthened  that  constitutional  melancholy  which  he  delighted  to  pamt,  mnd-  wliidi» 
it  b  to  be  feared,  he  loved  to  indulge. 

When  he  had  fulfilled  the  terms  of  his  engagement  in  Mr.  Chapman's  ofice,  lie  en- 
tered the  Temple  with  a  view  to  the  further  study  of  the  law,  a  profession  Itmt  has 
been  more  frequently  deserted  than  any  other  by  men  of  lively  geniu^.  C6wper  was 
destined  to  add  another  instance  to  the  number  of  those  who,  nhder  the  appearance 
of  applying  to  an  arduous  and  important  pubic  study,  have  employed  their  time  in 
the  cultivation  of  wit  and  poetry.  He  b  known  to  have  assisted  some  odntemponuy 
publications  with  essays  in  prose  and  vene,  and  what  b  rather  more  jBxtttocdiBaiy,  hi 

iLtttortoUdjHeAstlk    Hayley'ft  Li£i,  w»L  ii.  dT7.  ocU  edit  a 
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tt  man  of  hit  purity  of  conducl,  cQltiyated  the  acquaintance  of  ChurchQI^  Thornton, 
lioyd,  and  Colnian,  who  had  l)een  his  school-fellows  at  Westminster.  It  is  un- 
doubtedly to  ChuFchiU  and  Lloyd,  that  he  alludes  in  a  letter  to  lady  Hesketh,  dated 
Sept.  4, 1765.  **  Two  of  my  friends  have  been  cut  off  during  my-  illness,  in  the  midst 
of  such  a  life,  as  it  is  frightful  to  reflect  upon,  and  here  am  I,  iu  better  health  and 
spifit8»  than  I  can  almost  remember  to  have  enjoyed  before,  after  having  spent  months 
in  the  apprehension  of  instant  death.  How  mysterious  are  the  ways  of  Providence ! 
Why  did  I  receive  grace  and  mercy  7  Why  was  I  preserved^  afflicted  for  my  good, 
received,  as  I  truftt,  into  favour,  and  blessed  with  the  greatest  happiness,  I  can  ever  know, 
•r  hope  for,  in  this  life,  while  these  were  overtaken  by  the  great  arrest,  unawakened, 
nnrepenting,  and  every  way  unprepared  for  itT 

About  the  period  alluded  to,  he  assbted  Colman  with  some  papen  for  the  Connois* 
aenr,  and  probably  Thornton  and  Lloyd,  who  then  carried  on  various  periodical  under- 
takings, but  the  amount  of  what  he  wrote  cannot  now  be  ascertained,  and  was  always 
so  little  known,  that  on  the  appearance  of  hb  first  volume  of  poems  when  he  had 
Beached  hb  fiftieth  year  (1782),  he  was  considered  as  a  new  writer.  But  hb  general 
occupations  will  best  appear  in  an  extract  from  one  of  hb  letters  to  Mr.  Park,  in  1792. 
*<Trom  the  age  of  twenty  to  thirty-three"  (when  he  left  the  Temple)  "  I  was  occupied, 
or  ought  to  have  been,  iu  the  study  of  the  law :  from  thirty-three  to  sixty,  I  have 
q)ent  my  time  in  the  country,  where  my  reading  has  been  only  an  apology  for  idle- 
new,  and  where,  when  I  had  not  either  a  magazine  or  a  review,  I  was  sometimes  a 
carpenter,  at  others  a  bird-cage  maker,  or  a  gardener,  or  a  drawer  of  landscapes.  At 
ifty^years  of  age  I  commenced  an  author:— it  is  a  whim  that  has  served  me  Jongest, 
And  best,  and  will  probably  be  my  last."  Hb  first  poetical  effort  was  a  translation  of 
an  elegy  of  Tibullus made  at  the  age  of  fourteen:  at  eighteen  he  wrote  the  beautiful 
verses  On  finding  the  Heel  of  a  Shoe,  but  as  little  more  of  hb  juvenUe  poetry  has 
been  preserved,  all  the  steps  of  his  progress  to  that  perfection  which  produced  the 
Task,  cannot  now  be  traced. 

Unfit  ns  he  was  from  extreme  diffidence  to  advance  in  his  profession,  hb  family  in- 
terest procured  him  a  situation  which  seemed  not  ill  adapted  to  gratify  his  very  mode- 
rate ambition,  while  it  did  not  much  interfere  with  hb  reluctance  to  public  life.  In  hb 
thirty-fourth  year,  he  was  nominated  to  the  offices  of  reading  clerk,  and  clerk  of  the 
private  committees  of  the  house  of  lords.  But  in  thb  arrangement  hb  friends  were 
disappointed.  It  presented  to  hb  mind  the  formidable  danger  of  reading  in  public, 
which  was  next  to  speaking  in  public ;  his  native  modesty  therefore  recoiled  at  the 
thought,  and  he  resigned  the  office.  On  thb,  hb  friends  procured  him  the  place  of 
ckrk  of  the  joumab  to  the  house  of  lords,  the  consequence  of  which  b  thus  related  by 
Mr.  Hayley. 

*'  It  was  hoped  from  the  change  of  hb  station  that  hb  personal  appearance  in  par- 
liament might  not  be  required,  but  a  parliamentary  dbpute  made  it  necessary  for  him 
to  appear  at  the  bar  of  the  house  of  lords,  to  entitle  himself  publicly  to  the  office. 

*'  Speaking  of  thb  important  incident  in  a  sketch,  which  he  once  formed  himself  of 
passages  in  hb  early  life,  he  expresses  what  he  endured  at  the  time,  in  these  remark- 
able words :    '  They,  whose  spirits  are  formed  like  mine,  to  whom  a  public  exhibition 
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of  themselTes  if  morlal  poisoq.  mn;  baw  some  vit^  of  the  bcufoiin  olmjr  al 
others  cap  bave  none/  / 

'  "  His  terrours  on  thir  Qccasjon  arose  to  such  an  asfcrynJAiBg  height,  thai  thegr  stieriy 
overwhelmed  his  reason :  for  ^l.M^ougb  he  bad  endeavoured  to  prepare  himself  for  bis 
public  duty»  by  attending  closely  at  the  office  for  several  months,  to  examiiie  tlM 
parliameQtary  jouroal^  bis  application  \f  as  tendered  uiseleu  by  that  wtesa  of  diffidence, 
which  made  him  conceive,  that«  whatever  knowledge  he  might  previously  acquire^  si 
would  all  forsake  him  at  the  har  of  the  house.  This  jtistfesdpg  apinpefaeosioQ  co- 
creased  to  such  a  d^ree,  as  the  time  for  bis  appeaiflQce  i^oad^ed,  that  when  Um 
day,  so  anxiousliy  dreaded,  arrived,  he  was  unable  to  mdie  oie  fsxpenmeot.  The  ^rjr 
friends,  who  called  on  hiih  for  the  purpose  of  attendmg  him  to  4^  house  of  kml% 
acquiesced  in  the  cruel  necessity  of  his  reUDqiushmg  ^  prospect  of  ai  qtatioH  so  tevem- 
ly  formidable  to  a  fra^e  of  su^  Angular  sensibiliy. 

«  Xbe  conflict  betweeu  the  yri^es  ^  just  afieetigni^  andiitm  ^  the  tervoora  of 
diffidence,  so  entirely  overwhelm^  his  health  aud  6icultie«,  thajt  ?fter  two  learned  aod 
benevolent  divines  (Mr,^bo  Cowpyec,  hpa  brother,  and  the  eelebmted  Mr*  Bfaitin 
Madan^  his  first  cousin)  had  vaiinly  endeavoured  to  establish  a  lastiog  tsanqafllity  m  his 
mind,  by  friiendly  and  r^UgkMii^  cooversation ;  it  was  fouod  necessary  to  cernove  bim  to 
St.  Alban'si  where  he  resided  a  considerable  time,  under  the  care  ^  tha|  f  mioeot  pbj« 
sician,  Dr.  Cotton." 

The  period  of  bis  residence  here  i|ras  iiom  Dec  176$  to  July  1764,  apd  the  mod* 
of  bis  insanify  appears  to  have  been  that  of  rdigiotts  deqiondeocy ;  but  this,  aboal  tho 
last  meat^oped  date,  gave  n^y  to  mojce  cheering  views^  which  first  presented  tbem- 
selves  to  bis  mind  during  a  perusal  of  the  thud  chapter  oC  St  PaoFs  Epistle  to  tfao 
Bomans. 

After  his  recovery  from  this  awful  visitation,  ,he  determined  to  retire  from  the  bwy 
world  altogeth^,  findiog  his  mind  alienated  from  the  cooversatiott  aud  company,  bow^ 
ever  select,  In  which  he  had  hitherto  delighted,  and  kx^Qg  back,  with  particiifaNr 
horrour  on  some  of  bis  former  associatk>ns :  and  by  the  advice  of  his  biolfaer  the 
rev.  John  Cowper  of  Benuet  College,  Cambridge,  be  removed  to  a  private  lodging  in 
Huntingdon.  He  had  not,  however,  resided  )ong  in  this  plaoe,  before  he  was  intvo* 
duced  into  a  faouly  that  had  the  honour  for  many  yeara  oif  admio^BijtriflK  to  his  tap* 
pioess,  and  of  evincing  a  warmth  of  frieodship  of  which  there  are  few  examples*  Thja 
intercourse  was  bMegun  by  Mr.  Cawtbom  Unwin,  a  young  upMUi  then  a  studeot  at  Cam- 
bridge and  son  to  the  rev.  JMr^  Unwip,  rector  of  .Griniston,  but  now  a  resideiBt  al 
Hunliiigdoo.  Mr,  Unwin  the  yo«iQger,  ^vas  one  da3i  ao  attracted  by  CowpeeV  uiioanN 
mon  and  interestiog  ^ipp^f^rm^^  that  he  attempted  IP  elicit  hie  acquauita9ae,^iid 
achieved  this  purpose  with  such  recipjrocity  <(^  delight,  that  Cowper  was  finallj^mtbiccA 
to  take  up  hb  abode  wilh  his  n^w  f riepd's  amisble  iamly,  whicbf  thenrooosiflled  of  Ahe 
rev.  !!^r.  IT^win,  ^rs,  Uowiq,  the  son  ji^at  mentiooe4  and  4  daiightoc.  It.appaafs  foi 
have  been  about  the  month  of  Septeqiber  1765,  that  be  formed  this.  lumueitttillKsa^  .and 
about  February  17fi^he  he<:aqie  ao  m^it.  m  the  Aapily*.  U  Iu(ytl7€7v  Mlc.  Uowia 
senior  was  killed  by  a  fall  from  his  horse.  Tlie  letters  whiph  Mr.  Hayley  has  publisbedt 
^  d^be  19  tfie  d^sgroit  hgbt.  tha^wtidorly  pa^cefid  and  devout  life  of  theamiahte 
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writer,  dmiiig  his  retidaice  at  Hontingdoii,  and  this  melaiicliotjf  accident  which  oo- 
casioned  his  removal  to  a  distant  county.'' 

Atwut  this  time  he  added  to  the  numl>er  of  his  friends,  the  late  venerable  and  piom 
John  Newton»  rector  of  St.  Mary  Woolnoth,  London,  but  then  curate  of  Olney  in 
Backingliamshire,  who  htmg  consulted  by  Mr.  Cowper  as  to  an  eligible  residence  for 
Mrs.  Unwin,  reconmiended  a  house  at  Olney,  to  which  that  lady,  her  daughter,  and 
our  poet  removed  on  the  14th  of  Octol>er,  1767*  At  this  residence,  endeared  to  them 
by  the  company  and  public  services  of  a  man  of  congenial  sentiments,  Cowper  for 
some  years  continued  to  enjoy  those  blessings  of  a  retired  and  devotioital  life  which , 
bad  constituted  his  only  happiness  smce  his  recovery.  His  correspondence  at  this  era 
evinces  a  placid  train  of  sentiment,  mixed  with  an  air  of  innocent  gaiety,  that  must 
have  afforded  the  highest  satbfaction  to  his  friends.  Among  other  pleasures  of  the 
purest  kind,  he  delighted  in  acts  of.  benevolence,  and  as  he  was  not  rich,  he  had  the 
additional  felicity  of  being  employed  as  an  almoner  in  the  secret  benevolences  of  that 
most  charitable  of  all  human  beings,  the  late  John  Thornton,  esq.  an  opulent  merchant 
of  London,  whose  name  he  has  immortalized  m  his  poem  on  Charity,  and  in  some 
verses  on  his  death  which  Mr.  Hayley  fint  published.  Mr.  Thornton  statedly  allowed 
Mr.  Newton  the  sum  of  200/.  per  annum  ^  for  the  use  of  the  poor  of  Olney,  and  it 
was.  the  the  joint  concern  of  Mr.  Newton  and  Mr.  Cowper  to  distribute  this  sum  in  the 
most  judicious  and  useful  manner.  Such  a  bond  of  union  could  not  fail  to  increase 
their  intimacy.  "  Cowper,"  says  Mr.  Newton,  *•  loved  the  poor ;  he  often  vbited  them 
in  their  cottages,  conversed  with  them  in  the  most  condescending  manner,  sympathized 
witbHhem,  counselled  and  comforted  them  in  their  distresses :  and  those  who  were 
seriously  disposed,  were  often  cheered  and  animated  by  hu  prayers.**  Of  their  inti- 
macy, the  same  writer  speaks  in  these  emphatic  terms — '*  For  nearly  twelve  years  wc 
were  seldom  separated  for  seven  hours  at  a  time,  when  we  were  awake  and  at  home 
—the  first  six  1  passed  in  daily  admiring,  and  aiming  to  imitate  him :  during  the  se- 
cond six,  I  walked  pensively  with  him  in  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death."  Among 
other  friendly  services  about  this  time,  he  wrote  for  Mr.  Newton  some  beautiful, 
hymns,  which  the  latter  introduced  in  public  worship,  and  published  m  a  collection 
loDgl)efore  Cowper  was  known  as  a  poet. 

On  these  employments  Mr.  Hayley  passes  the  following  opinion.  "  Where  the  nerves 
tretender,  and  theimagmationMremblingly  alive,  any  fervid  excess  in  the  exercise 
of  the  purest  piety  may  be  attended  with  such  perils  to  corporeal  and  mental  health,  as 
men  of  a  more  firm  and  hardy  fibre  would  be  fiir  from  apprehending.  Perhaps  the 
life  that  Cowper  led,  on  his  settling  at  Olney,  had  a  tendency  to  increase  the  morbid 
propensity  of  his  frame,  though  it  was  a  life  of  admirable  sanctity."  It  appears,  how- 
ever, by  his  letters,  that  this  was  the  life  of  his  choice,  and  that  it  was  varied  by  exercise 
tud  rational  amusements.  How  such  a  life  could  have  a  tendency  to  mcrease  a  morbid 
propensity,  or  what  mode  of  life  could  have  beencontrived  more  likely  to  diminish  that 
propensity,  it  is  difficult  to  imagine. 

In  1770,  hb  brother  John  died  at  Cambridge,  an  event  which  made  a  lasting,  but 

*  Cedi's  Life  of  Newton,  p.  142.  Mr.  Newton  told  hid  biogntpher  that  be  tbooght  he  had  reoebed  ap- 
wards  of  3000/.  in  this  way  from  Mr.  Thomtoo,  daiifff  the  time  that  he  resided  at  Olney,  iitUc  more 
thao  fifteen  years.    Q, 
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not  noiiiTDnrtble  impressioo*  qn  the  lender  and  tflvctionate  miod  of  oar  poet*  Wide 
the  drcunistances  of  tkb  event  were  recent  he  committed  them  to  paper,  and  they 
were  published  by  Mn  Newton  in  1802.  Cowper  afterwards  introduced  some  lines 
to  his  memory  in  the  Task:  .  ,     . 


-^IlMdmbfOtlitroiioe 


Peace  to  t|tt  m^tn'ry  "of  a  flMn  of  fioitW 
A  mui  of  IcUen,  and  of  maimera  top/' &€• 

For  some  years  this  brother  withstood,  but  finally  adopted,  our  authoi's 
In  religions  matters ;  and  severely  as  the  surmor  felt  the  loss  of  so  amiaUe  »  rdalive 
it  produced  no  other  effect  on  b^  mind  than  to  increase  his  eonfidence  in  the  princi- 
ples he  had  adopted,  and  to  r^oice  in  the  consolations  he  derived  from  thonu 

From  this  period,  his  life  affords  liMe  of  the  narrative  iund,  unti  >773,  when,m  the 
language  of  his  biographer,  **  he  sunk  mto  such  se^re  paroxysms  of  religious  <leap«i- 
dency,that  he  required  an  attendant  of  the  most  gentle,  vigilant,  and  infleaible  sfiirit 
Such  an  attendant  he  found  in  that  faithful  guardian  (Mrs.  Unwm)  whom  be  bad  pro- 
fessed to  love  as  a  mother,  and  who  watched  over  him,  during  this  king  fit  •f  depies- 
tive  malady,  extended  through  several  years,  with  that  perfiMrt  mixtnie  of  tenderness 
and  fortitude,  whkh  constitutes  the  hie^imable  influence  of  materaal  protection.  I 
wish  to  pass  rapidly  over  this  cahunitous  period,  and  shall  only  observe,  that  DotUng 
could  surpass  the  sofierings  of  the  patient,  or  excell  the  oaie  of  the  mine.  That  meri- 
torious care  received  from  Heaven  the  most  deligbtfiil  of  all  rewards,  in  seeing  tha  pure 
and  powerfol  mind,  to  whose  restoration  it  has  contributed  so  much,  dot  only 
gradually  restored  to  the  common  eqoyments  ijf  life,  but  fucocssively  eado#ed  with 
new  and  marvellous  funds  of  diversified  talents,  and  courageous  appUcation.^ 

His  recovery  was  slow,  and  he  knew  enoogh  of  his  makdy  to  abstain  fimo  literary 
employment  while  his  asind  was  in  any  degree  unsettled*  *l1^  first  amusement  whkh 
engaged  his  humane  aflfections  was  tiie  taming  of  three  hares,  a  drcumstaooe  that 
vrookl  hav«  scarcely  deserved  notice  unless  mmong  the  memoranda  of  natural  Usiofy* 
if  he  bad  not  given  to  it  an  extraordinary  interest  in  ev^  heart  by  the  animated  ac« 
count  he  wrote  of  this  singubr  teniy.  In  the  mean  time,  his  friends  Urs^  Unwin  and 
Mr.  Newton  redoubled  th^  efforts  to  ptomote  his  happmess,  and  to  leeoncile  htm  to 
the  world  m  which  he  had  yet  a  very  important  part  to  act:  but  as,  hi  178il|,  Mr. 
Newton  was  obliged  to  leave  Ohiey  and  accept  of  the  living  of  St^  Mary  Wo«faoth, 
London,  he  tonlrived  to  mtroduoe  Cowper  tcr  the  friendship  of  the  mr^  Mc.  Bail  of 
Newport  PagnelL  Tliis  gentleman,  who  had  many  exodlent  qualitite  to  reoommend 
him  as  a  fit  successor  to  Mr.  Newton^  soon  acquired  the  unreserved  oonfidence^of  our 
author  \  It  was  at  Mr.  Bull's  request  that  be  translated  several  spiritnid  aongi  ffom 
the  French  ofMadame  De  La  Moihe  Gmon  \  which  have  since  bec»  puhlisbftd  sflpa- 
tatdy.  His  recoveiy  from  this  second  iUness  may  be  dated  from  ^o summer  pf  1778, 
aitker  winch  be  began  to  meditate  those  greater  exertions  upon  which  bis  flimere^ta* 

About  tUs  tune  he  was  advised  to  make  appUoation  to  lordThnriow*  Mfho  had  baen 

»  Set  Cowper'f  character  of  him.    Haykey,  toJ.  U.  p.  90.    C. 

«  Cowper  tay«,  **  Her  yene  it  tlie  poly  French  fcnr  I  ever  read  that  I  found  agreeable :  there  b  a 
neatoeti  in  it  eqoal  io  that  which  w%  applaud,  wiUi  to  much  reaion,  in  the  oompo^tloat  clPriSr." 
Hayley,  toL  ii*  p.  SU    C. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


UFE  OF  COWPER.  591 

one  of  bb  juv^nite  companions,  for  some  situation  of  emolument,  but  he  dedined  fhii 
from  motives  of  highly  justifiable  delicacy,  intimating  that  he  had  hopes  from  that 
quarter,  and  that  it  would  be  better  not  to  anticipate  his  patron's  favours  by  solicita- 
tion. He  afterwards  sent  a  copy  of  his  first  volume  of  poems  to  his  lordship,  accom- 
panied with  a  very  ele^rant  letter,  and  seems  to  murmur  a  little,  on  more  occasions 
than  one,  at  his  lordship's  apparent  neglect.  A  correspondence  took  place  between 
them  at  a  more  distant  period,  but  whether  from  want  of  a  proper  representation  of 
his  situation,  or  firom  forgetfulness,  it  is  to  be  lamented  that  this  nobleman's  interest 
was  employed  when  too  late  for  the  purpose  which  Cowper  s  friends  hoped  to  pro- 
mote* It  will  be  difficult  to  impute  a  want  of  liberality  to  lord  Thurlow,  while  his 
voluntary  and  generous  offer  to  Dn  Johuson  remains  on  record. 

In  the  mean  time,  our  author  continued  to  amuse  himself  with  reading  such  new 
books  as  his  friends  could  procure,  with  writing  short  pieces  of  poetry,  tending  his  tama 
hares,' and  bird»,  and  drawing  landscapes,  a  talent  which  he  diKovered  in  himself  very 
late  ia  life,  and  which  he  employed  with  consideral>le  skilU  In  all  thb  perhaps  them 
was  not  much  labour,  but  it  was  not  idleness.  A  short  passage  in  one  of  his  letters  to 
the  rev.  William  Unwin,  dated  May  1780,  will  serve  to  make  the  distinction.  **  Excel- 
lence is  providentially  placed  beyond  the  reach  of  indolence,  that  success  may  be  the 
reward  of  industry,  and  that  idleness  may  be  punished  with  obscurity  and  disgraoe. 
So  long  as  I  am  pleased  with  an  etnployment,  I  am  capable  of  unwearied  application^ 
because  my  feelings  are  all  of  the  intense  kiud :  I  never  received  a  littie  pleasure  from 
any  thing  in  my  life:  if  I  am  delighted,  it  b  in  the  extreme.  The  unhappy  coase- 
jquence  c^  thb  temperature  b,  that  my  attachment  to  any  occupation,  seldom  ouUives 
the  novelty  of  it."  , 

Urged,  however,  by  his  amiable  friend  and  companion,  Mrs.  Unwin,  he  employf  d 
the  winter  of  1780-],  in  preparing  hb  first  volume  of  poems  for  the  press^  consisting 
of  the  Table-Talk,  Hope,  the  Progress  of  Errour,  Charity,  &c.  But  such  was  hb  diffi- 
dence in  their  success,  that  he  appears  to  have  been  in  doubt  whether  any  bookseller 
would  be  willing  to  print  them  on  hb  own  account.  He  was  fortunate  enough,  how- 
ever, to  find  in  Mr.  Johnson  of  St.  Paul's  Church  Yard,  (his  friend  Mr.  Newton's  put>- 
Itther,)  ofie  whose  spirit  and  liberality  immediately  set  hb  mind  at  rest.  The  volume 
was  accordingly  completed,  and  Mr.  Newton  furnished  the  preface,  a^cbcumstance 
which  l)b  biographer  attributes  to  "  hb  extreme  difiidence  in  regard  to  himself,  and 
hb  kind  eagerness  to  gratify  tlie  affectionate  ambitiou  of  a  friend  whom  he  tenderly 
esteemed.^^    It  was  published  in  1782. 

The  success  of  thb  volume  was  undoubtedly  not  equal  to  its  merit,  for,  as  hb  bio- 
grapher has  justly  observed,  "  it  exhibits  such  a  diversity  of  poetical  powers,  as  have 
been  given  very  rarely,  indeed,  to  any  indif idual  of  the  modem,  or  of  the  aivcient 
worid.**  As  an  apology  for  the  inattention  of  the  public  to'  a  present  of  such  value* 
Mr.  Hayley  has  supposed  that  he  gave  oflfence  by  hb  liold  eulogy  on  Whitfield, 
*'  whom  the  dramatic  satire  of  Foote,  in  hb  comedy  of  the  Minor,  had  taught  the  nation 
to  deride  as  a  mischievous  fanatic ;"  and  that  he  hazarded  sentiments  too  precise  and 
strict  for  public  opinion.  ,Tbe  character  of  Whitfield,  however,  had  been  long  rescued 
from  the  impious  buffooueries  of  Foote,  and  the  public  could  now  liear  hb  eulogiuro 
with  tolerable  patience,  but  that  there  are  austerities  in  these  poems,  which  indicate 
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the  moTosettcfls  of  a  rediite,  Cowpcr  was  not  nnwilliDg  H>  aBow.*  Whether  he  i 
them  in  the  subsequent  editions,  his  biographer  ha&  nqt  ioferined  at.  It  mcy  Ite 
added  that  the  Tolume  was  introduced  into  the  world  without  aoy  of  the  qtmrfcish  |»- 
rade  soHVequently  adopted,  and  bad  none  of  those  embelUshBients  by  iriiidi  tbeey^ 
of  the  purchaser  is  caught  at  the  expeuce  of  his  pocket.  Tlie  periodical  critics,  whos^ 
opinions  Cowper  watched  with  more  aoxiety^than  could  hai^  been  wished  in  a  omo  io 
superior  to  the  common  candidates  for  poetk  feme,  weie  dividedi  and  eren  those  who 
were  most  favourable,  betrayed  no  eitraordtoaty  raptures.  In  the  mean  tunc  the  Work 
crept  slowly  into  notice,  and  acquired  the  jnriise  of  those  who  hfiew  the  Tultte  of  such 
an  addition  to  our  stock  of  English  poetry. 

Sohie  time  before  the  publication  of  this  volume,  Mr.  Cowper  made  a  most  unpor- 
tant  acquisition  in  the  friendship  and  conversation  of  lady  Auslen  (widow  of  sir  Boiiert 
Au9^n)  whom  he  foimd  a  woman  of  elegant  taste,  and  soch  eritiaal  powers  as  enabled 
her  to  direct  his  studie94>y  her  judgment  and  encourage  them  by  her  praiae.  An  acQ« 
dental  visit  which  this  lady  made  to  OIney  served  to  introduce  her  to  the  poet,  whose 
sh^ess  generally  gave  way  to  a  display  of  mental  excelleeoe  and  polished  manneis. 
In  a  short  time,  lady  Austen  shared  his  esteem  with  his  older  friend  Mrs.  Unwm, 
although  not  without  exciting  Mrnie-  little  degree  of  jealousy,  which  Mr.  Hayley  Im 
noticed  with  his  usual  ddicacy.  Ck>wper,  without  at  first  suspecthig  that  the  feelings  of 
Mrs.  Unwin  could  t>e  hurt,  *'  considered  the  cheerful  and  animating  society  of  his  new 
accomplished  friend,  as  a  blessing  conferred  on  him  by  the  signal  favour  of  Provi* 
dence.^'  Some  months  after  their  first  interview,  lady  Austen  quitted  her  house  hk 
London,  and  having  taken  up  her  residence  in  the  parsonage  house  of  Olney,  Cow^ 
per,  Mrs.  Unwin,  and  she,  became  almost  one  family,  dining  always  together  altematdy 
k  the  houses  of  the  two  ladies. 

Among  other  small  pieces  which  he  composed  at  the  suggestion  of  lady  Austen,  was 
the  celebrated  Irallad  of  John  Gilpin,  the  origin  of  which  Mr.  Hayley  thus  relates  t 
"  It  happened  one  afternoon,  that  lady  Austen  observed  him  sioldog  into  inci^ashig 
dejection :  it  was  ^er  custom,  on  these  occasions,  to  try  all  the  resources  of  her 
i^rightiy  powers  for  his  immediate  lelief.  .  She  told  him  tlie  story  of  John  Oypio  (whidi 
had  been  treasured  in  her  memory  from  her  childhood)  to  disupate  the  gloom  of  the 
passing  hour.  Its  effect  on  the  fimcy  of  Cowper  had  the  air  of  enchantment :  he  informed 
her  the  next  morning,  that  convulsions  of  hiughter  brought  on  by  hb  recollection  at 
her  story,  had  kept  him  waking  during  the  greatest  part  of  the  night,  and  that  he  had 
turned  it  mto  a  ballad.'^  Mrs.  Unwin  sent  it  to  the  Public  Advertiser,  where  the  hie 
Mr.  Henderson,  tbeplayer,  first  saw  it,  and  conceiving  it  might  serve  to  disp^y  bis  eomic 
powers,  read  it  at  Free-Mason's-hsdl,  in  a  course  of  similar  entertainments  given  by 
himself  and  Mr.  Thomas  Sheridan.  It  became  afterwards  extremely  popular  anon^ 
*  all  clastes  of  readers,  but  was  not  generally  known*  to  be  Cowpv^s,  imtM  it  was  added 
to  his  second  volume. 

The  public  was  soon  laid  under  a  far  higher  obligation  to  lady  Aiatan  lor  having 
suggested  our  author's  principal  poem.  The  Task,  '<  a  poem,"  says  Mr.  Hayley,  ^  of 
such  mfinite  variety,  that  it  seems  to  include  every  sulgect,,  and  every  atyle,  wilhooC 
any  dissonance  or  disorder:  and  to  have  Aowed  without  effort,  ftmn  ms^^  pbihuH 
thcop;^,  eager  to  impress  u^on  the  hearts  of  all  readers,  whatever  may  kid  tbcsi^ 
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most  bappDyi  to  the  full  enjoyment  of  human  life,  and  to  the  final  attainment  of 
heaven." 

This  admirable  poem  appears  to  have  been  written  in  the  years  1783  and  1784,  but 
vnderweot  many  careful  revisions.  The  public  had  done  much  for  Cowper,  but  he 
had  too  much  regard  for  it  and  for  his  own  character,  to  obtrude  what  was  incorrect, 
or  might  l>e  made  better.  It  was  his  opmion,  an  opinion  of  great  weight  from  such  a 
critic,  that  poetry,  in  order  to  attain  excellence,  must  be  indebted  to  labour ;  and  it  was 
bis  cofiespoBdent  practice  to  revise  his  poems  with  scrupulous  care  and  severity.  In  a 
letter  to  his  friend  Mr.  Bull,  on  this  poem,  he  says  **  I  find  it  severe  exercise,  to  mould 
mod  fashion  it  to  ray  mind."  Much  of  it  was  written  in  the  winter,  a  season  generally 
unfavourable  to  the  author's  health,  but  there  is  reason  to  think  that  the  encourage- 
ment and  attention  of  his  amiable  and  judicious  friends  animated  him  to  proceed,  and 
that  the  regularity  of  his  progress  was  favourable  to  his  health  and  spirits  Disorders, 
like  his,  have  been  known  to  give  way  to  some  species  of  mental  labour,  if  voluntarily 
nndertaken,  and  pursued  with  steadiness.  The  IVisk  filled  up  many  of  those  leisure 
hours,  for  which  mral  walks  and  employments  would  have  amply  provided  at  a  more 
favourable  season.  It  may  be  added,  likewise,  that  no  man  appears  to  have  had 
a  more  keen  relish  for  the  snugness  of  a  winter  fire-side,  and  that,  free  from  ambition  or 
the  love  of  grand  and  tumultuous  enjoyments,  his  heart  was  elated  with  gratitude  for 
those  humbler  comforts  which  a  mind  like  his  would  be  apt  to  magnify  by  reflecting  on 
the  misery  of  those  who  want  them. 

In  November  1784,  The  Task  was  sent  to  the  press,  and  he  began  the  Tirocinium, 
th«  purport  of  which,  in  his  own  words,  was,  "  to  censure  the  want  of  discipline,  and  the 
scandalous  inattention  to  morals,  that  obtain  in  public  schools;  especially  in  the  largest: 
and  to  recommend  private  tuition  as  a  mode  of  education  preferable  on  all  accounts ;  to 
call  upon  fathers  to  become  tutors  of  their  own  sons,  where  that  is  practicable ;  to  take 
home  a  domestic  tutor  where  it  is  not :  and  if  neither  can  be  done,  to  place  them  un* 
der  the  care  of  some  rural  clergyman  whose  attention  is  limited  to  a  few.** 

Ib  this  year,  when  he  was  beginning  his  translation  of  Homer,  the  quiet  and  even  tenour 
of  his  life  was  disturbed  by  the  necessity  he  felt  of  parting  with  lady  Austen.  A  short 
extract  from  Mr.  Hayley  will  give  this  matter  as  clear  explanation  as  delicacy  can  per- 
mit. They  who  cannot  apologize  for  the  feelings  of  both  ladies  on  this  occasion,  know 
but  little  of  the  human  heart 

''Delightful  and  advantageous  as  his  friendship  with  lady  Austen  had  proved,  he 
now  began  to  feel,  that  it  grew  impossible  to  preserve  that  triple  cord,  which  bis  own 
pare  heart  had  led  him  to  suppose  not  speedily  to  be  broken.  Mrs.  Unwin,  though  by  no 
means  destitute  of  mental  accomplishments,  was  eclipsed  by  the  brilliancy  of  the  poet's 
new  friend,  and  natyrally  became  uneasy,  under  the  apprehension  of  being  so,  for  to 
a  woman  of  sensibiUty,  what  evil  can  be  more  afflicting,  than  the  fear  of  losing  all  men- 
tal mfluence  over  a  man  of  genius  and  virtue,  whom  she  has  long  been  accustomed  to 
inspirit  and  to  guide! 

**  Cowper  perceived  the  painful  necessity  of  sacrificing  a  great  portion  of  his  present 
gratificatious.  He  felt,  that  he  must  relinquish  that  ancient  friend,  whom  he  regarded 
as  a  venerable  parent:  or  the  new  associate  whom  he  idolized,  as  a  sister  of  a  heart  and 
mind  peculiarly  congenial  to  his  own.    His  gratitude  for  past  services  of  unexampled 

V«i..  XVUl.  Q  q 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


554  LIFE  OF  COWPER. 

tnagiiilttcle  ttd  wv^ht,  would  not  allow  Urn  to  hesitate ;  with  a  j-etolatioti  and  defies- 
cy,  that  do  the  highest  honour  to  his  feelings,  he  wrote  a  farewell  letter  to  lady  Aostenv 
explaming  and  lamenting  the  tircnmstances,  that  forced  him  to  renounce  the  society  of 
a  friend  whose  enchanting  takuts  and  kindness  had  proved  so  i^reeably  instnmitalal 
to  the  revival  of  hb  spirits,  and  to  the  exerciae  of  his  fancy. 

"  In  those  very  interestmg  conferences  with  which  I  was  honomed  foy  lady  Awkem^ 
I  was  irresbtibly  led  to  express  an  anxious  desire  fpr  the  sight  of  a  letter  written  bj 
Cowper  in  a  situation  that  must  have  called  forth  all  the  finest  powers  of  his  eloqtiebce 
as  a  monitor  and  a  friend.  The  lady  confirmed  me  in  my  opidon  that  a  more  admira* 
ble  letter  could  not  he  written ;  and  bad  it  existed  at  that  time,  I  am  persuaded  from 
her  noble  frankness  and  xeal  for  the  honour  of  the  departed  poet,  she  woaM  have  giveii 
me  a  copy ;  but  she  ingenuously  confessed,  that  in  a  moment  of  natural  mortificatioD,  she 
burnt  (his  very  tender, .yet  resolute  letter.  Had  it  lieen  confided  to  my  care,  I  am  per- 
suaded I  should  have  thought  it  very  proper  for  publication,  as  it  displayed  both  the  ten^ 
demess  and  the  magnanimity  of  Cowper,  nor  could  I  have  deemed  it  a  want  of  ddicacy 
towards  the  memory  of  lady  Austen,  to  exhibit  a  proof,  that  animated  by  the  wurmest 
admiration  of  the  great  poet,  whose  fancy  she  could  so  successfully  call  forth,  she  was 
willing  to  devote  l^r  life  and  fortune  to  his  service  and  protection.  The  sentiment  is 
to  be  regarded  as  honourable  to  the  lady :  it  b  still  more  honourable  to  the  poet,  that 
with  such  feelings,  as  rendered  him  perfectly  sensible  of  all  lady  Austen's  fascinating 
power,  he  could  return  her  tenderness  with  innocent  gallantry,  and  yet  resolutely  pre- 
clude himself  from  her  soeiety  when  he  could  no  longer  enjoy  it  without  appearing 
deficient  m  gratitude  towards  the  compas^onate  and  generous  guardian  of  hb  seques- 
tered  life.  No  person  can  justly  blame  Mrs.  Unwin  for  feeling  apprehensive  that 
Cowper^s  intimacy  with  a  lady  of  such  extiaordiDary  talents,  might  lead  hin\  mto  per- 
plexities of  which  he  was  by  no  means  aware.  Tliis  remark  was  suggested  by  a  f^ 
elegant  and  tender  verses,  addressed  by  the  poet  to  lady  Austen,  and  shewn  to  me  (>y 
that  lady. 

"  Those  who  were  acquainted  with  the  unsuspecting  mnocence,  and  sportive  gaiety 
of  Cowper,  would  readily  allow,  if  they  had  seen  the  verses  to  which  I  aUude,  that  th^ 
are  such  its  he  might  have  addressed  to  a  real  sbter:  but  a  hdy  only  called  by  that 
endearing  name,  may  be  easily  pardoned,  if  she  was  uiduced  by  them  to  hope  tlMt 
they  might  possibly  be  a  prelude  to  a  still  dearer  alliance.  To  me  they  appeared  ex* 
pressive  of  that  peculiarity  in  his  character,  a  gay  and  tender  gallantry  perfectly  dbtuict 
from  amoroud  attachment.  If  the  lady  who  was  the  subject  Of  the  verses,  had  given 
them  to  me  With  a  permission  to  print  them,  I  should  have  thought  the  poet  btmsdf 
might  have  approved  of  their  appearance,  accompanied  with  such  a  commentary ." 

Notwithstanding  this  interruption  to  his  tranquillity,' for  such  it  certainly  proved,  al- 
though he  was  conscious  that  he  had  acted  the  part  which  was  most  honourable  to  him^ 
be  proceeded  with  the  Tirocinium,  and  the  other  pieces  which  composed  hb  second 
volume.  These  were  published  in  1785,  and  soon  engaged  the  attention  and  admini^ 
tion  of  the  public  in  a  way  that  left  him  no  regret  for  the  cool  reception  and  sloW  pro- 
gress of  his  first  volume.  Its  success  also  obtained  for  him  another  female  friend  and 
assocbte,  lady  Hesketh,  hb  cousin,  who  had  long  been  separated  from  him.  Their  in* 
'  tercourse  was  first  revived  by  a  correspondence,  of  which  Mr.  Hayley  has  poblisfaed  many 
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fa!ere^ingfpeciinen8,and  says,  wilh  great  truth,  rtiatCowper's letters^  are  rivals  to  his 
poems  in  the  rare  excellence  of  represeiiling  life  and  nature  with  graceful  and  endearing 
fidelity/'  In  explahiing  the  nature  of  his  situation  to  lady  Hesketh,  who  came  to  reside 
tX  Olney  in  the  month  of  June  1786,  he  informs  her,  that  he  had  lived  twenty  years 
with  Mrs.  Unwin,  to  whose  affectionate  care  it  was  owing  that  he  lived  at  all,  but  that 
fcr  thirteen  of  those  years  he  had  been  in  a  state  of  mind  which  made  all  her  care  and 
attention  necessary.  He  rafbrms  her  at  the  same  time  that  dejection  of  spirits,  which 
may  have  prevented  many  a  man  from  becoming  an  author,  made  hhn  one.  He 
found  employment  necessary,  and  therefore  took  care  to  be  constantly  employed. 
Manual  occupations  do  not  engage  the  mind  sufficiently,  as  he  knew  by  experience, 
having  tried  many.  But  composition,  especially  of  verse,  absorbs  it  wholly.  It  was 
bis  practice,  therefore,  to  write  generally  three  hours  in  a  morning,  and  in  an  evening 
he  transcribed.  He  read  also,  but  less  than  he  wrote,  for  bodily  exercise  was  neces- 
sary, and  he  never  passed  a  day  without  it.  All  this  shc^s  that  Cowper  understood 
his  own  case  most  exactly,  and  that  he  was  not  •ne  of  those  melancholies  who  are  said 
to  give  way  to  their  disorder.  No  man  could  have  discussed  the  subject  with  more 
perspicuity,  or  treated  himself  with  more  judgment.  The  returns  of  his  malady, 
therefore,  appear  to  have  been  wholly  unavoidable,  and  wholly  independent  of  his  em- 
ployment, whetlier  of  a  religious  or  literary  kind. 

In  October  1785,  he  had  reached  the  twentieth  book  of  his  translation  of  Homer, 
although  probably  no  part  was  finished  as  he  could  have  wished.  Hb  stated  number 
was  forty  lines  each  day,  with  transcription  and  revision.  His  immediate  object  was 
to  pnblisli  the  Homer  by  subscription,  in  order  to  add  something  to  his  income,  wliicli 
mppears  to  have  been  always  scanty,  and  in  this  resolution  he  persisted,  notwithstand- 
ing offers  from  his  liberal  bookseller  far  more  advantageous  than  a  subscription  was 
then  likely  to  have  produced.  He  seems  to  have  felt  a  certain  degree  of  pleasure,  not 
wholly  unmixed,  in  watching  the  progress  of  his  subscription,  and  the  gradual  accession 
of  names  known  to  the  learned  world,  or  dear  to  himself  by  past  recollections. 

During  the  composition  of  this  work,  he  at  first  declined  what  he  had  done  before; 
skewing  specimens  to  his  friends,  and  on  this  subject,  indeed,  his  opinion  seems  to 
have  undergone  a  complete  change.  To  his  friend  Mr.  Unwin,  who  informed  him 
that  a  gentleman  wanted  a  sample,  he  says  with  some  humour,  "  When  1  deal  in  wine, 
cloth,  or  cheese,  I  will  give  samples,  but  of  verse,  never.  No  consideration  would 
have  induced  me  to  comply  with  the  gentlemau^s  demand,  unless  he  could  have  assured 
me  that  his  wife  had  longed.^  From  this  resolution  he  afterwards  departed  in  a 
variety  of  instances.  He  first  sent  a  specimen,  with  the  proposals,  to  his  relation 
general  Cowper :  it  consisted  of  one  hundred  and  seven  lines,  taken  from  the  inter- 
view betweeu  Priam  and  Achilles  in  the  last  book.  This  specimen  fell  into  the  hands 
of  Mr.  Fuseli,  the  celebrated  painter,  whose  critical  knowledge  of  Homer  is  universally 
acknowledged :  and  Cowper  likewise  agreed  that  if  Mr.  Maty,  who  then  published  a 
Review,  wished  to  see  a  book  of  Homer,  he  should  be  welcome;  and  the  first  book 
and  a  part  of  the  second  were  accordingly  sent  ^.     Mr.  Fuseli  afterwards  was  permitted 

*  There  is  loiiic  confusion  id  the  account  of  this  matter  in  Cowpfr'a  Letters.  It  woiHd  appear  that 
a  tpecimen  was  prioted  before  Maty  saw  tliis  manuscript,  and  the  seventy  of  hit  remarks  U  insinuated 
to  have  arises  from  this  circumstance.     Hayley*s  Cow]>er,  voL  ii.  p.  391. 
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to  revise  the  whole  of  the  manuscript,  and  how  well  Cowper  was  satis6e<l  in  fyJ^kig  im 
with  such  a  critic,  appears  (among  other  prooft  of  his  high  esteem}  from  the^faort 
character  he  gives  of  him  in  one  of  his  letters.  **  For  his  knowledge  bf  Homer,  he 
has,  I  verily  believe,  no  fellow/'  Colman,  likewise,  his  old  companiofi,  with  wbom  be 
had  renewed  an  epistolary  intimacy,  revised  some  parts  in  a  maumer  wfaidiafforded'tbe 
author  much  satisfaction,  end  appears  to  have  corrected  the  riieets  for  the  press.  With 
Maty  he  was  less  pleased,  as  hb  criticisms  appeared  "  adjust  and  in  part  flliberaL" 
•  While  thus  intent  on  his  Homer,  he  was  enabled,  by  the  khidness  of  lady  Heskelli^ 
^o  remove  in  November.  1796,  from  Olney  to  Weston,  about  two  miles  distant,  where 
the  house  provided  for  htm  was  more  sequesteied  and  c<»mnodious.  Here  too  lie  had 
access  to  the  society  of  Mr.  Throckmorton,  a  gentleman  of  fortone  10  that  neigbboiir* 
hood,  whose  family  had  for  some,  time  studied  to  add  to  his  cemfoits  in  a  maaaer  tlie 
most  delicate  and  affectionate.  It  is,  indeed,  not  easy  to  speak  of  the  conduct  ^ 
Cowper's  friends  in  terms  ^equate  to  their  merit,  their  kindness,  sensibiUty  and  judi^ 
ment.  Their  attentions  exceeded  much  of  what  we^  re^d,  and  perhaps  aU  that  me 
commonly  meet  with  under  the  name  of  friendship.  In  the  mklst  of  these  fair 
prospects,  however,  he  lost  his  steady  Md  beloved  friend  Mr.  Unwin,  who  died  is 
December  of  thb  year. 

The  translation  of  Homer,  after  innuroeral^le  interruptions,  was  sent  to  press  about 
November  1790,  and  published  on  the  first  of  July  1791>  in  two  quarto  volumes,  the 
Iliad  being  inscribed  to  earl  Cowper,  bis  young  kinsman,  and  the  Odyssey  to  the 
dowager  lady  Spencer.  Such  was  its  suecess  ^th  the  subscribers  and  non««ubacriben 
that  th^  edition  was  nearly  out  of  print  in  less  than  six  months.  Yet  ^ter  all  the 
labour  he  had  employed,  and  all  the  anxiety  he  feft  for  this  work,  it  fell  so  short  o£ 
the  expectation  formed  by  the  public,  and  of  the  perfection  which  he  hoped  he  had 
attained,  that  instead  of  a  second  edition,  he  l>egan,  at  no  long  distance  of  time,  what 
may  be  termed  a  new  translation.  To,  himself,  however,  his  first  attempt  had  been 
of  great  advantage,  lior  were  any  number  of  his  years  speai  in  more  general  traoqnil- 
lity,  than  the  five  which  he  had  dedicated  to  Homer. 

One  of  the  greatest  l)enefits  lie  derived  from  his  attentkm  to  this  translation,  was 
the  renewed  conviction  that  labour  of  this  kind,  although  with  intermissions  sometimee 
of  relaxation  and  sometimes  of  anxiety,  was  necessary  to  his  health  and  happineis ; 
and  this  conviction  led  him  very  soon  to  accede  to  a  proposal  •  made  1^  bis  book* 
seller,  to  undertake  a  magnificent  edition  of  Milton's  poeticai  werks^  the  l>eauties  of 
which  had  engaged  hb  wonder  at  a  very  eariy  period  of  life.  These  he  was  now  t^ 
illustrate  by  notes,  original  and  selected,  and  to  translate  the  Latin  and  Italian  poems^ 
while  Mr.  Fnseli  was  to  paint  a  series  of  pictures  to  be  engraven  by  the  first  arliits^ 
To  Ibis  scheme,  when  yet*  in  its  infancy,  the  public  b  indelHed  for  the  friendship  which 
Mr.  Hayley  contracted  with  Cowper,  and  one  of  its  happiest  consequenoea,  such  a  ape-. 
cimen  of  biography,  minute,  elegant  and  highly  instructive,  as  can  seldom  be  expeeted.* 

Mr.  Hayley  abont  thb  time  had  written  a  life  of  Milton  to  accompany  the  splendid 
edition  published  by  Messrs.  Boydelb :  and  having  be^i  represented,  m  a  newspaperg 
as  the  rival  of  Cowper,  he  immediately  wrote  to  him  on  the  subject.  Cowper  an* 
swered  him  in  such  a  manner  as  drew  on  a  clo^r  correspondence,  which  soon  termi- 
nated in  mutual  esteem  and  cordial  friendship.  Personal  interviews  followed,  and  Mr. 
Hayley  has  gratified  lib  readers  with  a  very  interesting  account  of  hb  first  visit  to  Wes- 
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too,  aad  of  the  return  by  Cowper  and  Mrs.  Unwin  at  his  seat  Eartham,  ia  Sussex,  but 
in  a  style  so  peculiarly  affedioDate  as  to  be  wholly  incapable  of  abridgment.  On  Cow- 
per^s  journey  to  Eartham,  he  passed  through  London,  but  without  stopping,  the  only 
time  he  had  seen  it  for  nearly  thirty  years;  thirty  such  years!  What  his  feelings  were 
xm  this  occasion,  who  would  not  wish  to  be  mfomied  1 

The  etftion  of  Milton  went  on  but  slowly.  A  revisal  of  Homer  presented  itself  in 
the  mean  time,  as  a  more  urgent  as  well  as  pleasing  undertaking,  and  from  1792  we 
find  •ur  author  employed  hi  correcting,  re-writing  and  adding  notes.  In  1793  he  ap- 
pears to  have  been  solely  ocoapied  in  these  lalM)urs,  and  wished  to  engage  Mr.  Hayley 
with  bnn  in  a  regular  and  complete  revisal  of  his  Homer.  Mr.  Hayley,  with  every  in- 
clination for  an  office  so  agreeable,  and  a  partnership  so  honourable,  still  imagined  that 
at  this  time  he  might  render  more  essential  service  to  the  poet  by  an  application  to  his 
more  powerful  friends.  TUs  delicate  office  .was  undertaken  in  consequence  of  what  he 
had  observed  in  Cowper  on  a  late  visit  to  Weston.  ''He  possessed  completely  at  this 
period,*'  says  his  biographer,  "  all  the  admirable  faculties  of  his  mind,  and  all  the  na- 
tive tenderness  of  his  heart ;  but  there  was  something  indescribable  in  hi^  appearance, 
which  led  me  to  apprehend,  that  without  some  signal  event  iit  his  favour,  to  re-ani. 
mate  hb  spirits,  they  would  gradually  sink  into  hopeless  dejection.  The  state  of  his 
aged  and  infirm  companion  (Mrs.  Unwin)  afforded  additional  ground  for  increasing 
solicitude.  Her  cheerful  and  beneficent  spirit  could  hardly  resist  her  own  accumu- 
hted  maladies,  so  far  as  to  preserve  ability  sufficient  to  watch  over  the  tender  health  of 
him,  whom  she  had  watched  and  guarded  so  4oiig.  Imbecility  of  body  and  mind  must 
gradually  render  this  tender  and  heroic  woman  unfit  for  the  charge  which  she  had  so 
laudably  sttstained.  The  signs  of  such  imbecility  were  beginning  to  be  painfully  visible : 
nor  can  nature  present  a  spectacle  more  truly  pitiable  than  imbecihty  in  such  a  shape  eager- 
ly grasping  for  dominion,  which  it  knows  neither  how  to  retain,  or  how  to  relinquish.'' 

For  some  time,  however,  the  fears  of  Mr.  Cowper's  affectionate  friend,  appeared  to 
be  gnNmdless.  His  correspondence  after  tiie  departure  of  Mr.  Hayley,  in  November 
1793,  bespoke  a  mind  considerably  at  ease,  and  even  cheerful  and  active.  From  vari- 
ous circumstances,  the  scheme  of  publishing  an  edition  of  Milton  appears  to  have  been 
totally  relbiquished,  and  as  hb  enthusiasm  for  thb  undertaking  had  abated,  he  expresses 
considerable  satbiaction  that  he  could  devote  the  whole  of  hb  time  to  the  improve- 
ment of  hb  trmslation  of  Homer.  A  new  scheme,  more  suitable  to  his  original  ta- 
lents, had  been  suggested  in  1791 »  by  the  rev.  Mr.  Buchanan,  curate  of  Ravenstone, 
a  man  of  worth  and  genius.  This  was  a  poem  to  be  entitled  The  Four  Ages,  or  the 
fonr  distinct  peribdspf  Infancy,  Youth,  Manhood,  and  Old  Age.  For  some  time  our 
poet  meditated  with  great  satbiaction  on  thb  des^n,  and  probably  revolved  many  of  the 
subordinate  subjects  in  hb  mind.  It  seems  to  have  been  iKirticularly  calculated  for 
hb  powers  of  reflection,  hb  knowledge  of  the  human  heart,  and  hb  exquisite  talent  for 
depicting  life  and  manners,  and  it  was  intended  likewbe  to  unite  the  fascinations  of 
the  graphic  art.  Mr.  Hayley  has  published  a  fragment  of  tlib  woik,  imperfect 
as  the  author  left  it,  but  more  than  enough  to  make  us  regret  that  hb  -situation 
and  the  situation  of  his  aged  companion  soon  forbade  all  hopes  of  its  being  executed  \ 

*  Mr.  Bayley  meotioiu  two  modern  poems  on  The  Four  Ages  of  Man,  the  one  by  M.  Wafthniullerf 
a  citizen  of  Ziiricb,  sod  anothtr  by  M.  Zacharie,  professor  of  poetry  at  Brunswick.    To  these  1  may 
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In  Jawidry  1794,  be  informed  his  frieid  Mt.  Rose  \  that  he  had  jusl  aBilfty  mou^ 
to  trauacribe,  and  that  he  wrote  at  that  moment  under  the  pressure  of  sadness  not  to 
he  described.  In  the  expresthe  language  of  his  biographer,  **  his  health,  his  comfort;* 
and  his  little  fortune,  were  perishing  most  deplorably."  Mrs.  Uowin  had  passed  into  a 
state  of  second  childhood,  and  something  seemed  wanting  to  cheer  the  mind  of  Gowper^ 
if  posriUe,  against  the  prospect  of  decaying  comforts  and  competence.  Applkalioii 
was  accordbigly  made  to  those  who  had  it  in  their  power  to  procure,  what  so  muA 
merit  most  hair e  dignified,  a  pension ;  but  many  months  elapsed  before  effectual  at- 
tention could  be  obtained.  What  power  refused,  however,  was  in  some  degree  per- 
formed by  friendship ;  kdy  Hesketh,  with  her  accustomed  benevolence  of  dnhact^^ 
and  with  an  affection  of  which  the  mstances  are  very  rare,  removed  to  Weston,  and  be- 
came the  tender  nurse  of  the  two  drooping  invalids,  of  Mrs.  Uinwid,  who  was  deciinhif 
by  years  and  infirmities,  and  of  Cowper,  who,  m  April  1794,  had  relapsed  into  fab 
worst  state  of  mental  inquietude. 

At  this  time,  in  consequence  of  a  humane  and  judkious  letter  from  Ae  rev»  Mr.  Grea*- 
head  of  Newport  Pagnell,  Mr.  Hayley  paid  a  visit  to  this  house  of  moonung,  but  found 
his  poor  friend, "  too  much  overwhelmed  by  his  oppressive  nndady  to  Aem  even  the  kiil 
glimmeriBg  of  satisfoction  at  the  appearance  of  a  guest,  whom  he  used  to  receive  with 
the  most  lively  expressions  of  afiectionate  delight.^  In  this  deplorable  state  he  conti- 
nued durii^  Mr.  Hayley's  visit  of  some  wedss,  and  the  only  drcamslance  which  codIq- 
buted  in  any  degree  to  cheer  the  hearts  of  the  friends  who  were  now  watchmg  over  hifn^ 
was  the  kitelligence  that  his  majesty  had  been  pleased  to  confer  upon  him  such  a  pen* 
abn  as  would  insure  an  honourable  competence  for  his  life.  Earl  Spencer  was  the  im- 
Biediate  agent  in  procuring  this  fovour,  and  it  would  no  doubt  have  added  to  its  valo^ 
had.  the  object  of  it  known  that  he  was  indebted  to  one,  who  of  all  his  noble  friends, 
stood  the  .highest  in  his  esteem.  But  he  was  now^  and  for  the  reonunder  of  his  un- 
happy life,  beyond  the  power  of  knowing  or  acknowledging  the  benevolence  in  which 
his  heart  delighted.  Mr.  Hayley  left  him  for  the  last  time,  in  the  spring  of  179^  and 
from  that  period  tili  the  btter  end  oi  July  1795,  Cowper  remained  in  a  state  of  the 
deepest  melaucholyr 

His  removal  from  Weston  now  appeared  to  his  friends  a  necessary  experiment,  to 
tiy  what  change  of  air  and  of  objects  might  produce :  and  hb  young  kinsman,  the  rev. 
Mr.  Johnson,  undertook  to  convey  him  and  Mrs.  Unwin  from  that  pfaice  to  North 
Tuddepbam  in  Norfolk,  where  they  arrived  in  the  beginning  of  August  1795^  and 
resided  till  the  nineteenth.  Of  Cowper's  state  during  this  time,  all  that  we  are  told 
is,  that  he  e&hibited  9ome  regret  on  kavmg  Weston,  and  some  composure  of  mind 
during  a  conversation  of  which  the  poet  Thomson  was  the  subject.  He  was  able 
also  to  bear  cousiderable  exercise,  and  on  one  occa^on  walked  with  Mr.  Johbson  to 

add  a  third  by  my  reiieiable  friend  the  rev.  Dr.  John  Ogjlrie,  eotilled  Huomb  ISe,  poblfabcd,  trilboiMt 
Jiis  name,  io  1806.     C. 

•J  Ani>ther  of  those  friends  whom  Providence  raised  ap  to  reconcile  Cowper  with  the  world,  which  hat 
since  harl  to  lao^ent  hiK  toes.  Mr.  Hayley  has  given  a  very  interesting  accxiunt  of  this  amiable  young  roan, 
who  promised  to  be  an  ornament  to  his  professiOB  and  to  the  teiiOblic  of  letters.  He  wU  huoouretf  witb 
Cowper's  ettetm  and  confidence  for  some  years.  After  this,  it  is  poor  prahe  to  add  that  I  newer  ICBew 
a  man  more  justly  endeared  tu  a  nvmerrnis  circle  of  friends,,  by  the  m<^  vahiaMe  qnalitiea  of  beftd  or 
btart,  or  one  whom,  aoKmg  the  lamoy  whom  1  have  siirThred,liaoiefi«tQ^  C» 
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tbe  neighboQiiag  vilb^  of  Mattishiill,  ou  a  visit  to  his  cousin  Mrs.  Bodham.  *'  Oo 
surveying  his  own  portrait  by  Abbot,  in  the  house  of  that  l^dy,  he  dasped  his  hands 
in  a  paroxysm  of  pain,  and  uttered  a  vehement  wish,  that  his  present  sensations  might 
be  such  as  they  were  when  that  picture  was  painted.'^ 

After  this  short  residence  at  Tuddenham,  Mr.  Johnsou  conducted  his  two  invalids 
to  Mundsley,  a  village  on  the  Norfolk  coast,  where  they  continued  till  October,  but 
without  deriving  any  apparent  benefit  from  the  sea  air.  Some  calm  recollection  of 
past  scenes,  however,  returned,  enough  to  prompt  him  to  write  a  letter  to  Mr.  Bu- 
chanan, enquiring  after  matters  at  Weston*  But  this  was  almost  the  last  of  his  cor- 
respondence. In  October,  Mr.  Johnson  removed  him  and  Mrs.  Unwin  to  Dereham, 
which  they  left  in  November  for  Dunham  Lodge,  a  house  situated  on  high  ground  in 
a  park  about  four  miles  from  Swafiam. 

Here  his  affectionate  kinsman  endeavoured  by  various  means  to  rouse  in  him  an  at- 
tention to  literary  or  common  subjects,  such  as  might  prevent  his  mind  from  preying 
on  itself,  and  on  some  occasions  he  appears  to  have  succeeded  in  a  small  degree;  but  the 
recurrence  of  fixed  melancholy  was  so  frequent  as  to  destroy  the  transient  hopes  which 
these  prombing  appearances  excited.  In  the  following  year,  change  of  scene  was 
agam  adopted,  and  not  without  such  effect  as  justified  the  measure,  even  when  all 
prospect  of  permanent  advantage  had  vanished.  In  December  1796,  death  removed 
Mrs.  Unwin  by  a  change  as  tranquil  as  her  decayed  body  and  mind  promised.  Cow- 
per,  about  an  hour  after  her  departure,  looked  at  the  corpse,  but  started  suddenly 
away  with  a  broken  sentence  of  passionate  sorrow,  and  spoke  of  her  no  more.  He  was 
now  in  that  state  and  at  that  age,  when  grief  is  neither  exasperated  by  memory,  noc 
relieved  by  consolation,  and  was  mercifully  relieved  from  feelings  which  neither  reli- 
gion nor  reason  could  any  longer  regulate. 

His  subsequent  intervals  of  bodily  health,  few  as  they  were,  appear  to  have  been  at- 
tended with  some  return  of  attention  to  his  favourite  pursuits.  His  anxious  and  tender 
iriend  Mr.  Johnson  embraced  such  opportunities  to  lead  him  to  take  delight  in  the  re- 
Tisioa  of  his  Homer,  and  from  September  1 797,  to  March  1 799$  h^  completed,  by 
snatches,  the  revisal  of  the  Odyssey.  Of  the  returns  of  his  disorder,  he  appears  to 
have  been  sensible,  and  could  describe  it  on  its  commencement,  and  before  it  totally 
overpovfered  his  faculties.  In  a  letter  to  lady  Hesketb,  dated  Oct.  13,  1798,  which 
Mr.  Hayley  has  preserved,  he  describes  himself  as  one  to  whom  nature  "  in  one  day,  iu 
one  minute,  became  an  universal  blank."  On  this  his  biographer  notices  the  opinion  of 
come  of  his  friends,  that  his  disorder  arose  from  a  scorbutic  habit,  which,  when  perspi- 
ration was  obstructed,  occasioned  an  unsearchable  obstruction  in  the  fine  parts  of  his 
frame. 

At  intervals  he  still  wrote  a  few  original  verses,  of  which  The  Cast-away,  his  too 
iavourite  subject,  was  the  last  that  came  from  his  pen,  but  he  amused  himself  occa- 
sionally with  translations  from  Latin  and  Greek  epigrams.  His  last  effort  of  the  lite- 
rary kind,  was  an  improved  version  of  a  passage  in  Homer,  which  he  wrote  at  Mr.  Hay- 
ley's  suggestion,  and  which  that  gentleman  received  on  the  thirty-first  of  January  1  SCO. 
In  the  following  month  he  exhibited  all  the  symptoms  of  dropsy,  which  soon  made  a 
sapid  progress*    On  April  25,  about  five  m  the  afternoon,  he  expired  so  quietly  that 
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Dot  one  of  bis  friends  who  were  present  percehred  his  departure,  but  ftom  the 
stillness  which  succeeded. 

On  Saturday,  May  $,  he  was  buried  in  St.  Edmund's  diapelin  Denkmn  chniclip 
where  lady  Heskelh  caused  a  marble  tablet  to  be  erected,  with  the  following  iosciiptioii : 

In  Memory 

of 

WILLIAM    COWPER,  Esq. 

Bom  in  Hertfordshire 

i731. 

Buried  in  thb  church 

1800. 

YE  who  with  waimth  the  poUio  triaaa^  feal 

Of  talcDtSy  dignified  by  sacred  zeal. 

Here  to  devotion's  bard  devoutly  just. 

Pay  your  fond  tribute  due  to  Cowper's  dust  I 

England,  exulting  in  hb  spotless  fame. 

Ranks  with  her  dearest  sons  hir  fovoorite  name : 

Sense,  fancy,  wit,  suffice  not  alt  to  raise 

So  clear  a  title  to  ailection'aiiraise : 

His  highest  honours  to  the  heart  belong; 

His  virtues  formM  the  inagic  of  his  song. 

That  such  a  man  sliould  have  been  doomed  to  endure  a  life  of  mental  distraction, 
relieved  by  few  intervals,  will  probably  ever  be  the  subject  of  wonder;  but  that  won^ 
der  will  not  be  removed  by  curious  inquiries  into  the  state  of  Cowper's  mind,  as  dis- 
playing circumstances  that  have  never  occurred  before.  Awful  as  his  case  was,  and 
iuost  deeply  as  it  ever  must  be  deplored,  there  was  nothing  smgular  in  the  dispensa* 
tion,  unless  that  it  befel  one  of  more  than  conmnon  powers  of  genius,  and  conse- 
quently excited  more  general  sympathy.  Mr.  Hayley,  who  has  often  endeavoured  to 
reason  on  the  subject,  seems  to  resolve  it  at  last  into  a  bodily  disorder,  a  sort  of  scorbutic 
affection  which,  when  repelled,  brought  on  derangement  of  more  or  less  duration.  It 
appears  to  the  present  writer,  from  a  careful  perusal  of  that  instructive  piece  of  biography 
published  by  Mr.  Hayley,  that  Cowper,  from  his  mfiiincy,  had  a  tendency  to  errations  of  ^ 
mind ;  and  without  admitting  this  fact  in  some  degree,  it  must  seem  extremely  improbable 
that  the  mere  dread  of  appearing  as  a  reader  in  the  house  of  lords  should  have  brought 
on  his  first  settled  fit  of  lunacy.  Much,  indeed,  has  been  said  of  his  tmcommon  shyness 
and  diffidence,  and  more,  perhaps,  than  the  history  of  hb  early  life  will  justify.  Shyness 
and  diffidence  are  common  to  all  young  persons  who  have  not  been  early  mtrdduced 
into  company,  and  Cowper,  who  had  not,  perhaps,  that  advantage  at  home,  might  have 
continued  to  be  shy  when  other  boys  are  forward.  But  had  his  mind  been,  even  m 
this  early  period,  in  a  healthful  state,  he  must  have  gradua^  assumed  the  free  manners 
of  an  ingenuous  youth,  conscious  of  no  unusual  imperfection  that  should  ke^p  him 
back.  At  school,  we  are  told,  he  was  trampled  upon  by  ruder  boys  who  took  advan- 
tage of  his  weakness,  yet  we  find  that  he  mixed  in  their  ikmus^ments,  which  inust  in 
some  degree  have  advanced  him  on  a  level  with  them :  and  what  is  yet  more  extra* 
ordinary,  we  find  him  for  some  years  associating  with  men  of  more  gaiety  thali  pure 
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iBonBty  wM!t^  md  tpot^^ii^  the  utnrasl  ninusty  and  wildiieas  witii  Thurlow  and 
othersy  when  it  was  nataral  to  eipect  that  he  woulfi  have  been  glad  to  court  solitude 
for  tiie  iNnpoMS  of  stodj»  as  «reU  as  for  the  indolgence  of  his  habitual  sbjness,  if,  in* 
deed,  at  tl^petibdit  i^iaaso  habitual  as  we  are  lau^  to  beliefe. 

Atthougfa,  therefore,  it  be  inconsistent  with  the  common  theories  of  mama,  to 
scribe  his  first  attack  to  his  avermn  to  the  situation  which  was  provided  for  him,  or 
to  tbe  operation  of  delicacy  or  sensibility  on  a  healthy  mmd,  it  is  certain  that  at  that 
time,  and  wlieo,  by  his  own  account,  he  was  an  eiltlre  stranger  to  the  religious  system 
wUch  he  afterwards  adopted,  he  was  visited  by  the  first  attack  of  his  disorder,  which 
was  so  violent  and  of  such  a  length  as  to  put  an  end  to  all  prospect  of  advancement  in 
his  pcofieasion.    It  is  parti<;u]arly  incumbent  on  all  who  venerate  the  sound  and  amiable 
'  aniBd  of  Cowper,  the  ckamess  of  his  understanding,  and  his  powers  of  reasoning,  to  no* 
tice  the  date  and  drcumstancas  of  this  first  attack,  beeai»e  it  has  been  the  practice  with 
saperficial  observers,  and  professed  infidels,  who  are  now  running  down  ail  the  impor- 
tant doetines  of  revealed  reh'gion  under  the  name  of  methodistt,  to  ascribe  Cowper's 
Budady  to  bis  religious  principles,  and  his  religious  principles  to  the  company  he  kept. 
Bot  important  as  it  may  be  to  repel  insinuatbns  of  this  kind,  it  b  become  less  necessary 
sinee  the  publication  of  Mr.  Hayley's  Life,  wbkh  affords  the  most  complete  vindication 
of  Mr.  Cowpei's  fiiaids,  and  decidedly  proves  that  his  religious  system  was  no  more 
oomected  with  his  malady  than  with  his  literary  pursuits;  that  his  malady  continued 
to  reUnrn  without  any  impulse  from  either,  and  that  no  means  of  the  most  judicious 
kind  were  omitted  by  himself  or  his  friends  to  have  prevented  the  attack,  if  human 
Beans  could  have  availed.    With  respect  to  his  firiends,,  there  can  be  nothing  con- 
ceived more  consolatory  to  him  who  wishes  to  cherish  a  good  opinion  of  mankind, 
than  to  contemplate  Cowper  in  the  midst  of  those  friends,  men  and  women  exquisitely 
tender,  kind,  and  disinterested,  animated  by  tbe  most  pure  benevolence  towards  the 
helpless  and  interestiug  sufferer,  endiring  cheerfully  every  species  of  fatigue  and  pri- 
vation, to  administer  the  least  comfort  to  him,  and  sensible  of  no  gratification  but  what 
arose  from  their  success  in  prolonging  and  gladdening  the  life  on  which  they  set  so 
high  a  value. 

To  add  much  to  tbb  sketch,  respecting  the  merit  of  Cowper  as  a  poet,  would  be 
superfluous.  After  passing  through  the  many  trials  which  criticism  has  instituted,  he 
remains,  by  universal  acknowledgment,  one  of  the  first  poets  of  the  eighteenth  century. 
£?en  without  awaiting  tbe  issue  of  such  trials,  he  attained  a  degree  of  popularity  which 
ik  almost  without  a  precedent,  while  the  species  of  popularity  which  he  has  acquired  is 
yet  more  honourable  than  the  extent  of  it.  No  man's  works  ever  appeared  with  less 
of  artificial  preparation ;  no  venal  heralds  proclaimed  the  approach  of  a  new  poet,  nor 
told  the  world  what  it  was  to  admire.  He  emerged  from  obscurity,  the  object  of  no 
patronage,  and  the  adherent  of  no  party.  His  fame,  great  and  extensive  as  it  is,  arose 
from  gradual  conviction,  and  gratitude  for  pleasure  received.  Tbe  genius,  the  scholar^ 
tbe  critic,  the  man  of  the  world,  and  the  man  of  piety,  each  found  in  Cowper's  works 
something  to  excite  their  surprize  and  their  admiration,  something  congenial  with  their 
habits  and  feelings,  something  which  taste  readily  selected,  and  judgment  decidedly 
confinned.  Cowper  was  fotmd  to  possess  that  combination  of  energies  which  marks 
the  comprehensive  mmd  of  a  great  and  inventive  genius,  and  to  fumbh  examples  of 
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the  subKme,  tlie  paUietic»  the  deMcjogliv^,  the  moral,  and  the  sstirical,  to  i 

that  nothing  seemed  beyond  hii  grasp^  and  to  .origmal,  thai  nothing  lemiiida  i»  of  nnj 

former  poet. 

If  this  praise  be  admitted,  it  will  be  needless  to  inquire  in  what  peculiar  chanw 
Oowpei^ft  poems  insist,  or  why  he,  aboye  all  poets  of  recent  times,  has  become  the 
nniversal  favourite  of  his  nation.  Yet  as  he  appears  to  hare  been  formed  not  oolj 
to  be  an  omameut  but  a  B^odel  to  bis  brethren,  it  may  not  be  useless  tf^  remind  theai» 
that  in  him  die  virtues  of  the  man  and  the  genius  of  the  poet  were  inseparable^  tfamt 
in  every  thing  he  respected  the  lMgbl»t  interests  of  human  kind,  the  promotion  of  v^ 
figion,  morality,  and  benevolence,  and  that  while  be  enchants  the  imagination  by  the 
decorations  of  geniuine  poetry*  and  even  condescends  to  trifle  with  innocent  gaie^,  hii 
serious  purposes  are  aU  of  the  nobler  kind.  He  secures  the  judgment  by  depth  of  re- 
flection on  morals  and  manners,  and  by  a  vigour  of  sentiment,  and  a  knowledfe  of 
human  nature,  such  as  every  man's  taste  and  every  man's  experieoee  most  confinB* 
In  description,  whether  of  objects  of  nature^  or  of  artificial  society,  he  has  few  equals^ 
and  whether  he  passes  from  description  to  reasoning,  or  iliustfales  the  one  by  ikm 
other,  he  has  fonad  the  happy  art  ot  administering  to  the  pleasures  of  the  senses^  and 
those  of  the  intellect  with  equal  success.  But  what  adds  a  peculiar  charm  to  Cowper  i^ 
tiiat  his  language  is  every  where  the  language  of  the  heart.  The  pathetic,  in  whidi  he 
excels,  is  exclusively  consecrated  to  subjects  worthy  of  it  He  obtrudes,  none  of  those 
assumed  feelings  by  which  some  have  obtained  the  character  of  moial^  tendes^  and 
^^mpathetic,  who  m  private  life  aie  known  to  be  gross,  seUab^  and  uafeeling.  in 
Cowper  we  have  every  where  the  happuiess  to  contempbte  not  only  the  moat  fiivourila 
of  p^ets,  but  the  best  of  ] 
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^  HEN  an  aathor,  by  appearing  ia  prints  requests  an  audience  of  tbe  public,  and  is  upon  the  poini 
of  fpeaking  for  himself,  whoever  presumes  to  step  before  him  with  a  prefoce,  and  to  say,  "  Nay,  but 
bear  me  first,*'  should  have  something  worthy  of  atteotioB  to  offer,  or  he  will  be  justly  deemed  officiooa 
and  impertineDt:  The  judicious  reader  has  probably,  upon  other  occasions,  been  beforehand  with  me  in 
this  reflection  :  and  1  am  not  very  willing  it  should  now  be  applied  to  me,  however  1  may  seem  to  ex- 
pose myself  to  the  danger  of  it.  But  the  thought  of  having  my  own  name  perpetuated  in  connexion 
with  the  name  in  the  title  page  is  so  pleasing  and  flattering  to  the  feelings  of  my  heart,  that  I  am 
content  to  risk  something  for  the  gratification. 

This  preface  is  not  designed  to  commend  the  poems,  to  which  it  is  prefixed,  "ifj  testimony  would 
be  iosuficient  for  those,  who  are  not  qualified  to  judge  properly  for  themselves,  and  unnecessary  to 
those,  who  are.  Besides,  the  reasons,  which  render  it  improper  and  iinseemly  for  a  man  to  celebrate 
his  own  performances,  or  those  of  his  nearest  relatives,  will  have  some  influence  in  suppressing  much  of 
what  he  might  otherwise  wish  to  say  in  favour  of  a  friend,  when  that  firiend  is  indeed  an  alter  idem^ 
and  excites  almost  the  same  emotions  of  sensibility  and  afiection,  as  he  feels  for  himself. 

It  b  very  probable  these  poems  may  come  into  the  hands  of  some  persons,  in  whom  the  ^ght  of  the 
author's  name  will  awaken  a  recollection  of  incidents  and  scenes,  which  through  length  of  time  they 
had  almost  forgotten.  They  will  be  reminded  of  one,  who  was  once  the  companion  of  their  chosen 
hours,  and  who  set  out  with  them  in  early  life  in  the  paths  which  lead  to  literary  honours,  to  influence 
and  affluence,  with  equal  prospects  of  success.  But  he  was  suddenly  and  powerfully  withdrawn  from 
those  ponuits,  and  he  left  them  without  regret ;  yet  not  till  he  had  suflicient  opportunity  of  counting 
tbe  coi>t,  and  of  knowing  the  value  of  what  he  gave  up.  If  happiness  could  have  been  found  in 
classical  attainmenu,  in  an  elegant  taste,  in  the  exertions  of  wit,  fancy,  and  genius,  and  in  the  esteem 
aod  converse  of  such  persons,  as  in  these  respects  were  most  congenial  with  himself,  he  would  have 
been  happy.  But  he  was  not — He  wondered  (as  thousands  in  a  similar  situation  still  do)  that  he  should 
continue  dissatisfied,  with  all  tbe  means  apparently  eonducive  to  satisfaction  within  his  reacli — ^But  in 
due  time  the  cause  of  his  disappointment  was  discovered  to  him — He  had  lived  without  God  in  the 
world.  In  a  memorable  hour  the  wisdom  which  is  firom  above  visited  his  heart  Then  he  felt  himself  a 
wanderer,  and  then  he  found  a  guide.  Upon  this  change  of  views,  a  change  of  plan  and  conduct 
followed  of  course.  When  he  saw  the  busy  and  the  gay  world  in  it's  true  light,  he  left  it  with  as  Uttle 
reluctance  as  a  prisoner,  when  called  to  liberty,  leaves  his  dungeon.  Not  that  he  became  a  Cynic  or 
an  Ascetic — A  heart  filled  with  love  to  God  will  assuredly  breathe  benevolence  to  men.  But  the  turn 
of  his  temper  inclining  him  to  rural  life,  he  indulged  it,  and  the  providence  of  God  evidently  preparing 
bis  way  and  marking  out  his  retreat,  be  retired  into  the  country.  By  these  steps  the  good  hand  of 
God,  unknown  to  me,  was  providing  for  me  one  of  the  principal  blessings  of  my  life  i  a  friend  and  a 
counsellor,  in  whose  company  for  almost  seven  years,  though  we  were  seldom  seven  successive  waking 
hours  separated,  I  always  founil  new  pleasure.  A  friend  who  was  not  only  a  comfort  to  myself,  but  a 
blessing  to  the  affectionate  poor  people,  among  whom  I  then  lived. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


6oi 


PREFACE. 


Some  time  after  inclioation  had  thus  remored  him  from  the  hurry  and  bustle  of  lifs,  he  wit  fdH 
more  secluded  by  a  long  indisposition,  and  my  pleasure  was  succeeded  by  a  proportionable  degree  of 
anxiety  and  concern.  But  a  hope,  that  the  God  whom  be  served  would  support  him  under  his  affliction, 
and  at  length  vouchsafe  him  a  happy  deliveranqe,  never  forsook  me.  The  desirable  crisis,  I  trust,  b 
DOW  nearly  approaching.  The  dawn,  the  presage. of  returning  day,  is  already  arrived.  He  is  again 
enabled  to  resume  his  pen,  and  some  of  the  first  fruits  of  bb  recovery  are  here  presented  to  the  public 
In  his  principal  subjects  the  same  acumen,  which  distinguished  him  in  the  early  period  of  life,  is 
happily  employed  in  illustrating  and  enforcing  the  truths,  of  which  he  received  such  deep  and  un- 
alterable impression^  in  his  matnrer  years.  His  satire,  if  it  may  be  called  so,  is  benevolent,  {like  the 
operations  of  the  skilful  and  humane  sui^eon,  who  wounds  only  to  heal)  dictated  by  a  just  regard  for 
the  honour  of  Qod,  and  indignant  grief  excited  by  the  profligacy  of  the  age,  and  a  tender  composaoa 
lor  the  souls  of  men. 

His  favourite  topics  are  least  insisted  on  in  the  piece  entitled  Table  7*alk  ;  which  therefore,  with 
aome  regard  to  the  prevailing  taste,  and  that  those,  who  are  governed  by  it,  tnay  not  be  discouraged  at 
the  very  threshokl  from  proceeding  farther,  is  placed  first  In  most  of  the  large  Poems  which  follow, 
his  leading  design  u  more  explicitly  avowed  and  pursued.  He  aims  to  communicate  his  own  percep- 
;tions  of  the  truth,  beauty,  and  influence  of  the  religion  of  the  Bible — A  religion,  which,  however  dis- 
credited by  the  misconduct  of  many,  who  have  not  renounced  the  Christian  name,  proves  Kself,  when 
rightly  understood,  and  cordially  embraced,  to  be  the  grand  desideratum,  which  alone  can  relieve  the 
mind  of  a  man  from  painful  and  unavoidable  anxieties,  inspire  it  witii  stable  peace  and  solid  hope, 
and  furnish  those  motives  and  prospects,  which,  in  the  present  state  of  things,  are  absolutely  necessary 
to  produce  a  conduct  worthy  of  a  rational  creature,  distinguished  by  a  vastness  of  capacity,  which  no 
assemblage  of  earthly  good  can  satisfy,  and  by  a  principle  and  preintimation  of  immortality. 

At  a  time  when  hypothesis  and  conjecture  in  philosophy  are  so  justly  exploded,  and  tittle  m  ooo- 
sidered  as  deserving  the  name  of  knowledge,  which  trill  not  stand  the  test  of  experiment,  the  very  use 
of  the  term  experimental,  in  religious  concernments,  is  by  too  many  unhappily  rejected  with  disgust. 
But  we  well  know,  that  they,  who  aflect  to  despise  the  inward  feelings,  which  rettgious  persons  ^peak  of, 
and  to  treat  them  as  enthusiasm  and  folly,  have  inward  feelings  of  their  own,  which,  though  they 
would,  they  cannot  suppress.  We  have  been  too  long  in  the  secret  ourselves,  to  account  the  pnnidy 
the  ambitious,  or  the  voluptuous,  happy.  We  must  lose  the  remembrance  of  what  we  once  were, 
before  we  can  believe,  that  a  man  is  satisfied  with  himself,  merely  because  he  endeavours  to  appear  so. 
A  smile  upon  the  face  is  often  But  a  mask  worn  occasionally  and  in  company,  to  prevent,  if  possible,  a 
suspicion  of  what  at  the  same  time  is  passing  in  the  heart.  We  know  that  there  are  people,  who 
seldom  smile  when  they  are  alone,  who  therefore  are  glad  to  hide  themselves  in  a  throng  from  the 
violence  of  their  own  reflections  ;  and  who,  while  by  their  looks  and  their  language  they  wish  to  per- 
suade us  they  are  happy,  would  be  glad  to  change  their  cftnditkms  with  a  dog.  But  in  defiance  of  all 
their  eflbrts  they  continue  to  think,  forebode,  and  tremble.  This  we  know,  for  it  has  been  our  own 
state,  and  therefore  we  know  how  to  commiserate  it  in  others. — ^From  this  state  the  Bible  relieved  us— 
When  we  were  led  to  read  it  with  attention,  we  found  ourselves  described. — We  learnt  the  causes  of 
our  inquietude — ^we  were  directed  to  a  method  of  relief—we  tried,  and  we  were  not  disappointed. 

Deus  nobis  hsBC  otia  fecit. 

We  are  now  certain,  that  the  gospel  of  Christ  is  the  power  of  God  unto  salvatioci  to  every  one  that 
believeth.  It  has  reconciled  us  to  God,  and  to  ourselves,  to  our  duty,  and  our  sittntion.  It  is  the 
balm  and  cordial  of  the  present  life,  and  a  sovereign  antidole  against  the  fear  of  death. 

Sed  hactenus  base.  Some  smaller  pieces  upon  less  important  subjects  close  the  volume.  Not  one 
oi  them,  \  believe,  was  written  with  a  view  to  publication,  but  I  was  unwilling  they  should  be  omitted* 


CharUt  Square,  JJoxUm^ 
Fthruory  18,  1782. 
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Si  te  fort^  mea  gravis  oret  sarcina  charUB, 
ALgicito.  Hur.  Lib.  i.  Epist  13. 


A.  X  OU  told  me,  I  remember,  "  Glory,  built 
On  selfish  principles,  is  shame  and  joniilt ; 

The  deeds,  that  men  admire  as  half  divine. 
Stark  nauji^t,  because  corrupt  in  their  design.'' 
Strange  doctrine  this  I  that  without  scruple  tears 
The  laurel,  that  the  very  lightning  spares ; 
Brings  down  the  warrior's  trophy  to  the  di^ 
And  eats  into  his  bloady  sword  like  rust. 

B.  1  grant  that,  men  continuiug  what  they  are, 
Fierce,  avaricious,  proud,  there  must  be  war. 
And  never  meant  the  rule  should  be  applied 

To  him,  that  %hts  with  ju^ice  on  his  side. 

Let  laurels,  dreuch'd  in  pure  Parnassian  dews. 
Reward  hb  roemVy,  dear  to  ev'ry  Muse, 
Who,  with  a  courage  of  unshaken  root. 
In  boiK>ur*s  field  advancing  his  firm  foot. 
Plants  it  upon  the  line  that  Justice  draws. 
And  will  prevail  or  perish  in  her  cause. 
Tis  to  the  virtues  of  such  men,  man  owes 
His  portion  in  the  good,  that  Heav'n  bestows. 
And  when  recording  History  displays 
Feats  of  renown,  though  wrought  in  ancient  days, 
Tells  of  a  few  stout  hearts,  that  fought  and  died. 
Where  duty  place<l  them,  at  their  country's  side ; 
The  man,  that  'is>  not  mov'd  with  what  he  reads, 
That  tak*»s  not  fire  at  their  heroic  deeds, 
Unworthy  of  ihe  b!e<«;iiigs  of  the  brave, 
Is  base  in  kind,  and  born  to  be  a  slave. 

But  let  eternal  infamy  pursue 
The  wretch  to  nought  but  his  ambition  true. 
Who,  for  the  sake  of  filhng  with  one  blast 
The  post-horns  of  all  Kurope,  lays  her  waste. 
Think  yourself  station'd  on  a  tow'ring  rock. 
To  see  a  people  scatter'd  like  a  flock. 
Some  royal  mastifi*  pantinsr  at  their  heels. 
With  all  the  savage  thirst  a  tiger  feels ; 
Then  view  himself- proclaimM  in  a  gazette 
Chief  moDSter  that  has  pUgu'd  the  Dations  yet. 


The  globe  and  sceptre  in  such  hands  misplac'd, 
Tho<e  ensigns  of  dominion,  how  disgraced  ! 
The  glass,  that  bids  man  mark  the  fleetinf?  hour. 
And  Death's  own  sithe  would  belter  speak  his  pow'r; 
Then  grace  the  bony  phantom  in  their  stead 
With  the  king's  shoutderknot  and  gay  cockafle; 
Clothe  the  twin  brethren  in  each  other's  dress. 
The  same  their  occupation  and  success. 

A.  'Tis  your  belief  the  world  was  made  for  man; 
King^  do  but  reason  on  the  selfsame  plan  : 
Maintaining  yours,  you  <'anaot  theirs  condemn. 
Who  think,  or  seem  to  think,  man  made  for  tbem. 

B.  Seldom,  alas  !  the  pow'r  of  logic  reigns 
With  much  sufl^riency  in  royal  brains ; 
Such  reasoning  falls  like  an  inverted  cone. 
Wanting  it's  proper  base  to  stand  upon. 

Man  made  for  kings  !  those  optic:$  are  bat  dim. 
That  tell  you  so— say,  rather,  they  for  him. 
That  were  indeed  a  kinor-ennobling  thought. 
Could  they,  or  would  they,  reason  a«»  they  ought 
The  diadem,  with  mighty  projects  lin'd 
To  catch  renown  by  ruining  mankind. 
Is  worth,  with  all  it's  gold  and  glitt'ring  store. 
Just  what  the  toy  will  sell  for,  and  no  more. 

Oh  !  bright  ocr^asions  of  dispensing  good. 
How  seldom  us'd,  how  little  understood  ! 
To  puur  in  Virtue's  lap  her  just  reward ; 
Keep  Vice  restrain'd  behiml  a  double  guard ; 
To  quell  the  faction,  that  affronts  the  throne, 
By  silent  magnanimity  alone ; 
To  nurse  with  tender  care  the  thriving  arts  i 
Watch  ev'ry  beam  Philosophy  imparts  ; 
To  give  Religion  her  unbridl'd  scope, 
Nor  judge  by  sratute  a  believer's  hope; 
With  close  fidelity  and  love  nnfeign'd 
To  keep  the  matrimonial  bond  unstain'd ; 
Covetous  only  of  a  virtuous  irraise  ; 
His  life  a  lesson  to  the  land  he  sways ; 
To  touch  the  sword  with  conscientious  awe. 
Nor  draw  it  but  when  duty  bids  him  draw ; 
To  sheath  it  in  the  peace-restoring  close 
With  joy  beyond  what  victory  be^owi ; 
Blest  country,  where  these  kingly  glories  shine  ! 
Blest  England,  if  this  happiness  be  thine  ! 

A.  Guard  what  you  say ;  the  patriotic  tribe 
Will  sneer  and  charge  yoa  with  a  bribe.— b.  A  bribe  ? 
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The  worth  of  his  three  kingdoms  I  defy. 
To  lure  me  to  the  basenest  of  a  lie : 
And,  of  all  lies,  (be  that  one  poet's  boast) 
The  lie  that  flatter*  I  abhor  the  most. 
Those  arts  be  theirs,  who  hate  his  gentle  reign. 
But  he  that  loves  him  has  no  need  to  higo, 

A.  Your  smooth  eulogium  to  one  crofwn  addreis'd, 
Seems  to  imply  a  eensure  on  the  rest. 

B.  Qoeredo,  as  he  tells  bis  sober  tale, 
Ask'd,  when  in  Hell,  to  see  the  royal  jail ; 
ApprovM  their  method  in  all  other  things : 

"  But  where,  good  sir,  do  you  confine  your  kmgs  ? '» 
*'  There,"  said  his  guide,  **  the  group  is  full  in  y't&^,*^ 
•'  Indeed  ?"  replied  the  don,  **  there  are  but  few.** 
His  black  interpreter  the  charge  disdain*d — 
«*  Few,  fellow  ?— there  are  all  that  ever  relg*'d;»> 
Wit,  undistinguishing,  is  apt  to  strike 
'  The  guilty  and  not  guil^  both  alike : 
I  grant  the  sarcasm  is  too  severe. 
And  we  can  readily  refute  it  here ; 
"While  Alfred's  name,  the  father  of  his  age. 
And  the  Sixth  Edward's  ^ace  th'  historic  page. 

A.  Kings  then  at  last  have  but  the  lot  <jr  all : 
By  their  own  conduct  they  must  stand  or  ^L 

B.  true.  While  they  live,  the  courtly  laureat  pays 
His  qnitrent  ode,  his  peppercorn  of  praise; 

And  many  a  dunce,  whose  fingers. itch  to  write. 
Adds,  as  he  can,  bis  tributary  mite  i 
A  suli^t's  faults  a  subject  may  proclaim, 
A  monarch's  errours  are  forbidden  game  ! 
Thus  free  from  censure,  overaw'd  by  fear. 
And  prais'd  for  virtues,  that  they  sooni  to  wear. 
The  fleeting  forms  of  miyesty  engage 
Respect,  while  stalking  o'er  life's  narrow  sUges 
Then  leave  their  crimes  for  history  to  scan. 
And  ask  with  busy  soom,  *'  Was  this  the  man  V* 

I  pity  kings,  whom  Worship  waits  upon 
Obsequious  from  the  cradle  to  the  throne  ; 
Before  whose  infant  eyes  the  flatt'rer  bows. 
And  biods  a  wreath  about  their  baby  brows; 
Whom  Education  stiflfens  into  state. 
And  Death  awakens  from  that  dream  too  late. 
Oh  I  if  Servility  with  supple  knees, 
Whose  trade  it  is  to  smile,  to  crouch,  to  please; 
If  smooth  Dissimulation,  skili'd  to  grace 
A  devil's  purpose  with  ao  angel's  face ; 
If  smiling  peeresses,  and  stmp'ring  peer%    « 
Encompassing  his  throne  a  few  short  years ; 
If  the  gilt  carriage  and  the  pamper'd  steed. 
That  wants  no  driving,  and  disdains  the  lead  ; 
If  guards,  mechaoically  form'd  in  ranks. 
Playing,  at  beat  of  drum,  their  martial  pranks, 
Should'ring  and  standing  as  if  stu^  to  stooe^ 
While  conaescending  majesty  looks  on  ; 
If  monarchy  consist  in  such  base  things. 
Sighing,  I  say  again,  "  I  pity  kings  !" 

To  be  suspected,  thwarted,  and  withstood, 
Ev'n  when  he  Ubours  for  his  country's  good ; 
To  see  a  baad,  call'd  patriot  lor  no  cause. 
But  that  they  catch  at  popular  applause. 
Careless  of  all  th'  anxiety  be  feels. 
Hook  disappointment  on  the  public  wheel* ; 
With  all  their  flippant  fluency  of  tongue. 
Most  confideut,  when  palpably  most  wn»g| . 
if  this  be  kingly,  then  farewell  for  me 
All  kingship ;  and  may  I  be  poor  and  free  1 

To  be  the  Table  Talk  of  dobs  up  stairs, 
To  which  th'  unwash'd  artificer  repairs, 
T  indulge  bis  genius  after  kmg  fat^^ue, 
By  diving  into  cabinet  intrigue  ; 


([dwielt 


(For  what  kings  deem  a  toil,  as  well  tiiey  vmy. 

To  him  is  relaxation  and  mere  play) 

To  win  no  praise  when  well-wrought  plans  prerail. 

But  to  be  mdely  censur'd  when  they  €u1 ; 

To  doubt  the  love  his  lav'rites  may  pretrad. 

And  in  reality  to  find  no  friend ; 

If  he  indulge  a  cultivated  taste. 

Hit  galPries  witk  the  works  of  art  well  gracM, 

To  hear  it  call'd  extravaganoe  aad  waste  ; 

If  these  attendants,  and  if  such  as  these. 

Must  follow  royalty,  then  welcome  ease; 

However  humble  sind  oonfln'd  the  sphere, 

Happy  the  state,  that  has  not  these  to  fear. 

A.  Thus  men,  wbope  thoughts  contemplatnre  have 
On  situations,  that  they  never  felt. 

Start  up  saglfoioAs,  oOveiM  wSth  the  dust 
OF  dreaming  study  and  pedantic  mst. 
And  prate  vid  preach  about  what  otlwrs  profve. 
As  if  the  world  and  tiiey  were  band  and  flove. 
Leave  kingly  backs  to  cope  with  kingly  cares ; 
They  have  Uieir  weight  to  carry,  subjects  tbein  ; 
Poets,  of  all  men,  ever  least  regret 
Increasing  taxes  and  the  nation's  debt. 
Could  you  contrive  the  paymem,  and  rebeantf 
The  mighty  plan,  oracular,  in  verse, 
Ko  bard,  howe'er  majestic,  old  or  new. 
Should  claim  my  fix'd  attention  more  than  yon. 

B.  Not  Brindley  nor  Bridgewater  would  essay 
To  torn  the  course  of  Helicon  that  way  ; 

Nor  woukl  the  Nine  cOmewt  the  sacred  tide 
Should  purl  amidst  the  traffic  of  Cheapside, 
Or  tinkle  in  *Change  Alley,  to  amuse 
The  leathern  ears  oifstoclqobbers  and  Jews. 

A.  Vouchsafe,  at  least,  lo  pitch  the  key  of  fkyne 
To'themes  more  peitinoik,  if  lest  subtime. 

When  ministers  and  ministerial  arts ; 

Patriots,  who  bve  good  places  at  their  hearts  ; 

When  adoBralSi  extoll'd  for  standmg  still. 

Or  doing  notfaing  with  a  deal  of  skiU; 

Gen'rals,  who  will  not  eonqoer  when  they  any, 

Firm  friends  to  peace,  to  pleasure,  and  good  pay  ; 

When  Freedom,  wounded  almost  to  de^tr. 

Though  Disoooteht  akme  can  find  out  wheiei 

When  themes  like  these  employ  the  poet*s  toogne, 

I  hear  as  mote  as  if  a  syren  song; 

Or  tell  me,  if  you  can,  what  pow'r  maintains 

A  Briton's  soom  of  arbitrary  chains ! 

That  were  a  theme  mi|^t  animate  the  dead. 

And  move  the  lips  of  poett  cast  in  bad.         [ehide 

B.  The  oause,  tho*  worth  the  search,  mmf  yet 
Conjecture  and  rematk,  however  sibrewd. 

They  take  perhaps  a  well-directed  aim. 
Who  seek  it  m  lus  oKmate  and  bis  firMoe. 
Lib'ral  in  aU  things  else,  yet  Nature  hara 
With  stem  severity  deals  oat  the  3^ear. 
Winter  invades  the  ftprin^,  and  often  poari 
A  chilling  flood  on  summer's  dtooping  flow*rs; 
Unwelcome  vapours  qoench  autumnal  beams, 
Ungenial  blasts  attending'  cnri  the  streams : 
The  peasants  urge  their  harvest,  ply  the  fofiB 
With  double  toil,  and  shiver  at  their  work; 
Thus  with  a  rigour^  for  his  good  dcsignM, 
She  rears  ber'fov'rtte  man  dPall  mankind. 
His  form  nobfut  and  of  elastic  tone, 
Propottion'd  well,  half  musole  and  half  hene^ 
Supplies  with  warm  activity  and  fbroe 
A  mind  well-lodgM,  apd  maacaline  of  eontt% 
Hence  Liberty,  sweet  Liberty  inspires 
And  keeps  alive  his  fierce  bad  noble  firaa. 
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*>UHrti  of  dbwftitutiottil  <ymtrtWj 
l€  beftrs  it  with  meek  manliDets  of  soul ; 
lot  if  Autbority  grow  iraotoo,  woe 
To  him  tbst  treadi  upon  hb  five-born  toe  ; 
>ne  step  be3roDd  the  boundary  of  the  Uwt 
faea  him  at  oace  in  F^reedom's  glonoos  cause, 
nun  pcood  PrerogatiTe,  not  much  rerer^d. 
If  teMom  felt,  though  sometimes  teen  and  heard^ 
Ind  in  his  cage,  like  parrot  fine  and  gay, 
[s  kept  to  stmt,  look  big,  and  talk  away. 
Bora  in  a  dimate  softer  fiur  than  onrs, 
Kot  fbrm'd  like  us,  with  such  Hercnkan  pow'rs, 
Ihe  Frfpcbman,  easy,  debonair,  and  brisk, 
Bive  Um  bis  lass,  his  fiddle,  and  his  ifrisk, 
b  always  bappy,  reign  wboerer  may. 
And  laoghs  the  sense  of  mis'ry  far  away. 
He  drinks  bis  simple  bev'rage  with  a  glut; 
And,  feasting  on  an  onion  and  a  crust. 
We  never  feel  the  alacrity  and  joy. 
With  whkAi  he  shoots  and  caroh  Vhe  le  Roy, 
FUPd  with  as  much  true  merriment  and  glee. 
At  if  he  beard  his  king  say — <*  Slave,  be  free." 

Thos  hapinness  depends,  as  Nature  shows. 
Less  on  exterior  things  than  most  suppose. 
Vigilant  orer  all  that  he  has  made. 
Kind  Frovidenee  attends  with  gracious  aid  ; 
Bids  equity  throughout  his  works  prerail. 
And  weighs  the  nations  in  aa  even  scale  ; 
fle  can  encourage  Slar*ry  to  a  smile. 
And  fill  with  discontent  a  British  isle. 

A.  Freeman  and  slave  then,  if  the  case  be  such. 
Stand  on  a  level  j  and  you  prove  too  much : 
If  all  men  iacfiscrimioately  share 
Ss  foafring  power  and  tutelary  care, 
As  well  be  yok*d  by  Despotism's  band. 
As  dwell  at  large  in  Britain's  chartered  land. 

a.  No.  Freedom  has  a  thousand  charms  to  show. 
That  slaves^  howe'er  contented,  never  know. 
The  mmd  attains  beneath  her  happy  reign 
Tbe  growtb,  that  Nature  meant  she  should  attain  ; 
The  varied  fields  of  science,  ever  new, 
Op'ning  and  wider  op'niog  on  her  view, 
aie  vcntntet  onward  with  a  prosperous  force, 
WhiW  no  base  fear  impedes  ber  in  her  course. 
Religion,  richest  favour  of  tbe  skies. 
Stands  tnost  reveal'd  before  tbe  freeman's  eyes  ; 
No  shadea  of  superstition  blot  tbe  day, 
liberty  cbases  all  that  gloom  away; 
The  tool  emancipated,  unoppress^d. 
Free  to  prove  all  things  and  bold  fest  tbe  best, 
Learus  much ;  and  to  a  thousand  listening  minds 
Communicates  with  joy  tbe  good  she  finds : 
Courage  in  arms,  and  ever  prompt  to  show 
Hit  manly  fmehead  to  tbe  fiercest  fue ; 
Gtoriona  in  war,  but  for  the  sake  of  peaoe^ 
His  tpUits  rising  as  bis  toils  increase, 
Quards  well  what  arts  and  industry  have  won, 
Aad  Freedoih  claims  him  for  her  first- bom  son. 
Staves  fight  for  what  weire  better  cast  away — 
Tbe  chain  that  binds  them,  and  a  tyrant's  sway  ; 
But  they,  that  fight  for  freedom,  undertake 
The  noblest  cause  manluud  can  have  at  stake : — 
Religion,  virtue,  truth,  wbate'er  we  call 
A  Messing — freedom  is  the  pledge  of  all. 
O  Liberty !  the  pris'ner's  pleasing  dream. 
The  poet's  mute,  hit  passion,  aufl  his  theme; 
Genius  is  thine,  and  thou  art  fancy's  nurse  ; 
Lost  without  thee  th'  ennobliDg  pew'rs  of  lent ; 


Heroic  song  from  thy  free  feoch  acqorres 

It's  clearest  tone,  tbe  rapture  it  inspires  : 

Place  me  wbere  Winter  breathes  bis  keenest  Air, 

And  I  will  sing,  if  Liberty  be  there; 

And  I  will  sing  at  Liberty's  dear  feet. 

In  Afiic's  torrid  chme,  or  India'k  fiercest  heat 

A.  Sing  where  you  please;  insochacanselgrani 
An  English  poet's  privll^e  to  rant : 
But  is  not  Freedom — at  least  is  not  ours 
Too  apt  to  play  the  wanton  with  her  pow'n. 
Grow  freakish,  and,  o'erleaptog  ev'ry  mound. 
Spread  anarchy  and  terrour  all  around  ? 

a.  Agreed.   But  would  you  sell  or  slay  your  horse 
For  bounding  and  curvetting  hi  his  course  ? 
Or  if,  when  ridden  with  a  careless  rein. 
He  break  away,  and  seek  the  distant  plain  } 
No.    His  high  mettle,  under  good  control,     [goaL 
Gives  him  Olympic  speed,  and  shoots  him  to  the 

Let  Discipline  employ  her  wholesome  arts; 
Let  magistrates  alert  perform  their  parts. 
Not  skulk  or  put  on  a  prudeoUal  mask. 
As  if  their  duty  were  a  desp'rate  task  ; 
Let  active  Laws  apply  the  needftil  curb. 
To  guard  the  Peace,  that  Riot  would  disturb  ; 
And  Liberty,  preserv'd  firom  w4ld  excess. 
Shall  raised  no  feuds  for  armies  to  suppress. 
When  Tumult  lately  burst  bis  prison  door. 
And  set  plebeian  thousands  in  a  roar ; 
When  he  nsurp'd  Authority's  just  place. 
And  dar'd  to  look  his  master  in  tbe  face ; 
When  the  rude  rabble*s  watchword  was-^estroy. 
And  blazing  London  seem*d  a  second  Troy ; 
Liberty  blush'd,  and  bung  her  drooping  head. 
Beheld  their  progress  with  tbe  deepest  dread ; 
Blush'd,  that  effects  like  these  she  should  produce^ 
Worse  than  the  deeds  of  galley-slaves  broke  loose. 
She  loses  in  such  storms  her  very  name, 
And  fierce  Licentiousness  should  bear  the  blame. 

Incomparable  g^m  !  thy  worth  untold ;     [sold ; 
Cheap  tho'  Mood  bought,  and  thrown  away  when 
May  no  foes  ravish  thee,  and  no  false  friend 
Betray  thee,  while  professmg  to  defend  ! 
Prize  it,  ye  ministers  ;  ye  monarchs,  spare; 
Ye  patriots,  gnard  it  with  a  miser^s  care. 

A.  Patriots,  alas !  the  few  that  have  been  found. 
Where  most  they  flourish,  upon  English  ground. 
The  country's  need  have  scantily  supplied. 
And  the  last  left  the  scene,  when  Chatham  died. 

a.  Not  so — \he  virtue  still  adorns  our  age. 
Though  the  chief  actor  died  upon  (be  stage. 
In  him  Demosthenes  was  heard  again  ; 
liberty  taught  him  her  Athenian  strain  ; 
She  cloth  d  him  with  authority  and  awe. 
Spoke  from  his  lips,  and  in  his  looks  gave  law. 
His  speech,  his  form,  his  action,  full  of  grace. 
And  all  his  country  beaming  in  bis  face. 
He  stood,  as  some  inimitabte  band 
Would  strive  to  make  a  Paul  or  Tully  stand. 
No  sycophant  or  slave,  that  dar'd  oppose 
Her  sacred  cauite,  but  trembled  when  he  rote  ; 
And  ev'ry  venal  stickler  for  the  yoke 
Felt  himself  4h'osh'd  at  the  first  word  be  spoke. 

Such  men  are  rais'd  to  station  and  command. 
When  Providence  meam^  mercy  to  a  land. 
He  speaks,  and  they  appear;  to  him  they  owe 
Skill  to  direct,  and  strength  to  strike  the  blow^ 
To  manage  with  address,  to  seize  with  pow'r 
The  crisis  of  a  dark  decisive  hour. 
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So  Gidecm  eara'd  m  Tictory  net  kit  own; 
Subserriencv  bis  praiw,  and  that  «k>de. 

Poor  England  I  thou  art  a  darotad  deer. 
Beset  with  ev^ry  ill  bat  that  of  Imc. 
The  nations  hunt;  aH  OMrk  thea  fnr  a  prey ; 
They  swarm  around  ttee,  and  tbon  stand^st  at  bay^ 
Undaunted  still,  thoagh  waasied  and  perp4eB*d, 
Once  CbathamsaT*d  thee :  but  who  nTes  tbee  next  ? 
Alas!  the  tide  of  pleasure  sweeps  ak»g 
All  that  shoald  be  the  boasi  of  British  soBg. 
'Tis  not  the  wreath,  that  onoe  adoro4  thy  httw, 
The  prize  of  happier  times,  will  serre  thee  now. 
Our  ancestry,  a  gaJUani,  christian  race, 
Patterns  of  cr'ry  virtue,  er'ry  grace, 
Confess'd  a  God ;   they  kneel'd  before  they  fought. 
And  prais'd  him  ra  the  Tictories  he  wirwighti 
Now  from  the  dust  of  ancient  days  bring  forth 
Their  sober  zeal,  integrity,  and  worth  ; 
Courage  nngrae*d  by  these,  affronts  the  skies. 
Is  but  the  fi^  without  the  sacrifice. 
The  stream,  that  feeds  the  wdlsprrng  of  the  hearty 
Not  more  invigorates  life's  noblest  part. 
Than  Virtue  qaick^  with  a  warmth  (uvine 
The  powers,  that  Sin  has  brought  to  a  deolhie. 

A.  Th'  inestimable^stimate  of  Brown 
Rose  like  a  papor-kite,  and  charm'd  the  town ; 
But  measures  planned  and  execoted  well. 
Shifted  the  wind  that  raised  it,  and  it  felL 

Be  trod  the  very  self-aame  ground  you  tread. 
And  Victory  refuted  all  he  said. 

B.  And  yet  his  jodgmeut  was  not  framed  amisft; 
It's  erroor,  if  it  err'd,  was  merely  this— > 

He  thought  the  dying  hour  alreaidy  come, 
And  a  complete  recovery  struck  htm  dumb. 

But  that  effeminacy,  folly,  Init, 
Enervate  and  enfeeble,  and  needs  must ; 
And  that  a  nation  shamefully  debased, 
Will  be  despis'd  and  trampled  on  at  last. 
Unless  sweet  Penitence  her  pow*rs  renew; 
Is  truth,  if  history  itself  be  true. 
There  is  a  time,  and  Justice  marks  the  date, 
For  long^-fbibeariog  Clemency  to  wait; 
That  hour  elapsed,  th'  incurable  revolt 
Is  pnnishM,  and  down  comes  the  thvnderbelt. 
If  Mercy  Ihen  put  by  the  threatening  blow 
Most  she  perform  the  same  kind  offlee  now  9 
May  she  !  and,  If  offimded  Heav>n  ha  still 
Accessible,  and  pray  V  prevail,  she  will. 
Tis  toot,  however,  insolence  and  noise. 
The  tempest  of  tumultuary  joys, 
Kor  is  it  yet  despondence  and  dismay 
Will  win  her  visits  or  engage  her  stay ; 
Pray'r  only,  and  the  penitential  tear, 
Can  call  her  smiling  down,  and  fix  her  here. 

But  when  a  country  (one  thAt  I  could  name) 
In  prostitution  sinks  the  sense  of  shame ; 
When  infamous  Venality,  grown  bold. 
Writes  on  his  bosom,  to  he  let  or  iold  ; 
When  Peijnry,^that  Heav'n-defyhig  vice. 
Sells  oaths  by  tale,  and  at  the  lowest  price. 
Stamps  God's  own  name  upon  alio  iost  made. 
To  turn  a  penny  in  the  way  of  trade ; 
When  Av'rice  starves  (and  never  hides  hit  feoe) 
Two  or  three  ipillions  of  the  human  race, 
And  not  a  tongue  inquires,  how,  where,  or  when, 
Though  conscience  will  have  twinges  new  and  then ; 
When  profanation  of  the  sacred  cause 
In  all  it's  parts,  times,  ministry,  and  laws, 


BespMkt  a  famd,  oaat  ohristte,  felHo,  cud  lo 
In  all,  that  wanagainstthat  tkia  most; 
What  fol  lows  next  let  dties  of  gvsat  nanc. 
And  regiooa  lOBg  since  desolate  pmelaia. 
Niotvafa^  Bahybn,  and  MMieat  Boai^ 
Speak  to  the  pmsetft  tsoKt,  avd  tlBMs  to  < 
liiey  ovy  alood  m  cv^iy^  oanliSB  aar» 
"  Stop,  while  ye  oiaf  i  aaapend  yoar  osai 
O  learn  from  our  exampla  and  our  £^)e. 
Learn  wisdom  and  rapeataoce  ere  teo  late.'' 

Kdt  only  Vice  di^poita  and  prepares 
The  Mind,  thatalaa^ers  sweetly  in  her  i 
To  stoop  la  l^mony's  nsurp'd  command. 
And  bend  her  palista'd  neek  benef  th  his  haodi, 
(A  dire  effect,  by  one  of  Nature's  laws 
Unchangeably  connected  with  ifa  eaosa  ;) 
But  Providenoe  himself  will  intervene* 
To  throw  his  darit  ^ispteaeore  o^er  the  aoans. 
All  are  his  instmrnents;  each  form  of  war. 
What  buns  at  home,  or  threatens  from  afor. 
Nature  in  anna,  Jier  elements  i^  strife. 
The  storms,  that  overset  the  joys  of  life. 
Are  but  his  rods  to  noourge  a  guilty  land. 
And  waste  it  at  thn  bidding  of  his  hand. 
He  gives  the  word,  and  Mutiny  soon  roars 
In  all  her  gates,  and  lAiakes  her  distant  abor^; 
The  standmtfeof  all  nationa  are  nofnri^  ; 
She  has  one  fee,  and  thai  one  foe  the  norid. 
And,  if  be  doom  that  people  with  a  frown. 
And  mark  them  with  a  seal  of  wrath  yiusa'd  down, 
Obdomcy  takes  place ;  ealkxis  and  toa^. 
The  reprobated  mce  grows  judgment  proof: 
Earth  shakesbeneath  them,  and  Heav'n  roars  abore  ; 
But  nothing  scares  them  from  the  eourse  they  kve. 
To  the  lascirious  pipe  and  wanton  song. 
That  charm  down  fisar,  they  frolic  it  along. 
With  mad  rapidity  and  unconcern, 
Down  to  the  gulf,  from  whkh  is  no  retnrik 
Tney  trust  in  navies,  and  their  navies  foil — 
God's  corse  can  cast  away  ten  thousand  aail ! 
They  trast  m  armies,  and  their  courage  dSea  ; 
In  wisdom,  wealth,  fai  fortune,  and  in  lies; 
But  all  they  trust  in  withers,  as  it  nnist. 
When  He  commands,  in  whom  they  place  no  troat. 
Vengeance  at  Ust  poors  down  upon  tbdr  coast 
A  long  despis'd,  but  now  victorious,  host  ( 
Tyranny  sends  the  chain,  that  must  abridge 
The  noble  sweep  of  all  tbdr  privHega ; 
Gives  liberty  the  last,  the  mortal  shock : 
Slips  the  slave's'bollar  on,  and  snaps  the  look. 

A.  Such  lofty  strains  embeHish  what  yon  tandb. 
Mean  you  to  prophesy,  or  but  to  proneh  ? 

a.  I  know  the  mind,  that  feeb  indeed  the  fire 
The  Muse  imparts,  and  can  command  the  lyre« 
Acts  with  a  force,  and  kindles  with  a  seal, 
Whate'er  the  theme,  that  others  never  fheL 
If  human  woes  her  soft  attention  claim, 
A  tender  sympathy  pervades  the  finale^ 
She  pours  a  sensibility  divine 
Along  the  nerve  of  aVry  feeling  line. 
But  if  a  deed  not  tamely  to  be  borne 
Fire  indignatkai  and  a  sense  of  seom. 
The  strings  are  awept  with  inch  a  pow'r,  so  kxid. 
The  storm  of  music  shakes  th*  astonish'd  crowds 
So,  when  remote  fhturity  is  brought 
Before  the  keen  enaohry  of  her  tfaooght, 
A  terrible  sagacity  informs 
The  poet's  heart;  he  looks  to  distant  stonns; 
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He  bean  the  tbunder  ete  the  teonpest  )afir*n ; 
And,  ann*d  with  strength  surpassing  human  pow'rs, 
Seizes  events  as  yet  unknown  to  man. 
And  darts  hit  soul  into  the  dawnftig  plan. 
Hence,  in  a  Roman  mouth,  the  graceful  name 
Of  prophet  and  of  poet  was  the  same ; 
Hence  British  poets  too  the  priesthood  shar*d, 
And  every  ballow'd  dniid  was  a  bard. 
Sat  no  prophetic  fires  to  me  belong ; 
I  play  with  syllables,  and  sport  in  song. 

A.  At  Westminster,  where  little  poets  strire 
To  set  a  distich  upon  six  and  five. 
Where  Discipline  helps  op'ning  biHs  of  sen^. 
And  makes  hit  pupils  proud  with  silver  pence, 
1  was  a  poet  too ;  bnt  modem  taste 
Is  so  refin'd,  and  delicate,  and  chaste. 
That  Terse,  whatever  fire  the  fancy  warms, 
Without  a  creamy  smoothness  has  no  charms. 
Thus,  all  success  depending  on  an  ear, 
And  thinking  I  might  purchase  it  too  dear. 
If  sentiment  were  sacriftc'd  to  sound, 
And  truth  cut  ^hort  te  maicp.  a  period  round, 
I  judg'd  a  man  of  sense  could  scarce  do  worse. 
Than  caper  in  the  morris-dance  of  verse. 

a.  Thus  reputation  is  a  spur  to  wit, 
And  tome  wits  Aag  tbro«igh  fear  of  losing  it 
Give  me  the  line,  that  ploughs  it's  stately  course 
Like  a  proud  swan,  conq'ring  the  stream  by  force ; 
That,  like  some  cottage  beauty,  strikes  the  haart, 
Quite  unindebted  to  the  tricks  of  art. 
When  labour  and  when  Dulness,  club  in  hand, 
Like  the  two  figures  at  St.  Dunytan^s  stand. 
Beating  alternately,  in  measured  time. 
The  clock-work  tintinabulom  of  rhlme, 
Exact  and  regular  the  sounds  will  be ; 
But  such  mere  quarter-strokes  are  not  for  nie. 

From  him,  who  rears  a  poem  lank  and  long, 
To  him  who  strains  his  all  into  a  song  ; 
Perhaps  some  IxHiny  Caledonian  air. 
All  birks  and  braes,  though  be  was  never  there ;        ; 
Or,  having  whelpM  a  proiogtie  with  great  pains,       . 
Feels  himself  spent,  and  fumbles  for  his  brains ; 
A  prologue  interdash'd  with  many  a  stroke— 
An  art  contrived  to  advertise  a  joke. 
So  that  the  jest  is  clearly  to  be  seen, 
Not  in  the  words — but  in  the  gap  between : 
Manner  is  all  in  all,  whateVr  is  writ. 
The  substitute  for  genius,  sense,  and  wit.  i 

To  dally  much  with  subjects  mean  and  low  ! 

Proves  that  the  mind  is  weak,  or  makes  it  to. 
Neglected  talents  rust  into  decay. 
And  ev'ry  efibrt  ends  in  pushpin  play. 
The  man  that  means  success,  should  soar  above 
A  soldier's  feather,  or  a  lady's  glove ; 
Else  summoning  the  Muse  to  such  a  theme,  ^ 

The  fruit  of  all  her  labour  is  whipped  cream. 
As  if  an  eagle  flew  aloft,  and  then—  i 

Stooped  from  it*s  highest  pitch  to  pounce  a  wren. 
As  if  the  poet,  purposing  to  wed. 
Should  carve  himself  a  wife  in  gingerbread. 

Ages  elaps'd  ere  Houier's  lamp  appear'd, 
And  ages  ere  the  Mantua n  swan  was  heard. 
To  carry  natuce  lengths  unknown  before, 
To  give  a  Milton  birth,  ask^d  aj^es  more^ 
Thus  Geniu*  rose  and  set  at  ordcrM  times, 
Aad  shot  a  dayspring  into  distant  climes, 
Ennoblin?  evVy  region  that  he  cho*^  , 
|fe  sunk  in  Greece,  in  Iialy  he  rose : 
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And,  tedious  yean  of  Gothic  darkness  passed. 
Emerged  all  splendour  in  our  isle  at  last. 
Thus  lovely  halcyons  dive  into  the  main. 
Then  show  far  off  their  shining  pinmes  again. 

A.  Is  genius  only  found  in  epic  lays  } 
Prove  this,  and  forfeit  all  pretence  to  praise. 
Make  their  heroic  pow'rs  your  own  at  once. 
Or  candidly  confess  yourself  a  dunce. 

B.  These  were  the  chief :  each  interval  of  night 
Was  grac'd  with  many  an  undulating  light. 

In  less  illustrious  bards  his  beauty  shone 
A  meteor,  or  a  star  ;  in  these  the  Sun. 

The  aightingale  may  claim  the  topmost  bough, 
While  the  poor  grasshopper  must  chirp  below. 
Like  him  unnotic'd,  I,  an  J  such  as  I, 
Spread  little  wings,  and  ratlier  skip  than  fly  ; 
Perch'd  en  the  meagre  produce  of  the  land. 
An  ell  or  two  of  prospect  we  command; 
But  never  peep  beyond  the  thorny  bound. 
Or  oaken  fence,  that  hems  the  paddock  round . 

In  Eden,  ere  yet  innocence  of  heart 
Had  faded,  poetry  was  not  an  art ; 
Languasre,  above  all  teaching,  or  if  taught. 
Only  by  gratitude  and  glowing  thought. 
Elegant  as  simplicity,  and  warm 
As  ecstasy,  unmanacled  by  form. 
Not  prompted,  as  in  our  degen'rate  days. 
By  low  ambition  and  the  thirst  of  praise, 
Was  natural  as  is  the  flowing  strcnm. 
And  yet  magnificent — A  God  the  theme  ! 
That  theme  on  Earth  exhausted,  though  above 
'Tis  found  as  everlasting  as  his  love, 
Man  lavished  all  his  thoughts  on  human  things^ 
The  fenlsof  heroes,  and  the  wrath  of  kings  ; 
But  still,  while  Virtue  kindled  his  delight. 
The  «:ong  was  moral,  and  so  far  was  right. 
'Twan  thus  till  Luxury  seducM  the  mind 
To  joys  less  innocent,  as  le?s  refin'J; 
Then  Genius  danc'd  a  bacchanal ;  he  crown*d 
The  brimming  goblet,  seiz'd  the  thyrsus,  bound 
His  brows  with  ivy,  niyh'd  into  the  field 
Of  wild  imagination,  and  there  reei'd, 
The  victim  of  his  own  lascivious  fires, 
And,  djzzy  with  delight,  profan'd  the  sacred  wires. 
Anacreon,  Horace,  play'd  in  Greece  and  Rome 
This  biHllam  part ;  and  others  nearer  home. 
When  Cromwell   fought  for  pow'r,  and  while  he 

reigu'd 
The  proud  protector  of  the  pow'r  he  gain'd, 
Religion,  harsh,  intolerant,  austere, 
Parent  of  manners  like  herself  severe. 
Drew  a  rough  copy  of  the  Christian  face 
Without  the  smile,  th^  sweetness,  or  the  grace ; 
The  dark  and  sullen  humour  of  the  time 
JudgM  cv'ry  efibrt  of  the  Muse  a  crime  ; 
Verse,  in  the  finest  mould  of  fancy  cast, 
W^as  lumber  in  an  oirc  so  void  of  taste : 
But  when  the  second  Charles  assumed  the  sway, 
And  arts  reviv'd  beoe^ith  a  softer  day, 
Then,  like  a  bow  long  forc'd  mto  a  curve. 
The  mind,  released  from  too  constrained  a  nerve. 
Flew  to  it's  first  position  with  a  spring, 
That  made  the  vaulted  rt^ofs  of  Pleasure  ring. 
H'S  court,  the  dis.so)ute  and  hateful  school 
Of  Wantonness,  where  vice  was  taucht  by  rule, 
Sw  armM  with  a  scribbling  herd,  as  deep  inlnid 
With  brutal  lust  as  ever  Circe  made. 
From  tliese  a  long  kueression,  in  the  rage 
Of  rank  obscenity,  dcbauch'd  their  age  ; 
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Kor  ceas*d,  till,  ever  anxkms  to  ftdreM 
The  abuses  of  her  sacred  charge,,  the  preu. 
The  Muse  instructed  a  welUnortur^d  train 
Of  abler  votaries  to  cleanse  the  ttdn, 
,  And  claim  the  palm  for  purity  of  son^. 
That  Lewdness  bad  nsuip'd  and  worn  so  long; 
Thnn  decent  Pleasantry  and  sterling  Sense, 
That  neither  gate  nor  would  endure  oflence. 
Whipped  out  of  figbl,  with  satire  just  and  keen. 
The  puppy  pack,  that  had  defilM  the  soeile. 

In  front  of  these  came  Addison.     In  him 
Humour  in  holiday  and  sightly  trim. 
Sublimity  and  attic  taste,  combin*d. 
To  polish,  fomish,  and  delight,  the  mind. 
Then  Pope,  as  harmony  itself  exact. 
In  verse  well  discipiinU,  complete^  compact, 
Gave  virtue  and  morality  a  grace, 
That,  quite  eclipsing  Pleasure*s  painted  fiice, 
Levied  a  tax  of  wonder  and  applause, 
Ev'n  on  the  foots  that  trampled  on  their  laws. 
But  he  (his  musical  finesse  was  sncb. 
So  nice  his  ear,  so  delicate  his  tonch) 
Made  poetry  a  mere  mechanic  «rt ; 
And  ev*ry  warbler  has  his  tune  by  beait. 
Nature  imparting  her  aatiric  gift. 
Her  serious  mirth,  to  Arbuthnot  and  Swift, 
With  droll  sobriety  they  rais'd  a  smile 
At  Folly's  cost,  themselves  unmov'd  the  while. 
That  constellation  set,  the  world  in  vain 
Must  hope  to  look  npon  their  like  again. 

A.  Are  we  then  left^— a.  Not  wholly  in  the  dark ; 
Wit  now  and  then,  struck  smartly,  showt  m  spnk. 
Sufficient  to  redeem  the  modem  race 
From  total  night  and  absolute  disgraoei 
While  servile  trick  and  imitative  knack 
Covf&ne  the  million  in  the  beaten  trade. 
Perhaps  some  courser,  who  disdahis  the  road, 
Soufis  up  the  wind,  and  flings  himself  abroad. 

Contemporaries  all  sorpass'd,  see  one  | 
Short  his  career  indeed,  but  aUy  run ; 
Churchill ;  h^nself  unconscious  of  his  pow^ 
In  penury  cousom'd  his  idle  hours ; 
Ai>d,  like  a  scatter'4  *^^  ^  random  sowb» 
Was  left  to  spving  by  vigour  of  his  own. 
Lifted  at  length,  by  dignity  of  thought 
And  dint  of  geniu%  to  an  affluent  lot, 
He  laid  his  head  in  Luxury's  soft  lap. 
And  took,  too  often,  there  his  easy  nap. 
If  brighter  beams  than  all  he  threw  not  forth, 
Twas  negligence  in  him,  not  want  of  worth. 
Surly,  and  slovenly,  and  bold,  and  coarse, 
Too  proud  for  art,  and  tnisting  in  mere  force. 
Spendthrift  alike  of  money  and  of  wit. 
Always  at  speed,  and  never  drawing  bit. 
He  struck  the  lyre  in  sncb  a  careless  mood. 
And  so  disdain'd  the  rules  he  understood. 
The  laurel  seem'd  to  wait  on  his  command. 
He  snatched  it  rudely  from  the  Muses'  band. 
Nature,  exerting  an  anwearied  pow'r. 
Forms,  opens,  and  ghres  scent  toev'ry  flow'r ; 
Spreads  tlie  firesh  verdore  of  the  field,  and  leads 
The  dancing  Naiads  through  the  dewy  meads  : 
She  fills  profuse  ten  thousand  little  throats 
With  music,  modulating^ all  their  notes; 
And  charms  the  woodland  seenet,  and  wikb  un- 
known, 
With  artless  pirs  and  concerts  of  her  own  s 
But  seldom  (as  if  fearful  of  expence) 
Ttuehsafos.to  ouui  a  poet's  joit  pretenot—  > 


(  Fervency,  firWdoiD,  fluency  "Ot  taoogm^ 
Harmony,  strength,  words  exquisitely  sought ; 
Fancy,  that  from  the  bow,  that  spaai  the  sky. 
Brings  colomw,  dip^'d  m  Heav^  that  never  dief* 
A  soul  exalted  above  Earth,  a  mind 
Skill 'd  in  the  characteix  that  form  mankind  ; 
And,  as  the  Son  in  rising  beauty  dress'd. 
Looks  to  the  westward  from  the  dappled  east. 
And  marks,  whatever  clonds  may  interpose. 
Ere  yet  his  race  begins,  it's  Morions  dose  ; 
An  eye  like  his  to  catch  the  distant  goal  | 
Or,  ere  the  wheels  of  verse  begin  to  roll. 
Like  his  to  shed  Olnminatii^  rayi 
On  ev'ry  scene  and  subject  It  sorveyi ; 
Thus  grac'd,  the  man  asserts  a  poet's  name. 
And  the  world  cheerfolly  admits  the  claim. 
Pity  Religidn  has  ao  seldom  ftrand 
A  skilful  guide  into  poetic  ground  ! 
The  flow'rs  would  spring  where^sbedeigsi'd  tostvay. 
And  ev'ry  Muse  attend  her  in  her  way. 
Virtue  hadeed  meets  many  a  rbynoing  friend, 
And  many  a  romplhnent  |iolitcly  penn'd  ; 
*But,  unattir'd  in  that  becoming  vest 
Religbn  weaves  for  her,  and  half  andreBsPd. 
Stands  in  the  desert,  shhr'ring  and  forlorn, 
A  wint'ry  figure,  like  a  withered  thorn. 
The  shdves  are  full,  all  other  themes  are  spad  9 
Hackney'd  and  worn  to  the  last  flimsy  tfamd. 
Satire Jias  long,  stace  done  his  best ;  and  oarft 
And  loathsome  Ribafcdry  has  done  his  woitt^ 
Fancy  haa  sported  aH  her  pow'rs  away 
In  talcs,  in  trifles,  and  in  children's  play  ; 
And  'tis  the  sad  complaint,  and  almusttinn. 
Whatever  we  write,  we  bring  forth  nothing  tie«. 
Twere  new  indeed  to  tee  a  bard  all  fire, 
Touch'd  with  a  ooal  from  Heav'n,  assnme  the  lyvn^^ 
And  tell  the  worid,  still  kindlmg  as  he  song. 
With  more  than  mortai  music  on  bis  tongue, 
lliat  He,  who  died  below,  and  reigns  above, 
Inspiresthe  song,  and  that  his  name  is  Loves. 

For,  after  all,  if  merely  to  tiegnile. 
By  flowing  nambecs  and  a  flo^'ry.style. 
The  tssdiom  that  the  lazy  rtcb  endnkw, 
Which  now  and  then  tweet  poetry  ntey  cure; 
Or,  if  to  see  the  name  of  idle  aelf, 
Starap'd  00  the  well-bound  quarto,  grace  the  iMl^ 
To  float  a  bobble  Km  the  breath  of  Fianie, 
Prompt  his  endeavour  and  engage  his  «ni, 
Bebas'd  to  servile  purposes  of  pride. 
How  are  the  pow'rs  of  genius  nusappHed  I 
The  gift,  whose  office  is  the  Giver's  praise^ 
To  traee  him  in  his  word,  hie  woika,  his  vafrt 
Then  sprMd  the  rich  discov'ry,  and  invitt 
Mankmd  to  share  in  the  divine  delight^ 
Distorted  from  it's  nse  and  just  design. 
To  make  the  pitiful  possessor  shine. 
To  purchase,  at  the  fool.frequenled  fidr 
Of  vanity,  a  wreath- for  idf  to  wear. 
Is  profanation  of  the  basest  kind*^ 
Proof  of  a  triflmg  and  a  wertMesa  mind. 
A.  Hail Stemhold,  then;  and  HopkiiH,  lM0l^— 
a.  Amen. 
If  flatt'ry,  folly,  hnt,  eosploy  the  pen  ; 
If  acrimony,  slander,  and  abuser 
Give  it  a  dNU^se  to  Uacken  and  tradnoe  ; 
Though  Butler's  wit,  Pope's  munbets,  FriorVtftei^' 
With  all  that  foney  can  invant  to  pleairr. 
Adorn  the  poiisb*d  iperMs  at  they  £dl. 
One  madrigal  of  theirs  is  worth  them  alL 
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A.  'TwoiiM  thin  the  rankt  of  the  poetic  tribe. 
To  dash  the  pen  throngh  all  that  you  proscribe. 

B.  Noinatter— wecoukltfaiftwheotheyvereiio 
And  should,  oo  doubt,  if  they  vere  all  fiwgoC 


THE 

PROGIIESS  OF  ERROUR. 
3i  quid  loqoar  audiendum.    Uor.  lib.  ivk  Od«  2, 


SiNo,  Muiie,  (if  such  a  tbeme,  so  dark,  so  kng, 
May  find  a  Muse  to  gnce  it  with  a  tooi) 
By  what  unseen  and  unsuspected  arts 
The  serpent  Errour  twines  round  human  hearts ; 
Tell  where  she  lurfcs,  beneath  what  flow'ry  shades, 
That  not  a  glimpse  of  genuine  light  perrades. 
The  pot8*nous,  black,  insinuating  worm 
Successfblly  conceals  her  loathsome  form. 
Take,  if  ye  can,  ye  careless  and  supine. 
Counsel  and  caution  from  a  votoe  like  mine ! 
Truths,  that  the  theorist  could  ndver  reach. 
And  obsenratKNi  taught  me,  I  would  teach. 

Not  all,  whose  eloquence  the  £uicy  fills, 
Musical  as  the  chime  of  tinkling  rills. 
Weak  to  perform,  though  mighty  to  pretend, 
Can  trace  her  mazy  winding*  to  their  end ; 
Discern  the  fraud  beneath  the  specious  4ure, 
Prevent  the  danger,  or  prescrilM  the  cure. 
The  clear  harangue,  and  cold  as  it  if  dear^ 
Falls  soporific  on  the  listless  ear ; 
Like  quicksilver,  the  rhet'ric  they  display 
Shines  as  it  runs,  but  graspHi  at  slips  away* 

Placed  for  his  trial  on  this  bustling  sUge, 
From  thoughtless  youth  to  ruminating  age. 
Free  in  his  will  to  choose  or  to  refuse, 
Man  may. improve  the  crisis,  or  abuse ; 
Else,  on  the  fiitalist's  unrighteous  plan. 
Say  to  what  bar  amenable  were  man  ? 
With  nought  in  charge,  he  couki  betray  no  trust; 
And,  if  he  fell,  would  fall  because  be  must ; 
If  Love  reward  him,  or  if  Vengeance  strike^ 
His  recompense  in  both  unjust  alike. 
Divine  authority  within  his  breast 
Brings  ev'ry  thought,  word,  action,  to  the  test ; 
Warns  him  or  prompts,  approves  him  or  restrains, 
As  Reason,  or  as  Passion,  takes  the  reins. 
Heav'n  from  above,  and  Conscience  from  within. 
Cries  in  his  startled  ear—*'  Abstain  from  sin  !*' 
The  worid  around  solicits  bis  desire. 
And  kindles  in  bis  soul  a  treacherous  fire ; 
While,  all  his  purposes  and  steps  to  guard. 
Peace  follows  vhrtoo  as  it*8  sure  reward ; 
And  Pleasure  brings  us  mrely  in  her  train 
RemofM,  and  Sorrow, and  rhidictjve  Pain. 

Man,  thus  end  u'd  with  an  elective  rwxp 
Must  be  supplied  with  objects  of  his  choice. 
Where'er  he  turns,  enjoyment  and  delight. 
Or  present,  or  in  prospect,  meet  his  sight ; 
Those  open  on  the  spcA  their  hooey *d  store  ; 
These  call  him  loudly  to  pursuit  of  more. 
His  unexhausted  mine  the  sordid  vice 
A^Atice  shows,  and  virtue  is  the  price. 


Her  various  motives  his  ambition  i 
Pow'r,  pomp,  and  splendour,  and  the  thirst  of  praise  j 
There  Beauty  wooes  him  with  expanded  arms  ; 
Ev'n  Bacchanalian  madness  has  it's  charms. 

Nor  these  alone,  whose  pleasures  less  refin'd 
Might  well  alarm  the  toost  unguarded  mind. 
Seek  to  supplant  his  incxperieiic'd  youth. 
Or  lead  him  devwus  from  the  path  of  truth  i 
Honriy  allurements  on  his  pas8ion&  press. 
Safe  in  themselves,  but  dangerous  in  th*  excess. 

Hark  !  how  it  floats  upon  the  dewy  air ! 
O  what  a  dying,  dying  dose  was  there  ! 
Tis  harmony  from  yon  sequestered  bower. 
Sweet  harmony,  that  souths  the  midnight  hour  ! 
Long  ere  the  charioteer  of  day  had  run 
His  morning  course,  the  enchantment  was  begun  ; 
And  he  shall  gild  yon  mountain's  height  again. 
Ere  yet  the  pleasing  toil  becomes  a  ptin. 

Is  this  the  rugged  path,  the  steep  ascent. 
That  Vhtue  points  to  ?    Can  a  life  thus  spent 
Lead  to  the  bliss  she  promises  the  wise,         [skies  ? 
Detach  the  soul  from  Earth,  and  speed  her  to  the 
Ye  devotees  to  jrour  ador'd  employ. 
Enthusiasts,  drunk  with  an  unreal  joy, 
Love  makes  the  music  of  the  ble^  above, 
Heav'n's  harmony  is  universal  love ; 
And  earthly  sounds,  thoe  sweet  and  well  combined. 
And  lenient  as  soft  opiates  to  the  miud. 
Leave  Vice  and  Folly  unsubdued  behind. 

Gray  dawn  appears ;  tbe  sportsman  and  his  tram 
Speckle  the  bosom  of  the  distant  plain ; 
'TIS  he,  the  Nimrod  of  the  neighb'ring  lairs ; 
Save  that  his  scent  is  less  acute  than  theirs. 
For  perseverin|f  chase,  and  headlong  leaps. 
True  beagle  as  the  staunohest  hound  be  keeps. 
Charg'd  with  the  folly  of  his  life's  mad  scene. 
He  tikes  offence,  and  wonders  what  you  mean  i 
The  joy  the  danger  and  the  toil  oeerpays— 
Tis  exercise,  and  health,  and  length  of  days. 
Again  impetuous  to  the  fiekl  he  flies ; 
I^aps  every  fence  but  one,  there  falls  and  dies  ; 
Like  a  slain  deer,  the  tumbrel  brings  him  home, 
Unmiss'd  but  by  his  dogs  and  by  bis  groom. 

Ye  clergy,  while  jrour  orbit  is  your  place,  ■ 
Lights  of  the  world,  and  stars  of  human  ra^e  ; 
But  if  eccentric  ye  fonake  your  sphere, 
Prodigiea  ominous,  and  view'd  with  fear  ; 
The  comet's  baneful  influenc£  is  a  dream  ; 
Yours  real  and  pernicious  in  the  extreme. 
What  then  !— are  appetites  and  lusts  laid  down 
With  the  same  ease  that  man  puts  on  his  gown  ? 
Will  Averice  and  Concupiscence  give  place, 
Charm'd  by  the  sounds-* Your  Rev'rence,  or  Yous 

Grace  ? 
No.    But  his  own  engagement  binds  him  fast ; 
Or,  if  it  does  not,  brands  him  to  the  last. 
What  atheists  call  him~-«  designing  knave, 
A  mere  church  juggler,  hypocrite,  and  slave. 
Oh,  laugh  or  mourn  with  me  the  rueful  jest, 
A  cassock'd  huntsman,  and  a  fiddling  priest ! 
He  from  Italian  songrsters  takes  his  cue : 
Set  Paul  to  music,  he  shall  quote  him  too. 
He  ukes  the  field,  the  master  of  the  pack      [back. 
Cries-^*  Well  done  saint !"  and  claps  hhn  on  the 
Is  this  the  path  of  sanctity  ?  Is  this 
To  sund  a  waymark  in  the  road  to  bliss  } 
Himself  a  wand'rer  from  the  narrow  way. 
His  silly  sheep  what  wonder  if  they  stray  } 
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Go,  catt  yonr  ordci-R  at  your  Bishop's  fact, 
Send  your  dishommr'd  guwn  to  Monmouth  street ! 
The  sacrH  functiuD  in  your  hands  is  made — 
Sad  sacrilege !  no  function,  but  a  trade ! 

Ckcidnns  is  a  pastor  of  renown, 
When  be  has  pray'd  and  pfeachM  the  sabbath  donm^ 
With  wire  and  catgut  he  concludes  the  day, 
Quav'nng  and  semiquav'ring  care  9way. 
The  full  concerto  swells  upon  your  ear ; 
-All  elbows  shake.    Uxjk  in,  and  you  would  swear 
The  Bal^lonian  tyrant  with  a  nod. 
Had  summoned  them  to  serve  his  golden  God. 
So  well  that  thought  tb*  employment  seems  to  suit, 
Psalt'ry  and  sackbut,  dulcimer  and  flute. 
O  fie !  'tis  evangelical  and  pure : 
Observe  each  face,  how  sober  and  demure  I 
Ecstasy  sets  her  btnmp  on  ev'ry  mien; 
Chins  falPn,  and  not  an  eyeball  to  be  seen. 
Still  I  hasist,  though  music  heretofore 
Has  charmed  me  much,  (not  ev'n  Occidons  more) 
liove,  joy.  and  peace  make  harmony  more  meet 
For  sabbath  evenings,  and  perhaps  as  sweet 

Will  not  the  sickliest  sheep  of  ev'ry  flock 
Resort  to  this  example  as  a  rock  ; 
There  stau4,  and  justify  the  f«>ul  abuse 
Of  sabbath  hours  with  plausible  excuse; 
If  apostolic  gravity  be  iiree 
To  play  the  fool  on  Sundays,  why  not  we  ? 
If  he  the  tinkling  harpsichord  regards 
As  inofieosive,  what  oflence  in  cards  ? 
Strike  up  the  fiddles,  let  us  all  be  gay. 
Laymen  have  leave  to  dance,  jf  parsons  play. 

Oh  Italy  ! — Thy  sabbaths  will  be  soon 
Our  sabbaths,  clos'd  with  mumm*ry  and  buflfoon. 
Preaching  snd  pranks  will  share  the  motley  scene, 
Oursparcell'd  out,  a»  thine  have  eter  been, 
God's  worship  and  the  mountebank  between. 
Wliat  says  the  prophet }  Let  that  day  be  blest 
With  .holiness  and  consecrated  rest. 
Pastime  and  business  both  it  should  exclude. 
And  bar  the  door  the  ms>ment  they  intrude : 
Nobly  distinguish^  above  all  the  six 
By  deeds,  in  which  the  world  mu«t  never  mix. 
Hear  him  again.     He  calls  it  a  delight, 
A  day  of  luxury  obserr'd  aright. 
When  the  glnd  soul  is  made  Heav*n's  welcome  guest. 
Sits  banqueting,  and  God  provides  the  feast 
But  triflers  are  cngap'M  and  cannot  come ; 
Their  answer  to  the  call  is — **  Not  at  home,** 

O  the  dear  pleasures  of  the  velvet  plain. 
The  painted  tablets,  dealt  and  dealt  agam  ! 
Cards  with  what  raptore,  and  the  poUsh'd  die. 
The  yawning  chasm  of  'm<iolence  supply  ! 
Then  to  the  dance,  and  make  the  sober  Moon 
Witness  of  joys  that  shun  the  sight  of  noon. 
Blame,  C5nic,  If  you  can,  qtuidrille  or  ball, 
The  snug  close  paity,  or  the  splendid  hall. 
Where  Night,  down-stoopin^  from  her  ebon  throne, 
Views  constellations  brighter  than  her  own. 
'Tis  innocent,  and  harmless,  and  refin'd, 
The  bafm  of  care,  Klystum  of  the  mind. 
Innocent !  Oh  if  venerable  Time 
Slain  at  the  foot  of  Pleasure  he  no  crime. 
Then,  wKh  his  silver  beard  and  magic  wan4, 
I^t  Comus  rii^e  aicbUsbop  of  the  land  ; 
Let  him  your  rubric  and  your  fea&t^ prescribe. 
Grand  metropolitan  of  all  the  tribe. 

Of  manners  rough,  and  coarse  athletic-r^st, 
The  rank,  debauch  suits  Clodio^s  fllthy  taste. 


Rofifkts,  exquisitely  fonn'd  by  rule. 
Not  of  the  moral  but  the  dancing  schoo( 
Wonders  at  Qodio's  follies,  in  a  tone 
As  tragical,  as  others  at  bis  ovn. 
He  cannot  drink  five  bottles,  bilk  the  score^ 
Then  kill  a  constable,  and  drink  five  more  ; 
But  he  can  draw  a  pattern,  make  a  tart. 
And  has  the  ladies'  etiquette  by  heart 
Go,  fool  ;*Bnd,  arm  in  arm  with  Clodio,  plead 
Your  cause  before  a  bar  you  little  dread  ; 
But  know,  the  law,  that  bids  the  drunkard  die. 
Is  far  too  just  to  pkss  the  trifler  by. 
Both  baby-foatur'd,  and  of  infant  size, 
View'd  from  a  distance,  and  with  heedless  eyes. 
Folly  and  Innotence  are  so  alike. 
The  diflPrence,  though  essential,  fails  to  strike. 
Yet  Folly  ever  has  a  vacant  stare. 
A  simpVing  count'nance,  and  a  trifling  air  ; 
But  Innocence,  sedate,  serene,  erect. 
Delights  us,  by  engaging  our  respect. 
Man,  Nature^s  guest  by  invitation  sweet. 
Receives  from  her  both  appetite  and  treat; 
Rut,  if  he  play  the  c^luttoo  and  exceed. 
His  benefoctreis  blushes  at  the  deed, 
For  Nature,  nice,  as  lilr*ral  to  dispense. 
Made  nothing  but  a  brute  the  slave  of  sense. 
Daniel  eat  pulse  by  choice — example  rare !      [fiur. 
Heav'n  bless'd  the  youth,  and  made  him  fresh  and 
.Gorgoniu»sit8,  abdominous  and  wan. 
Like  a  fat  squab  upon  a  Chinese  fan  : 
He  snoffs  fkr  oflT  th'  anticipated  joy; 
Turtle  and  ven'son  all  his  thoughts  employ  ; 
Prepares  for  meals  as  jockies  take  a  sweat. 
Oh,  nauseous  ! — an  emetic  for  a  whet ! 
Will  Providence  o'eriook  the  wasted  good } 
Temperance  were  no  virtne  if  he  could. 

That  pleasures,  therefore,  or  what  such  we  call. 
Are  hurtful,  is  a  truth  confessed  by  all. 
And  some;  that  seem  to  threaten  virtue  less. 
Still  hurtful  in  th'  abuse,  or  by  tb'  excess. 

Is  man  then  oilfy  for  his  torment  plac'd 
The  centre  of  delights  be  may  not  taste  } 
Like  fabled  Tantahis,  condemn'd  to  hear 
The  precious  streanf  still  puriing  ta  his  ear. 
Lip-deep  in  what  he  longs  for,  and  yet  curst 
With  prohibition,  and  perpetual  thirst } 
No,  wrangler— destitBte  of  shame  and  seBse, 
The  precept,  that  et^jotus  him  abstioeiice, 
Foibids  him  none  but  the  licentious  joy, 
Whose  fruit,  though  fiiir,  tempts  only  to  destroy. 
Remorse,  the  fatal  egg  fay  Pleasure  1^ 
In  ev'ry  bosom  where  her  nest  is  nsade 
Hatched  by  the  beams  of  truth  denies  him  rest, 
Aod  pioves  a  raging  scorpion  in  bis  breast 
No  pleasure }  Are  domestic  comforts  dead  ? 
Arc  ail  the  nanieless  sweets  of  fViendship  fled  } 
Has  tim^  worn  out,  or  fashion  put  to  shame. 
Good  sense,  good  health,  good  coosdeace,  and  gooi 

fame? 
All  these  beleog  to  virtne,  aod  all  prove. 
That  virtue  has  a  title  to  your  love. 
Have  you  no  touch  of  pity,  that  the  poor 
Stand  starv'd  at  your  inhospitable  door  ? 
Or  if  yourself  too  scantily  supplied 
Need  help,  let  honest  industry  provide. 
Earn,  if  you  want ;  if  you  abonnd,  impart ; 
These  both  are  pleasures  tn  the  leveling  heart 
No  pleasure  I  Has  some  sickly  eastern  wastft 
Sent  «s  a  wind  to  parch  us  at  a  hUft  ^ 
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Can  British  PaFadise  do  scenes  ^ttord 
To  please  ber  sated  and  indifiPreot  lord  ? 
Are  sweet  philosophy's  enjoyments  run 
Quite  to  the  lees  ?  And  has  religion  none  ? 
Brutta  capable  would  tell  yon  *ti8  a  lie» 
And  judge  you  from  the  kennel  and  the  stye. 
Delights  like  these,  ye  sensual  and  profane. 
Ye  are  bid,  b^g'd,  besought  to  entertain ; 
Oaird  to  these  chrystal  streams,  do  ye  turn  off 
Ofaacene  to  swill  and  swallow  at  a  trough  ? 
Enry  the  beast  then,  on  whom  Heav'n  bestows 
Yoor  pleasures^  with  no  curses  in  the  close. 

Ploaiore  admitted  in  undue  degree      ^ 
Eotlaves  the  will,  nor  leaves  the  judgment  free. 
Th  not  alone  the  grape's  enticing  juice, 
UpUMTves  the  moral  pow'rs,  and  mars  their  use; 
Ambitloa,  ay'rioe,  and  jthe  lust  of  iiun«^ 
And  woman,  lovely  woman,  does  the  same. 
The  hearty  sorrender*^  to  the  ruling  powV 
Of  «Mne  ungarem'd  passion  ev'ry  hour, 
Tinda  by  degrees  the  truths,  that  once  bore  sway,   « 
And  all  their  deep  Impressions,  wear  away ; 
So  coin  grows  smooth,  in  traffic  current  pass'd, 
TQI  GBsaes  image  is  effiusM  at  last 

The  breach,  tho*  small  at  first  soon  op*iiing  wide. 
In  rushes  folly  with  a  full-moon  tide. 
Then  welcome  errours  of  whatever  size, 
To  justify  it  by  a  thousand  lies; 
As  creepingf  ivy  plings  to  wood  or  stone. 
And  hides  the  ruin  that  it  feeds  upon ; 
Soiophiatiy  cleaves  close  to  and  protects 
Sin*s  rotten  trunk,  concealing  it's  defects. 
Bfbrtals,  whose  pleasures  are  their  only  cace, 
Fint  wish  to  be  impos'd  on  and  then  are. 
And,  lest  the  fulsome  artifice  should  £iil, 
TbeoMelves  will  hide  it's  coarseness  with  a  veil^ 
Kot  nxire  industrious  are  the  just  and  true. 
To  give  to  Virtue  what  is  Virtue's  due — 
The  praise  »f  wisdom,  comeliness,  and  worth. 
And  call  her  charms  to  public  notice  forth — 
Than  Vice's  mean  and  disingeouous  race. 
To  hide  the  shocking  features  of  her  fiioe. 
Her  form  with  dress  and  lotion  they  repair; 
Then  kiss  their  idol  and  pronounce  her  iair. 

The  sacred  implement  I  now  employ 
Might  prove  a  mischief,  or  at  best  a  toy  ; 
A  trifle,  if  it  move  but  to  amuse; 
But,  if  to  wrong  the  judgment  and  abu«e. 
Worse  than  a  poniard  in  the  basest  haud^ 
It  stabs  at  once  the  morals  .of.  a  land. 

Ye  writers  of  what  none  with  safety  reads  ; 
Footing  it  in  the  dance  that  Fancy  leads ; 
Ye  novelists,  who  mar  what  ye  would  mend, 
Soiv'llhig.and  driv'lling  folly  without  end  ;  « 

Wbo^  corresponding  misses  fill  the  ream 
With  sentimental  frippery  and  dream, 
Gaught  in  a  delicate  soft  silkengnet 
By  some  lewd  earl,  or  rakehell  baronet : 
Ye  pimps,  who  under  virtue*s  foir  pretence, 
Steal  to  the  closet  of  yuung  innocence. 
And  teach  her*  unexpericncM  yet  and  green, 
To  scribltle  ^  you  scribbled  at  fifteen ; 
Who  kindling  a  combusiiun-of  desire, 
Wit^  some  cold  moral  think  to  quench  the  fire  ; 
Though  all  your  engineering  proves  in  vain. 
The  dribbling  stream  ne*er  puts  i^  out  again ; 
O  that  a  verse  had  pow'r,  and  could  nvnmand 
Far,  fisr  away  thoe  fle^  fliaa  of  the  land  j 


Who  fasten  without  mercy  on  the  fair. 
And  suck,  and  leave  a  craving  maggot  there ! 
Howe'or  disguis'd  th'  inflammatory  tale, 
And  cover'd  with  a  fine-spun  specious  veil ; 
Such  writers,  and  such  readers,  owe  the  gust 
And  reli*>h  of  their  pleasure  all  to  lust. 

But  the^Muse,  eagle-pinion'd,  has  in  view 
A  quarry  more  important  still  than  you ; 
Down,  down  the  wind  she  twims,  and  sails  away, 
Now  stoops  upon  it,  and  now  grasps  the  prey. 

Petrooius !  all  the  Muses  weep  for  thee; 
But  ev'ry  tear  shall  scafd  thy  memory : 
The  Graces  too,  while  Virtue  at  their  shrine 
Lay  bleeding  under  that  soft  hand  of  thine. 
Felt  each  a  mortal  stab  in  her  own  breast, 
Abhprr'd  the  sacrifice,  and  curs'd  the  priest. 
Thou  polish'd  and  high  fiaish'd  foe  to  truth, 
Oraybea^  corrupter  of  our  iist'ning  youth* 
To  purge  and  skim  away  the  filth  of  vice. 
That  so  refiu'd  it  might  the  more  entice. 
Then  pour  it  on  the  morals  of  thy  son ; 
To  taint  ^w  heart,  was  worthy  of  thine  own  ! 
Now,  while  the  poison  all  high  life  pervades, 
Write,  if  th6u  <?ansl,  one  letter  from  the  shades. 
One,  and  one  only,  charg'd  with  deep  regret. 
That  thy  worse  part,  thy  prindples,  live  yet. 
One  sad  epistle  thence  may  cure  mankind 
Of  the  plague  spread  by  bundles  left  behind* 
'TIS  granted,  and  no  plainer  truth  appean. 
Our  most  important  are  our  earliest  years  ; 
The  Mind  impressibje  and  soft,  with  ease 
Imbibes  and  copies  what  she  hears  and  sees. 
And  through  life's  labyrinth  holds  fost  the  clew, 
That  Education  gives  her,  false  or  true. 
Plants  rais'd  with  tenderness  are  seldom  strong; 
.  Man's  coltbh  disposition  asks  the  thong ; 
And  without  discipline  the  fav'rite  child. 
Like  a  neglected  forester,  runs  wild. 
But  we,  as  if  goed  qualities  would  grow 
Spontaneous,  take  but  little  pains  to  sow; 
We  give  some  Latin,  and  a  smatch  of  Greek; 
Teach  him  to  fence  and  figure  twice  a  week ; 
And  having  done,  we  think,  the  best  we  can. 
Praise  his  proficiency,  and  dub  him  man. 

From  school  to  Cam  or  Jm,  and /thence  home ; 
And  thence  with  all  convenient  speed  to  Rome, 
With  rev'rend  tutor^t^lad  in  habit  lay. 
To  tease  for  cash,  and  quarrel  with  all  day  ; 
With  memorandum-book  for  ev*ry  town. 
And  ev'ry  post,  and  where  the  chaise  broke  down ; 
His  stock,  a  few  French  phrases  got  by  heart. 
With  much  to  learn,  but  nothing  to  impart. 
The  youth,  obedient  to  his  sire's  commands, 
Sets  off  a  wand'rer  into  foreign  lands. 
•Surprised  at  all  they  meet,  the  gosling  pair, 
Wrlh  awkward  gait,  stretch'd  neck,  and  silly  stare. 
Discover  huge  cathedrals  built  with  stone. 
And  steeples  tow'ring  high  much  like  our  own ; 
But  show  peculiar  light  by  many  a  grin 
At  popish  practices  ob^erv'd  within. 

Ere  long  some  bowing,  smirking,  smart  abb* 
vRemarks  two  loit'r«rs,  that  have  lost  their  way  ,* 
And  being  always  primM  wiih  politesse 
For  men  of  their  appearance  and  address. 
With  ranch  compassion  undertakes  the  task. 
To  tell  them  more  than  they  have  wit  to  ask  ; 
Points  to  inscrijitions  wheresoever  they  tread. 
Such  as,  when  legible,  were  never  read, 
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Bat,  being  canker'd  n«w  gnd  h«If  .worn  out. 
Craze  antiquarian  brains  with  endless  doubt ; 
Some  headless  hero,  or  some  Caesar  sbowt-* 
Defective  only  in  his  Roman  nose ; 
Gibibitt  elevations,  drawings,  plans. 
Models  of  Hercalanean  pots  and  pant ; 
And  sells  them  medals,  which,  if  neither  rare 
Nor  ancient,  will  be  so,  presenr^d  with  care. 
Strange  the  recital !  from  whatever  cause 
His  great  improvement  and  new  Jigfat  he  draws, 
The  squire,  once  bashful,  is  shamefaced  no  more, 
But  teems  with  p«w*rs  he  never  felt  before : 
Whether  increas'd  momentum,  and  the  force, 
With  whtch  finom  clime  to  clime  he  sped  his  coone, 
(As  axles  so^ietimes  kindle  as  they  go) 
ChaTd  him,  and  brongbt  dull  nature  to  a  glow  ; 
Or  whether  clearer  skies  and  softer  air. 
That  make  Italian  flow*rs  so  tweet  and  folr, 
Fresh'ning  his  lazy  spirits  as  be  ran, 
Unfolded  genially  and  spread  the  man ; 
Returning  he  proclaims  by  many  a  grtce. 
By  shrugs  and  strange  contortknis  of  hit  face. 
How  much  a  dunce,  that  has  been  sent  to  room. 
Excels  a  dunce,  that  has  been  kept  at  home. 

Accomplishments  have  taken  virtue's  place* 
And  wisdom  falls  before  exterior  grace  t 
We  slight  the  precious  kernel  of  the  stone. 
And  toil  to  polish  it's  rough  coat  alone. 
A  just  deportment,  manners  graced  with  eaae. 
Elegant  phrase,  and  figut«  form'd  to  please. 
Are  qualities  that  seem  to  comprehend 
Whatever  parents,  guardians,  schoob,  intend  ; 
Hence  an  unfurui»h'd  and  a  littlest  mind» 
Though  buiy,  trifling ;  empty,  though  refin'd ; 
Hence  all  that  interferes,  and  daret  to  clash 
With  indolence  and  luxury,  is  trash  : 
While  learning,  once  the  man's  exclusive  pride. 
Seems  verging  fast  towards  the  female  tide. 
Learning  itself,  receiv'd  into  a  mind 
By  nature  weak,  or  viciously  inclin'd, 
Servet  but  to  lead  philosophers  astray. 
Where  children  would  with  ease  discern  the  way. 
And  of  all  arts  sagadous  dupes  hnvent. 
To  cheat  thenuelvet  and  gain  the  world's  attent. 
The  worst  is— Scripture  warp'd  from-it's  intent 
The  carriage  bowls  along,  and  all  are  pleas'd 
If  Tom  be  sober,  and  the  wheels  well  greated  ; 
But  if  the  rogue  have  gone  a  cup  too  far, 
I«ft  out  hi»  linchpin,  or  forgot  his  tar. 
It  tufiers  interruption  and  delay. 
And  meets  with  hindrance  in  the  smoothest  way. 
When  some  hypothesis  absurd  and  vign 
Hat  flird  with  all  it't  fumes  a  critic's  brain. 
The  text»  that  sorts  not  with  his  darling  whim, 
Though  plain  to  others,  is  obscure  to  him. 
The  yriW  made  subject  to  a  lawless  force. 
All  is  irregular  and  out  of  course; 
And  Judgment  drunk,  and  brib'd  to  lose  his  way, 
Winks  hard)  and  talks  of  darkness  at  noonday. 

A  critic  on  the  sacred  book  should  be 
Candid  and  leam'd,  dispassionate  and  fVee :  ' 
Free  fkom  the  wayward  bias  bigots  feel, 
From  fency's  influence,  and  intemperate  zeal : 
But  above  all,  (or  let  the  wretch  refrain. 
Nor  touch  the  page  he  cannot  but  profeme) 
Tree  firom  the  domineering  pow'r  cf  lost ; 
A  lewd  interpreter  is  never  just. 

How  riiall  I  speak  thee,  or  thy  pow'r  addre«, 
Thou  god  of  onr  idolatry,  the  Pcest  ? 


By  thee  religion,  Bbeity,  tod  lawi, 
Exert  their  uifluence,  an^  advnnca  their  "eantt} 
By  thee  worse  plagues  than  Pharaob's  land  befel,'' 
Diffiis'd,  make  Earth  the  vestibole  of  Hnll ; 
Thou  fountain,  at  which'drink  the  good  and  wim  ; 
Thou  ever-bobbling  tpring  of  endlett  liet ; 
like  Eden't  draad  probationary  tree. 
Knowledge  of  good  and  evil  Itfrom  thee. 

No  wild  enthusUitt  ever  yet  conld  rest. 
Till  half  mankind  were  like  himself  pottoiU 
Philotophert,  who  darken  and  pot  out 
Eternal  truth  by  everlasting  donbt ; 
Church  qnackt,  whh  paaskins  under  no  oonauii. 
Who  fill  the  world  with  doctrines  oootrabMid, 
Di8Cov*rers  of  they  know  not  what,  oooflit'd 
Withfai  no  booods-^Cbe  bliml  that  taut  the  MM  I 
To  ttreamt  of  popular  opinion  drawn, 
Depotit  in  tbote  shdlows  all  their  spawn. 
The  wrigUng  IVy  toon  fiH  tiie  creeks  aronnd, 
Poit'ning  the  waters  where  thehr  twarmt  abomd. 
Scom'd  by  the  nobler  tenuiti  of  the  flood, 
Minnowt  and  gudgeons  gorge  th^rowbblesiMiie  ted^ 
The  propagated  myriadt  spread  to  test, 
Ev'n  Lewenhoeck  himself  would  attod  agtms^ 
Emptoy'd  to  calculate  th*  enormont  sum, 
And  own  hit  crab>computhog  pow'rt  o^erooaMi 
Is  this  hyperbole  }  The  world  well  known, 
Voor  tdber  thoughts  will  hardly  find  it  one. 

Fresh  confldence  the  tpeculatist  taket 
From  ev'ry  hair-toiin'd  proselyte  he  males  ; 
And  therefore  prints.    Himself  but  half  d«oerrM, 
ll^l  others  have  the  soothing  tale  beliOT'd. 
Hence  comment  after  comment  spun  as  fine 
As  bloated  tpiders  draw  the  flimty  Ime. 
Hence  the  tame  word,  that  bidt  our  lusts  th&f. 
Is  misapplied  to  sanctify  their  sway. 
If  stubborn  Greek  refiise  to  be  his  friend, 
Hebrew  or  Syriac  shall  be  forc'd  to  heod  i 
If  languages  and  copies  all  cry,  No-^ 
Somebody  prov*d  it  centuries  ago. 
like  tcoot  pursued,  the  critic  in  detpafar 
Darts  io  the  mod,  and  findt  hit  mmy  there  : 
Woman,  wbodn  custom  has  fbrind  to  fly 
The  scholar's  pitch,  (the  scholar  best  knows  why) 
With  all  the  simple  and  unlettered  poor, 
Admhv  hit  leammg,  and  almost  adore.         * 
Whoever  errs,  the  priett  can  ne'er  be  wrong. 
With  such  dne  wordt  fsmiliar  to  hit  tbngue. 

Ye  ladies  !  (for  indiff'rent  in  your  cause, 
I  should  deserve  to  forf^t  aH  anplautej 
Whatever  shodct  or  givet  the  least  cfffcoem 
To  virtue,  delicacy,  truth,  or  teote, 
(Try  the  critoriou,  lis  a  fsithfbl  guide) 
Nor  has,  nor  can  have,  Scripture  en  itt  side. 

None  but  an  author  knows  mn  author's  cares^ 
Or  Fancy's  fondness  fbr  the  cfaiki  she  bears. 
Committed  once  intO'the  public  arms. 
The  baby  seems  to  smile  with  added  charms, 
like  something  precious  ventur'd  far  ftotti  tbor^ 
Tis  valued  for  the  dtfngei^  take  the  more. 
He  views  it  with  eomplacency  tupreme, 
Solicitt  kind  attention  to  his  dream; 
And  daily  more  eoamourM  of  the  eheat. 
Kneels,  and  asks  Heav'n  to  Uess  the  deardeeelW 
So  one,  whose  story  serves  at  least  to  show 
Men  loT*d  their  onrki  productkms  long  ago^ 
Woo'd  an  unfeeling  statue  for  his  wife, 
Nor  retted  till  the  ^podt  had  gtV'n  H  life. 
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ir  some  mere  dm'ler  fuok  the  tapar'd  fib, 
One  that  ttiil  needs  bis  leading  string  and  bib, 
Jivd  praise  his  genius,  he  is  soon  repaid 
Jn  praiM  applied  to  the  same  pait — his  head  : 
For  tis  a  rule,  that  holds  for  ever  true, 
Cvrant  me  discernment,  and  I  grant  it  you. 

Patient  of  contradiction  as  a  child. 
Affable,  humble,  diffident,  and  mild ; 
Such  was  sir  Isaac,  and  such  Boyle  and  Locke : 
Your  blnod!rer  it  as  sturdy  as  a  rock. 
The  creature  is  so  sure  to  kick  and  bite, 
A  muleteer 's  the  man  to  set  him  right 
First  appetite  enlists  him  Truth's  sworn  foe. 
Then  obstinate  Self-will  confirms  htm  so. 
Tell  him  be  wanders ;  that  his  errour  leads 
To  iaUl  ills  ;  that,  though  the  path  be  treads 
Be  flow'ry,  and  he  see  no  cause  of  fear, 
Death.and  the  pains  ef  Hell  attend  him  there : 
In  vain  ;  the  slave  of  arrogance  and  pride, 
Me  has  no  hearing  on  the  prudent  side. 
His  still  refuted  quirks  he  still  repeats ; 
New  raisM  objections  with  new  quibbles  meets  ; 
Till,  sinking  in  the  quicksand  he  defends. 
He  dies  disputing,  and  the  contest  ends — 
But  not  the  mischief;  they,  still  left  behind. 
Like  thistle-seeds,  are  sown  by  ev'ry  wind. 

Thns  men  go  wrong  with  an  ingenious  skill ; 
Bend  the  straight  rule  to  their  own  crooked  will ; 
And  with  a  clear  and  shining  lamp  supplied. 
First  put  it  out,  then  take  it  for  a  gukJe. 
Halting  on  crutches  of  unequal  size, 
One  leg  by  truth  supported,  one  by  lies; 
They  sidle  to  the  goal  with  awkward  pace, 
Secure  of  nothing—but  to  lose  the  race. 

Faults  in  the  life  breed  errours  in  the  brain. 
And  these  reciprocally  those  again. 
The  mind  and  conduct  mutually  imprint 
And  stamp  their  image  in  each  other's  mint: 
Each  sire  and  dam,  of  an  infernal  race, 
Begetting  and  conceiving  all  that's  base. 

None  sends  bis  arrow  to  the  mark  in  view. 
Whose  hand  is  feeble,  or  his  aim  untrue. 
For  though,  ere  yet  the  sliaft  is  on  the  wing. 
Or  when  it  first  forsakes  th'  elastic  string, 
It  err  but  little  frum  th'  intended  line. 
It  falls  at  last  far  wide  of  his  desi^  : 
jBo  he,  who  seeks  a  mansion  in  the  sky. 
Must  watch  his  purpose  with  a  stedfast  eye; 
That  prize  belongs  tu  none  but  the  sincere. 
The  least  obliquity  is  fatal  here. 

With  caution  taste  the  sweet  Circean  cup : 
He  that  sips  often,  at  last  drinks  ^t  up. 
Habits  are  soon  assum'd ;  but  when  we  strive 
To  strip  them  off,  'tis  being  flay'd  alive. 
Call'd  to  the  temple  of  impure  delight, 
Ue  that  abbtains,  and  he  alone,  does  right 
If  a  wish  wander  that  way,  call  it  home  ; 
He  cannot  long  be  safe  whose  wishes  roam. 
But,  if  you  pass  the  threshold  you  are  caught ; 
Die  then,  if  powV  Almighty  save  you  not 
Tliere  hard'ning  by  degrees,  till  double  steel'd, 
Take  leave  of  nature's  God,  and  God  reveal 'd  ; 
Then  laueh  at  all  you  trembled  at  before ; 
And  joioiog  the  free-thinkers'  brutal  roar. 
Swallow  the  two  grand  nostrums  they  dispense- 
That  Scripture  lies,  and  blasphemy  is  sense. 
If  clemency  revolted  by  abuse 
*  Be  damnable,  then  damu'd  without  excuse. 


Some  dream  that  they  can  silence,  when  tbey  will^ 
The  storm  of  passion,  and  say,  •*  Peace,  be  still  j" 
But "  Thus  far  and  no  farther."  when  address'd 
To  the  wild  wave,  or  wilder  human  breast. 
Implies  authority  that  never  can. 
That  never  ought  to  be  tlie  lot  of  man. 

But  Muse  forbear ;  long  fiights  fbrbode  a  fall ; 
Strike  on  the  deep-ton'd  chord  the  sum  of  all. 

Hear  the  just  law — the  judgment  of  the  skies! 
He  that  hates  truth  shall  be  the  dupe  of  lies : 
And  he  that  will  be  cheated  to  the  last, 
Delusions  strong  as  Hell  sWil  bind  him  fast 
But  if  the  wand'rer  his  mistake  discern. 
Judge  his  own  ways  ami  sigh  for  a  return, 
Bewilder'^  opce,  must  he  bewail  his  less 
For  ever  and  for  ever  ?  No—  the  cross ! 
There  and  there  only  (though  the  deist  rave. 
And  atheist,  if  Earth  bear  so  base  a  slave) ; 
There  and  there  only  is  the  pow'r  to  save. 
There  no  delusive  hope  invites  despair ; 
No  mock'ry  meets  you,  no  deception  there. 
The  spells  and  charms,  that  blinded  you  1>eforc^ 
All  vanish  there,  and  fascinate  no  more. 

I  am  no  preacher,  let  this  bint  suffice — 
The  cross  once  seen  is  death  to  ev'ry  vice : 
F.lse  he  that  hung  there  suffer'd  all  bis  pain. 
Bled,  groan'd,  and  agoniz'd,  and  died,  in  vaia. 


TRUTH. 


Pensaatur  trutioA.    Hor.  Lib.  ii,  Epist  f  • 

Man,  on  the  dubious  waves  of  errour  toss'd. 
His  ship  half  fuunder'd,  and  his  compass  lost^ 
Sees,  far  as  human  optics  may  command, 
A  sleeping  fog,  and  fancies  it  dry  land  : 
Spreads  all  his  canvass,  cv'ry  sinew  plies  ; 
Pants  for't,  aims  at  it,  enters  it,  and  dies  ! 
Then  farewell  all  self-satisfying  schemes. 
His  well  built  systems,  philosophic  dreams; 
Deceitful  views  of  future  bliss  farewell ! 
He  reads  his  sentence  at  the  flames  of  Hell, 

Hard  lot  of  man — to  toil  for  the  reward 
Of  virtue,  and  yet  lose  it !    Wherefore  hard  ? — 
He  that  would  win  the  race  must  guide  his  hone 
Obedient  to  the  customs  of  the  course ; 
Else,  though  unequali'd  to  the  goal  he  flies, 
A  meaner  than  himself  shall  gtgn  the  prize. 
Grace  leads  the  right  way :   if  you  choose  the  wrongs 
Take  it  and  perish;  but  restrain  your  tongue; 
Charge  not,  with  light  sufllcient,  and  left  free, 
Your  wilful  suicide  ou  God's  decree. 

O  how  unlike  the  complex  works  of  man, 
Heav'n's.easy,  artless,  unincumber'd  p:an  ! 
No  meritric'ious  graces  to  beguile. 
No  clust'ring  ornaments  to  clog  the  pile; 
From  ostentation  as  from  weakness  free. 
It  stands  like  the  cerulean  arch  we  see, 
Maje.'itic  in  it's  own  simplicity. 
Inscrib'd  above  the  portal,  from  afar 
Conspicuous  as  tl»e  brightness  of  a  star. 
Legible  only  by  the  light  tbey  give. 
Stand  the  soul-quick' niiig  word>-^B8iiEVE  and  tivi. 
Too  many,  shock'd  at  what  should  cliarm  them  most. 
Despise  the  plain  direction,  and  arc  lost 


I 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


6l6 


COWPER'S  POEMS. 


^*  Heav'n  on  such  terms ! "  (they  cry  with  proud dts- 

"  Incredible,  impossible,  and  vain  !'* —  [daio) 

Bebel,  because  'tis  easy  to  obey  ; 

And  scorn,  for  it's  own  sake,  the  gracioos  way. 

These  are  the  sober,  in  whose  cooler  brains 

Some  thought  of  immortality  remains ; 

The  rest  too  busy  or  too  gay  tp  wait 

On  the  sad  theme,  their  everlasting  state. 

Sport  fbr  a  day,  and  perish  in  a  night, 

liie  foam  upon  the  waters  not  so  light. 

Who jndgM  the  Pharisee?  What  odious  cause 
Exposed  him  to  the  vengeance  of  the  laws  ? 
Had  he  seduc*d  a  virgin,  wrong'd  a  friend,  , 
Or  stabbM  a  man  to  serve  some  private  end  ? 
Was  blasphemy  his  sin  ?  Or  did  he  stray 
From  the  strict  duties  of  the  sacred  day  ? 
Sit  long  and  late  at  the  carousing  board  ? 
(Such  were  the  sins  with  which  he  charged  his  Lord.) 
No-— the  man*s  morals  were  exact,  what  then  i 
Twas  his  ambition  to  be  seen  of  m<;n ; 
His  virtues  were  his  pride  ;  and  that  one  vice 
Made  all  X'%  virtues  gewgaws  of  no  price  ; 
He  wore  them  as  fine  trappings  for  a  show, 
A  praying,  synagogue>frequenting,  beau. 

The  self-applaud mg  bird,  the  peacock  see — 
Mark  what  a  sumptuous  pharisee  b  he ! 
Meridian  sun-beams  tempt  him  to  unfold 
His  radiant  glories,  azure,  green,  and  gold  : 
He  treads  as  it,  some  solemn  music  neac. 
His  measured  step  were  governed  by  his  ear; 
And  seems  to  say — "  Ye  meaner  fowl,  give  place, 
I  am  all  splendour,  dignity,  and  grace  l*^ 

Not  so  the  pheasant  on  his  charms  presumes. 
Though  he  too  has  a  glory  in  his  plumes. 
He,  cbristian-Uke,  retreats  with  modest  mien 
To  the  close  copse,  or  far  sequestered  green. 
And  shines  without  desiring  to  be  seen. 
The  pfea  of  works,  afr  arrogant  and  vain, 
Heav'n  turns  from  with  abhorrence  and  disdain  ; 
Not  more  affronted  by  avow'd  neglect. 
Than  by  the  mere  dissembler's  feign'd  respect. 
What  is  all  righteousness  that  men  devise  ? 
What — bul  a  sordid  bargain  for  the  skies  ? 
But  Christ  as  soon  would  abdicate  his  own. 
As  stoop  from  Heav'u  to  sell  the  proud  a  throne. 

His  dwelling  a  recess  in  some  rude  rock. 
Book,  beads,  and  maple-dish,  his  meagre  stock; 
In  shirt  of  h^Tir  and  weeds  of  canvass  dress'd. 
Girt  with  a  bell-rope  that  the  pope  has  bless'd  ; 
Adust  with  stripes  told  out  for  evVy  crime, 
And  sore  tormented  long  before  his  time ; 
His  pray'c  preferr'd  to  saints  that  cannot  aid  ; 
His  praise  postponed,  and  never  to  be  paid  ; 
See  the  sage  hermit,  by  mankind  admir'd. 
With  all  that  bigotry  adopts  inspired. 
Wearing  out  life  in  his  religious  whim. 
Till  his  religious  whimsy' wears  out  him. 
His  works,  nis  abstinence,  his  zeal  arlow'd. 
You  think  him  humble — God  accounts  him  proud  ; 
High  in  demand,  though  lowly  in  pretence. 
Of  all  his  conduct  this  the  genume  toate-^ 
My  penitential  stripes,  my  streaming ^dt4. 
Have  purchas'd  Heav'n,  and  prove  my  title  goiO^ 

Turn  eastward  now,  and  fancy  shall  apply 
To  your  weak  sight  her  telescopic  eye. 
The  bramin  kindles  on  bis  own  bare  head 
,  The  sacred  fire,  setf-toiluring  his  trade. 
His  voluntary  patot,  severe  and  long. 
Would  give  a  barb'rous  air  to  British  song  ; 


No  grand  inquisitor  eould  worse  In^entf 
Than  he  contrives  to  suffer  well  eooteot. 

Which  is  the  saintlier  worthy  of  the  two  ? 
Past  all  dispute,  yon  anchorite,  say  you. 
Your  sentence  and  mine  differ.    What's  a  naooe  f 
I  say  the  bramin  has  the  fairer  cUim. 
If  sufferings.  Scripture  no  where  reoommends, 
Devis'd  by  self  to  answer  selfish  ends. 
Give  saiotship,  then  all  Europe  must  agree 
Ten  starv'Iing  hermits  suffer  less  than  he. 

The  truth  is  (if  the  truth  may  suit  your  ear. 
And  prejudice  have  left  «  passage  clear) 
Pride  has  attoin'd  it's  most  luxuriant  growth. 
And  poison'd  evVy  virtue  in  them  botL 
Pride  may  be  pamper'd  while  the  flesh  grows  kaa; 
Humility  may  clothe  an  English  dean ; 
That  grace  was  Cowper*8— his,  confess'd  by  ail- 
Though  plac'd  in  golden  Durham's  second  slalL 
Not  a!l  the  plenty  of  a  bishop's  board, 
His  palace,  and  bis  lacqueys,  and  **  My  lord,** 
More  nourish  pride,  that  condescending  vice. 
Than  abstinence,  and  beggary,  and  lice ; 
It  thrives  in  mis'ry,  and  abundant  grows: 
In  mis'ry  fools  upon  themselves  impose. 

But  why  before  us  protestants  produce 
An  Indian  mystic,  or  a  French  recluse  ?   , 
Their  sin  is  plain ;  but  what  have  we  to  (bar, 
Refi[>rm'd  and  well  instructed  ?  You  shall  bear. 

Yon  ancient  prude,  whose  withered  features  ibow 
She  might  be  young  some  forty  years  ago. 
Her  elbows  pinionM  close  upon  her  hips. 
Her  head  erect,  her  fan  upon  her  lips. 
Her  eye-brows  arch'd,  her  eyes  both  gone  niray 
To  watch  yon  am'rous  couple  in  their  play» 
With  bony  and  unkerchief  d  neck  defies 
The  mde  inclemency  of  wintry  dues. 
And  sails  with  lappet-head  and  minciiif  aii» 
Duly  at  chink  of  bell  to  morning  pray'rs. 
To  thrift  and  parsimony  much  inclin'd. 
She  yet  allows  herself  that  boy  behkd  ; 
Tlie  shivering  urchin,  bending  as  he  goes. 
With  slipshod  heels,  and  dewdrop  at  his  nose; 
His  predecessor's  coat  advanced  to  wear. 
Which  future  pages  yet  are  doom'd  to  share. 
Carries  her  Bible  tuck'd  beneath  hb  arm. 
And  hides  his  hinds  to  keep  his  fingers  warm. 

She,  half  an  angel  in  her  own  account. 
Doubts  not  hereafter  with  the  saints  to  moant. 
Though  not  a  grace  appears  on  stiictest  aaarcb. 
But  that  she  fasts,  and  item,  goes  to  church. 
Conscious  of  age  rise  recollects  her  youth. 
And  tells,  not  alwajrs  with  an  eye  to  truth. 
Who  spahn'd  her  waist,  and  who,  where'er  hw 

came, 
Scrawl 'd  upon  glass  miss  Bridget's  lovely  name; 
Who  stole  her  slipper,  fill'd  it  with  tokay. 
And  drank  the  little  bumper  ev'ry  day. 
Of  temper  as  enveoom'd  as  an  asp. 
Censorious,  and  her  ev'ry  word  a  wa^ ; 
In  faithful  meiffry  she  records  the  crimes 
Or  real,  or  fictitious,  of  the  times; 
Laughs  at  the  reputations  she  has  torn,    ' 
And  holds  them  dangling  at  arm's  length  in  scom. 

Such  are  the  fruits  of  saoctioionious  pride. 
Of  malice  tied  whilie  flesh  is  mortified : 
Take,  n^adam,  the  reward  of  all  your  prayers. 
Where  liermits  and  where  bramins  meet  with  theirs; 
Your  portion  is  with  them — ^Nay,  never  frown. 
But,  if  you  please,  some  fathoms  lower  down. 
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Artist  atteii(l<— yoar  brashes  and  yonr  paiot — 
Produce  them— take  a  chair — now  draw  a  stfint. 
Oh  sorrowfal  and  sad  !  the  streaming  tears 
Channel  her  cheeks — a  Niobe  appears  ! 
Is  this  a  saint  ?  Throw  tints  and  all  away—- 
True  Piety  is  cheerful  as  the  day. 
Will  weep  indeed  and  heave  a  pitying  groan 
for  others'  woes,  but  smiles  upon  her  own. 

What  purpose  has  the  King  of  saints  in  view  ? 
Why  fills  the  Gospel  like  a  gracious  dew  ? 
To  call  up  plenty  from  the  teeming  earth, 
Or  curse  the  desert  with  a  tenfbkl  dearth  i 
Is  it  that  Adam's  offiiprins:  may  be  sat'd 
From  servile  fear»  or  be  the  more  enslavM  ? 
To  loose  the  links,  that  gallM  mankind  before, 
Or  bind  them  faster  on,  and  add  still  more  ? 
The  freebom  Christian  has  no  chains  to  prove. 
Or,  if  a  chain,  the  golden  one  of  love : 
No  fear  attends  to  quench  his  glowing  fires, 
What  fear  he  feels  his  gratitude  inspires. 
Shall  he,  for  such  deliv'ranee  freely  wrought. 
Recompense  ill  ?    He  trembles  at  the  thought 
His  master's  int'rest  and  his  own  combin'd 
Prompt  ev'ry  movemelit  of  his  heart  and  mind : 
Thought,  word  and  deed,  his  liberty  evince, 
His  freedom  is  tlie  freedom  of  a  prince. 

Man's  obligations  infinite,  of  course     - 
His  life  should  prove  that  he  perceives  their  force ; 
His  utmost  he  can  render  is  but  small — 
The  principle  and  motive  all  in  all. 
Yon  have  two  servants — ^Tom,  an  arch,  sly  rogue, 
From  top  to  toe  the  Oeta  now  in  vogue, 
Genteel  in  figure,  easy  in  address. 
Mores  without  noise,  and  swift  as  an  express, 
Reports  a  message  with  a  pleasing  grace. 
Expert  in  all  the  duties  of  his  place ; 
Say,  on  what  hinge  does  his  obedience  move  ? 
Has  he  a  world  of  gratitnde  and  love  ? 
No,  not  a  spark — ^'tis  all  mere  sharper's  play ; 
He  likes  your  house,  your  housemaid,  and  your  pay ; 
Reduce  his  wages,  or  get  rid  of  her, 
Tom  quits  you  with  "  Your  most  obedient,  sir." 

The  dinner  serv'd,  Charles  takes  his  usual  stand. 
Watches  your  eye,  anticipates  command  ; 
Sighs  if  perhaps  your  appetite  should  fail ; 
And  if  he  but  suspects  a  frown,  turns  pale ; 
Consults  all  day  your  int'rest  and  your  ease. 
Richly  rewarded  if  he  can  but  pleai^e ; 
And,  proud  to  make  his  firm  attachment  known. 
To  save  your  life  would  nobly  risk  his  own. 

Now  which  stands  highest  m  yourseriods  thought } 
Charles,  without  doubt,  say  you — ^and  so  he  ought  j 
One  act,  that  from  a  thankful  heart  proceeds, 
Excels  ten  thousand  mercenary  deeds. 

Thus  Heav'n  approves  as  honest  and  sincere 
Ttie  work  of  gen'rous  love  and  filial  fear ; 
But  with  averted  eyes  th'  omniscient  Judge 
Scorns  the  base  hireling,  and  the  slavish  drudge. 
Where  dwell  these  matchless   saints? — old  Curio 

cries. 
Rv'n  at  your  side,  sir,  and  befure  your  eyes. 
The  favour'd  few — th'  enthusiasts  you  despise. 
And  pleas'd  at  heart  because  on  holy  ground 
Sometimes  a  canting  hyprocrite  is  found. 
Reproach  a  people  with  his  single  fall. 
And  cast  his  filthy  raiment  at  them  ill. 
Attend !— au  apt  similitude  shall  show 
Whence  sprin^^s  the  conduct  that  ofiieods  you  fo. 


See  where  it  smokes  along  the  soandiog  plain,   . 
Blown  all  aslant,  a  driving,  dashing  rain. 
Peal  upon  peal  redoubling  all  around, 
Shakes  it  again  and  faster  to  the  ground ; 
Now  flashing  wide,  now  glancing  as  in  play. 
Swift  beyond  thought  the  lightnings  dart  away. 
Ere  yet  it  came  the  trav'Uer  urg'd  his  steed, ' 
And  hurried,  but  with  unsuccessful  speed;     ^ 
Now  drenchM  throughout,  and  hopeless  of  his  case^ 
He  drops  the  rein,  and  leaves  him  to  his  pace. 
Suppose,  unlook'd  for  in  a  scene  so  rode. 
Long  hid  by  interposing  hill  or  wood, 
Some  mansion,  neat  and  elegantly  dress'd. 
By  some  kmd  hospitable  heart  possessed, 
Ofier  him  warmth,  security,  and  rest ; 
Think  with  what  pleasure,  safe  and  at  his  ease. 
He  hears  the  tempest  howling  in  the  trees; 
What  glowing  thanks  his  lips  and  heart  employ. 
While  danger  past  is  tum'd  to  present  joy. 
So  fares  it  with  the  sinner,  when  he  feels 
A  growing  dread  of  vengeance  at  his  heels : 
His  conscience,  like  a  glassy  lake  before, 
Lash'd  into  foaming  waves  begins  to  roar; 
The  law  grown  clamorous,  though  silent  long. 
Arraigns  him — charges  him  with  ev'ry  Wrong—* 
Asserts  the  rights  of  his  offended  Lord, 
And  death  or  restitution  is  the  word : 
The  last  impossible,  he  fears  the  first, 
And,  having  well  descrv'il,  expects  the  worst. 
Then  welcome  refuge,  and  a  peaceful  home ; 
Oh  for  a  shelter  from  the  wrath  to  come ! 
Crush  me  ye  rocks ;  ye  falling  mountains  hide. 
Or  bury  me  in  ocean's  angry  tide.-- 
The  scrutiny  of  those  all-seeing  eyes 
I  dare  not — And  you  need  not,  God  leplies ; 
The  remedy  you  want  I  freely  give : 
The  book  shall  teach  you— read,  believe,  and  live ! 
'Tis  done — the  raging  storm  is  heard  no  more, 
Mercy  receives  him  on  her  peaceful  shore : 
And  Justice,  guardian  of  the  dread  command, 
Drops  the  red  vengeance  from  his  willing  haiid. 
A  soul  redeem'd  demands -k  life  of  praise  ; 
Hence  the  complexion  of  his  future  days. 
Hence  a  demeanor  holy  and  unspeck'd. 
And  the  world's  hatred,  as  it's  sure  efiect.' 

Some  lead  a  life  unblamable  and  just. 
Their  own  dear  virtue  their  unshaken  trust : 
They  never  sin — or  if  (as  all  ofiend) 
Some  trivial  slips  their  daily  walk  attend. 
The  pour  are  near  at  hand,  the  charge  is  small, 
A  slight  gratuity  atones  for  all. 
For  though  the  pope  has  lost  his  int'rest  here. 
And  pardons  are  not  sold  as  once  they  were,    * 
No  papist  more  desirous  to  compound. 
Than  some  grave  sinners  upon' English  ground. 
That  plea  refuted,  otlier  quirks  they  seek — 
Mercy  is  infniite,  and  man  is  weak  ; 
The  future  shall  obliterate  the  past. 
And  Heav'n  no  doubt  shall  be  their  home  at  last. 

Come  then — a  still,  small  whisper  in  your  ear    j 
He  has  no  hope  who  tiever  had  a  fear ; 
And  he  that  never  doubtea  of  his  state. 
He  may  perhaps — perhaps  he  may — too  late. 

The  path  to  bliss  abounds  with  many  a  snare; 
Learning  is  one,  and  wit  however  rare. 
The  Frenchman,  first  in  literary  fame, 
(Mention  him  if  you  please.  Voltaire  ? — ^The  same. ) 
With  spirit,  genius,  eloquence,  supplied, 
Liv'd  long,  wrote  much,  laugk'd  heartily,  and  died  ; 
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The  Seriptme  wai  lui  jeiUbook,  whence  be  drew 
Bod  mots  tp  gall  the  Chdftian  and  the  Jew  ; 
An  ii^Qdel  in  healtbi  bat  whet  wbeo  sick  ? 
Ob — then  a  teit  would  touch  bin  at  the  qnioki 
View  him  at  Paris  in  hb  last  career. 
Surrounding  throngs  the  dAnigud  fefere. 
Exalted  on  his  pedestal  of  pride. 
And  fom'd  with  frankinoeDoe  on  er'ry  side. 
He  begs  their  flaU'ry  with  his  latest  breath. 
And  smother'd  in'tat  last,  is  prais'd  to  death. 

Yon  cottager,  who  weaves  at  her  own  door, 
Pillow  and  bobbins  all  her  little  store  $ 
Content  tboqgh  noean,  and  cheerful  if  not  gay. 
Shuffling  her  threads  about  the  livelong  day. 
Just  earns  a  scenty  pittance,  and  at  night 
lies  down  secure,  her  heart  and  pocket  light; 
She,  for  her  humble  sphere  by  nature  fit. 
Has  little  understanding,  and  no  wit,. 
Receives  no  praise  |  but,  though  her  lot  be  such, 
(Toilsome  and  indigent)  she  rendeis  much ; 
Just  knows,  and  knows  no  more,  her  Bible  tm*— 
A  truth  tlie  brilliant  Frenchman  never  knew ; 
And  in  that  charter  reads  with  sparkling  eyes 
Her  title  to  a  treasure  in  the  skies. 

O  happy  peasant !  Oh  unhappy  bard  ! 
His  the  mere  tinsel,  hers  the  rich  reward  | 
He  praised  perhaps  Ibr  ages  yet  to  come. 
She  never  beard  of  half  a  mile  from  home : 
He  lost  hi  errcHirs  bis  vain  heart  prefers. 
She  safe  m  tbe  simplicity  of  hers. 

Not  many  wise,  riob,  noble,  or  profound 
In  science,  win  one  inoh  of  heav'niy  ground. 
And  is  it  not  a  mdrtifying  thought 
The  poor  should  gain  it,  and  tbe  rich  should  not } 
No—the  voluptuaries,  who  ne*er  ferget 
One  pleasure  lost,  lose  Heav'n  without  regret; 
Regret  would  rouse  them,  and  give  birth  to  pfay*r, 
Pray'r  weuld^Mkl  fiuth,  and  fsith  would  fis  them 
there. 

Not  that  tbe  Former  of  us  all  in  this. 
Or  aught  he  does,  is  govem'd  by  caprice  ; 
The  supposition  is  replete  with  sin. 
And  b^rs  the  brand  of  blasphemy  burnt  in* 
Not  so— tbe  silver  trumpet's  heav*nly  call 
Sounds  for  the  poor,  but  sounds  alike  for  all : 
Kings  are  Invited,  mkI  would  lungs  obey. 
No  slaves  on  Earth  more  welcome  were  than  they : 
But  royalty,  nobility,  and  slate, 
Are  such  a  dead  preponderating  weight. 
That  endless  b^sfc  (how  strange  soe'er  it  seem) 
in  counterpoise,  flies  op  and  kicks  the  beam. 
Tis  open,  and  y«  cannot  enter-^wfay  ? 
Because  ye  will  not,  Gonyers  would  reply— 
And  he  sajrs  much  that  many  may  dispute 
And  cavil  at  with  ease,  but  none  refute. 
O  blem'd  tffdct  of  penury  and  want. 
The  seed  sown  there,  bow  vig'rous  is  the  plant ! 
No  soil  like  poverty  for  growth  4ivine, 
As  leanest  land  supplies  tbe  richest  wine. 
Earth  gives  too  litUe,  giving  only  bread,  ' 

To  nourish  pride,  or  turn  the  weakest  head  : 
To  them  the  soundmg  jargon  of  the  schools    . 
Seems  what  it  is~-«  cap  and  bell  for  fools  ; 
T^M  light  they  walk  by,  kindled  from  above. 
Shows  them  the  shortest  way  to  life  and  love : 
They,  strangers  to  the  controvernal  field, 
Where  deisU,  always  feil*4,  yet  scorn  to  yield. 
And  never  check'd  by  what  Impedes  the  wise, 
BeUeve,  rush  forward,  and  pussess  the  priae. 


"Bawy,  ye  great,  the  dull  onletter'd  mMi 
Ye  have  mudi  cause  for  envy— 4Nit  not  all. 
We  boast  some  rich  ones  whom  the  Go^iel  ewiaj^ 
And  one  who  wears  a  coronet  and  prays  ; 
Like  gleanings  of  an  olive-tree  they  show. 
Here  and  there  one  upon  the  tepmost  boii^ 

Hofw  readily  upon  the  Gospel  pjan. 
That  question  has  it's  answei^-What  b  man  1^ 
Sinful  and  weak,  in  ev'ry  sense  a wrslohs 
An  instrument,  whose  chotds  upon  the  ttrcftcb. 
And  strain^  to  tbe  last  screw  that  be  can  bear. 
Yield  only  discord  in  his  Maker's  ear : 
Once  the  blest  residence  of  truth  divioc^ 
Glorious  as  Solyma*s  interier  sbrinei 
Where,  in  his  own  oracular  abode. 
Dwelt  visibly  the  light  ciaating  God  ; 
But  made  long  lince,  like  Ballon  of  old* 
A  den  of  mischiefs  never  to  be  tM : 
And  she,  once  mistress  of  tbe  realms  aroond. 
Now  scattered  wide  and  no  where  t9  be  fboai. 
As  soon  shall  rise  and  re-ascend  the  throne^ 
By  native  powV  and  energy  her  own. 
As  nature  at  her  own  peculiar  cost, 
Restora  to  man  the  glories  he  has  hM^ 
Go— 4>id  tbe  winter  cease  to  chdl  tbe  year,. 
Replace  the  wand'ring  comet  in  his  sphere^ 
Then  boast  (but  wait  for  that  unbop^dUfer  h«w) 
The  self-restoring  arm  of  human  pow'r. 
But  what  is  man  in  his  own  proud  esteem  } 
Hear  him — ^himaelf  the  poet  and  the  theme  : 
A  mooarch  cloth'd  with  miyesty  and  awn. 
His  mind  his  kingdom,  and  his  will  faia  lav^, 
Grace  in  his  mien,  ami  glory  in  his  eyes, 
Supreme  on  Earth,  and  woithy  of  the  sluea, 
Strength  in  his  heart,  dominion  m  banned. 
And,  thiinderijolts  excepted,  quite  a  God  ! 
So  sings  he,  cbarm'd  with  his  own  mind  and  Ibvm, 
The  song  magnificent — tbe  theme  a  worm ! 
Himself  so  much  the  source  of  his  d^igbt. 
His  Mkker  has  no  beauty  in  hit  sIghL 
See  where  be  sits  contemplative  and  fix'd, 
Pleasuire  and  wonder  in  his  features  mm*d, 
His  passions  tam'd  and  all  at  bis  cootioul. 
How  perfect  the  composure  of  his  sonl ! 
Complacency  has  breathed  a  gentle  gale 
0*er  all  his  thought,  and  swell'd  his  ea^  sail: 

Sis  books  well  tr'unm*d  and  in  tbe  gayest  style 
ke  regimental  coKoombs  rank  and  ^e. 
Adorn  bis  intellects  as  well  as  shelves. 
And  teach  him  notiops  splendid  as  themselves: 
Tbe  Bible  only  stands  neglected  there, 
Thoush  that  of  all  most  wiprthy  of  his  care  ; 
And  like  an  iufont  troublesonvB  awoke. 
Is  left  to  sleep  for  peace  and  quiet  sake. 

What  shaU  the  man  deserve  of  humankind. 
Whose  happy  skill  and  industiy  combined 
Shall  prove  (what  argumeot  could  never  yet) 
The  Bible  an  impoatare  and  a  cheat  ^ 
Tbe  praises  of  tbe  libertine  professM, 
Tbe  worst  of  men,  and  oursei  of  the  best. 
Where  should  the  living,  weepbg  o^er  bis  woes; 
The  dying,  trembling  at  the  awfol  dose  $ 
Where  the  betray'd,  forsaken,  and  oppressed, 
Thethousaads  whom  the  world  forbids  to  rest. 
Where  should  they  find,  (those  comfbru  at  an  end 
The  Scripture  yields)  or  liope  to  find  a  fei^id  I 
Sorrow  might  muse  herself  tf>  madness  then. 
And  seeking  exile  from  the  sight  of  rae«. 
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Bury  herself  in  lolitade  prolbaiMl, 

Grow  frantic  with  her  pangs,  and  bit«  the  groand. 

Tbtts  wften  Unbelief,  grown  sick  of  life, 

Fli»  to  the  teoipting  pool,  or  felon  faudRk 

The  jury  meet,  the  coroner  is  short. 

And  lunacy  the  Terdict  of  the  court ; 

Reverse  the  sentence,  lei  the  tmth  be  known. 

Such  lunacy  is  ignorance  alone  ; 

They  knew  not,  what  some  bishops  may  not  know, 

That  Scripture  is  the  only  cure  of  wo; 

That  field  of  promise,  how  it  flings  abroad 

It's  odour  o'er  the  Christian's  thorny  road  I 

The  soul,  reposing  on  assur'd  relief. 

Feels  herself  happy  amidst  all  her  grief. 

Forgets  her  labour  as  she  toils  along, 

Weeps  tears  of  joy,  and  bursts  into  a  song. 

But  the  same  word,  that,  like  the  polish'd  share, 
Ploughs  up  the  roots  of  a  believer^s  care, 
KilU  too  the  flow'ry  weeds,  where'er  they  grow. 
That  bind  the  sinner's  Bacchanalian  brow. 
Oh  that  unwelcome  vuice  of  heav'uly  lore, 
Sad  messenger  of  mercy  from  above ! 
How  does  it  grate  upon  his  thankless  ear. 
Crippling  his  pleasures  with  the  cramp  of  fear  1 
His  will  and  judgment  at  continual  strife. 
That  civil  war  imbitters  all  his  life : 
In  vain  he  points  his  poWrs  against  the  skies, 
In  vain  he  closes  or  averts  his  eyes, 
Tmth  will  intrude— 4he  bids  him  yet  beware ; 
^/ind  shakes  the  sceptic  in  the  scomer's  chahr. 

Though  various  foes  aj^mst  the  Truth  coipbine 
Pride  above  all  opposes  her  design ; 
Pride,  of  a  growth  superior  to  the  rest. 
The  subtlest  serpent  with  the  loftiest  crest, 
Swells  at  the  thought,  and,  kindling  into  rage« 
Would  hiss  the  oherub  Mercy  from  the  stage. 

And  is  the  soul  indeed  so  lost  ? — she  cries, 
Fairn  from  her  glory,  and  too  weak  to  rise  ? 
Torpid  and  dull  beneath  a  frozen  zone. 
Has  she  no  spark  that  may  be  deem'd  her  own  ? 
Grant  her  hidebted  to  what  zealots  call 
Grace  undeserv'd,  yet  surely  not  for  all — 
Some  beams  of  rectitude  she  yet  displajrs. 
Some  love  of  virtue,  and  some  pow'r  to  praise  ; 
Can  lift  herself  above  corporeal  things, 
And,  soaring  on  her  own  nnborrow'd  wings. 
Possess  herself  of  all  that's  good  or  true. 
Assert  the  skies,  and  vindicate  her  due. 
Past  indiscretion  is  a  venial  crime. 
And  if  the  youth,  unmellow'd  yet  by  time, 
Bore  on  bis  branch  luxuriant  then  and  rude 
Fruits  of  a  blighted  size,  austere  and  crude, 
Maturer  years  shall  happier  stores  produce. 
And  meliorate  the  well  concocted  juice. 
Then,  conscious  of  her  meritorious  zeal. 
To  Justice  she  may  make  her  bold  appeal. 
And  leave  to  Mercy,  with  a  tranquil  mind. 
The  worthless  and  unfruitful  of  mankind. 
Hear  then  how  Mercy,  slighted  and  defied. 
Retorts  the  affront  against  the  crown  of  Pride. 

Perish  the  virtue,  as  it  ought,  abhorr'd. 
And  the  fool  with  it,  who  iomilts  his  Lord. 
Theatoiiement,  a  Redeemer's  love  has  wrought. 
Is  not  for  you— the  righteous  need  it  not. 
Seest  thou  yon  harlot  wooing  all  she  meets. 
The  worn-out  nuisance  of  the  public  streets. 
Herself  from  mom  to  night,  from  night  to  mom, 
Umt  owq  abhorrence,  and  as  much  your  scorn : 


The  gracions  sfaow'r,  unlhsHad  and  fret, 
Shall  fell  on  her,  when  Heav*n  denies  it  thee. 
Of  all  that  wisdom  dicutes  this  the  drift. 
That  man  is  dead  in  sin,  and  life  a  gift. 

Is  vhtue  then,  unless  of  Christian  growth. 
Mere  fellacy,  or  foolishness,  or  both  } 
Ten  thousand  sages  lost  m  endless  wo. 
For  ignorance  of  what  they, could  not  know? 
That  speech  betrays  mt  once  a  bigot's  tongue. 
Charge  not  a  God  with  such  outrageous  wrong. 
Traly  not  I — the  partial  light  men  have,  ' 

My  creed  persuades  me,  well  employ'd,  may  save  ; 
While  he  that  scorns  the  nooonday  beam,  perverse. 
Shall  find  the  blessing  unimprov'd  a  curse. 
Let  heathen  worthies,  whose  exalted  mind 
Left  sensuality  and  dross  behind. 
Possess  for  me  their  undisputed  lot. 
And  take  unenvied  the  reward  they  sought 
But  still  in  virtue  of  a  Saviour's  plea. 
Not  blind  by  choice,  but  destin'd  not  to  see. 
Their  fortitude  and  wisdom  were  a  flame 
Celestial,  though  they  knew  not  whence  it  came, 
Deriv'd  from  the  same  source  of  light  and  grace. 
That  guides  the  Christian  in  his  swifter  race ; 
Their  judge  was  conscience,  and  her  mle  their  law. 
That  rule,  pursued  with  rev'rence  and  with  awe. 
Led  them,  however  feH'ring,  feint,  and  slow, 
From  wh^t  they  knew,  to  what  they  wish'd  to  know. 
But  let  not  him,  that  shares  a  brighter  day. 
Traduce  the  splendour  of  a  noontide  ray. 
Prefer  the  twil'ght  of  a  darker  time. 
And  deem  his  base  stupidity  no  crime ; 
The  wretch,  who  slights  the  bounty  of  the  skies. 
And  sinks,  while  favour'd  with  the  means  to  rise. 
Shall  find  them  rated  at  their  full  amount. 
The  good  he  scornM  all  carried  to  account. 

Marshalling  all  his  terrours  as  he  came. 
Thunder,  and  earthquake,  and  devouring  flame. 
From  Sinai's  top  Jehovah  gave  the  law. 
Life  for  obedience,  death  for  ev'ry  flaw. 
When  the  great  Sov'reign  wou^d  his  will  exprets. 
He  gives  a  perfect  mle.  what  can  he  less  ? 
And  guards  it  with  a  sanction  as  severe 
As  vengeance  can  inflict,  or  nnners  fear : 
Else  his  own  glorious  rights  he  would  disclaim. 
And  man  might  safely  trifle  with  his  name. 
He  bids  hini  glow  with  unremitting  love 
To  all  on  Earth,  and  to  himself  above  ; 
Condemns  th'  injurious  deed,  the  sland'rous  tongne. 
The  thought  that  meditates  a  brother's  wrong : 
Brings  not  alene  the  more  conspicuous  part. 
His  conduct  to  the  test,  but  tries  his  heart 

Hark !  universal  nature  shook  and  groan'd, 
'Twas  the  last  trumpet— see  the  Judge  enthron'd. 
Rouse  all  your  courage  at  your  utmost  need. 
Now  summon  ev'ry  virtue,  stand  and  plead. 
What !  silent  ?     Is  your  boasting  heard  no  more  I 
That  self- renouncing  wisdom,  4eara'd  before. 
Had  shed  immortal  glories  on  your  brow. 
That  all  your  virtues  cannot  purchase  now. 

All  joy  to  the  believer !  He  can  s|»eak— 
Trembling  yet  happy,  confident  yet  meek. 

Since  the  dear  hour,  that  brought  me  to  thy  foot. 
And  cut  up  all  my  follies  by  the  root, 
I  never  trasted  in  an  arm  but  thine. 
Nor  hop'd,  but  in  thy  righteousness  divme: 
My  pray'rs  and  alms,  imperfect  and  defil'd. 
Were  but  the  feeble  eflforts  of  a  chiki 
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Howe'er  peifermM,  it  wai  thdr  brightest  part. 
That  they  proceeded  horn  a  grateml  heart 
Cleaos'd  in  thine  own  all-pnrifying  blood. 
Forgive  their  eril,  and  accept  their  good ; 
I  cast  them  at  thy  feet^— my  only  plea 
Is  what  it  was,  dependence  upon  thee, 
While  struggling  in  the  vale  of  tears  below, 
That  neiver  fail*d,  nor  shall  it  fiiil  me  now. 
Angelic  gratnlations  rend  the  skies. 
Pride  ftiUs  nnpitied,  never  more  to  rise. 
Humility  ii  crowo'd,  and  Faith  receiTes  the  prize. 


EXPOSTULATION. 

Tantane,  tam  patiens,  nuUo  certamine  tolli 
Dona  sines  ?  Virg. 

War  weeps  the  Muse  for  England  ^  What  appears 
In  England's  case,  to  move  the  Muse  to  tears  ? 
From  side  to  side  of  her  delightful  isle 
Is  she  not  clothM  with  a  perpetual  smile  ? 
Can  Nature  add  a  charm,  or  Art  confer 
A  oew-fbund  luxury  not  seen  in  her  ? 
Where  under  Heav*n  ii  pleasure  more  pursued. 
Or  where  does  cold  reflection  less  intrude  ? 
Her  fields  a  rich  expanse  of  wavy  com, 
PouHd  out  from  Plenty's  overflowing  horn  ; 
Ambrosial  gardens,  m  which  art  supplies 
The  fervour  and  the  force  of  Indian  skies ; 
Her  peattfol  shores,  where  busy  Commerce  waits 
To  pour  his  goMen  tide  through  all  her  gates ; 
Whom  fiery  suns*  that  scorch  the  russet  spice 
Of  eastern  groves,  and  oceans  floored  with,  ice 
Forbid  in  vain  to  push  his  daring  way 
To  darker  climes,  or  climes  of  brighter  day ; 
Whom  the  winds  waft  where'er  the  billows  roll. 
From  the  World's  girdle  to  the  frozen  pole ; 
The  chariots  bounding  in  her  wheel- worn  streets, 
Her  vaults  bek>w,  where  evYy  vintage  meets  ; 
Her  theatres,  her  revels,  and  her  sports ; 
llie  scenes,  to  which  not  youth  akine  resorts. 
But  age,  in  spite  of  weakness  and  of  pain, 
Still  haunts,  in  hope  to  dream  of  youth  again ; 
All  speak  her  happy :  let  the  Muse  look  round 
From  East  to  West,  no  sofrow  can  be  found : 
Or  only  what,  in  cottages  confio'd, 
^igU^  unregarded  to  the  passing  wind. 
Then  wherefore  weep  for  England  ?  What  appears 
In  England's  case,  to  move  the  Muse  to  tears  ? 
The  prophet  wept  for  Israel ;  wish'd  his  eyes 
Where  ibuntalna  f^  with  infinite  supplies : 
For  Israel  dealt  in  robbery  and  wrong ; 
There  were  the  scorner's  and  the  sland'rer's  tongue ; 
Oaths,  us'd  as  playthings  or  convenient  tools. 
As  int'rest  biass'd  knaves,  or  fashion  fools ; 
Adalt'ry,  neighing  at  his  neighbour's  door ; 
Oppression,  lab'riog  hard  to  grind  the  poor; 
The  partial  balance,  and  deceitful  weight ; 
The  treacb'rous  smile,  a  mask  for  secret  hate; 
Hypocrisy,  formality  in  pray'r. 
And  the  dull  serrice  of  the  lip  were  there. 
Her  women,  insolent  and  self-caress'd. 
By  Vanity's  unwearied  finger  dress'd. 
Forgot  the  blnsb,  thai  virgin  fears  impart 
To  modest  cheeks,  and  borrow'd  one  from  art ; 


Were  just  such  trifles,  without  worth  or  ose^ 

As  silly  prkie  and  kileoess  produce ; 

Curi'd,  scented,  forbelow'd,  and  flounced  anmnJ, 

With  feet  too  delicate  to  touch  the  ground. 

They  stretch'd  the  neck,  and  roll'd  the  wanton  eye. 

And  sigh*d  for  ev'ry  fool  that  flutteed  by. 

He  saw  his  people  sUves  to  ev'ry  Inst, 

Lewd,  avaricious,  arrogant,  unjust ; 

He  heard  the  wheels  orif  an  avenging  God 

Groan  hearily  along  the  distant  road ; 

Saw  Babylon  set  wide  her  two>leav*d  brass 

To  let  the  military  deluge  pass  ; 

Jerusalem  a  prey,  her  glory  soif  d. 

Her  princes  captive,  and  her  treasures  ^poH*d  ; 

Wept  till  all  Israel  beard  bis  bitter  cry, 

Stamp'd  with  his  foot,  and  smote  upon  bis  tb%b : 

But  wept,  and  stamp'd,.  and  smote  his  thigh  m  vaie. 

Pleasure  is  deaf  when  told  of  future  pain. 

And  sounds  prophetic  are  too  rough  to  suit 

Ears  long  accustom'd  to  the  pleanng  late : 

They  scorn'd  his  inspiration  and  his  theme, 

PronouncM  him  frantic,  and  his  fears  a  dream ; 

With  self-indulgence  wing'd  the  fleeting  hours. 

Till  the  foe  found  them,  and  down  fell  the  tow^ni 

Long  time  Assyria  bound  them  in  her  cbaiiw 
nil  penitence  had  puig'd  the  public  stain. 
And  Cjrrus,  with  relenting  pity  mov'd 
Return'd  them  happy  to  the  land  they  lov'd ; 
There,  proof  against  prosperity,  awhile 
They  stood  the  test  of  her  ensnaring  smile. 
And  had  the  grace  in  scenes  of  peace  to  show 
The  virtue,  they  had  learn'd  in  scenes  of  wa 
But  man  n  frail,  and  can  but  ill  sustain 
A  long  immunity  from  grief  and  pain  ; 
And  after  all  the  joys  that  Plenty  leads. 
With  tiptoe  step  Vice  silently  succeeds. 

When  he  that  rul'd  them  with  a  kbe(^ieid*s  rod. 
In  form  a  man,  in  dignity  a  God, 
Came,  not  expected  in  that  hamUe  guise. 
To  sift  and  search  them  with  unerrii^  eyes. 
He  found  conceal'd  beneath  a  fair  outride. 
The  filth  of  rottenness,  and  worm  of  pride ; 
Their  piety  a  system  of  deceit, 
Scripture  employ'd  to  sanctify  the  cheat ; 
llie  pbansee  the  dupe  of  his  own  ait, 
Self-idoliz'd,  and  yet  a  knave  at  heart 

When  nations  are  to  perish  in  their  sins, 
Tis  in  the  church  the  leprosy  begins ; 
The  priest,  whose  ofiice  is  with  zeal  sincere 
To  watch  the  fountain  and  preserve  it  dear, 
Carelessly  nods  and  sleeps  upon  the  brink. 
While  others  poison  what  the  flock  must  driok ; 
Or,  waking  at  the  call  of  hist  alone. 
Infuses  lies  and  errours  of  bis  own ; 
His  unsuspecting  sheep  believe  it  pure ; 
And,  tainted  by  the  very  means  of  cure, 
Cat;'h  from  each  other  a  contagious  qpot. 
The  foul  fore-runner  olf  a  gen'ral  rot. 
Then  Truth  is  hush'd  that  Heresy  may  preach ; 
And  all  is  trash,  that  Reason  cannot  reach : 
Then  t3od's  own  image  on  the  soul  impress'd 
Becomes  a  mock'ry,  and  a  standing  jest  ? 
And  faith,  the  root  whence  only  can  arise 
The  graces  of  a  life  that  wins  the  skies. 
Loses  at  once  all  value  and  esteem 
Pronounc'd  by  greybeards  a  pernicious  dream  t 
Then  Ceremony  leads  her  bigots  forth. 
Prepared  to  fight  for  shadows  of  no  worth ; 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


EXPOSTULATION. 


^hile  troths  en  wbkb  et^nal  thiags  depend, 
md  not,  or  hardly  find,  a  »ng\e  hrieod  : 
As  soldiers  watch  the  sigoal  of  command, 
Tbey  learn  to  bow,  to  kneel^  to  sit,  to  stand ; 
Happy  to  fill  religioo's  vacant  place 
With  hollow  form,  and  gesture,  and  grimace. 

Sucb,  when  the  teacher  of  his  church  was  there, 
Pwple  and  priest,  the  sons  of  Israel  were  ; 
Sdff  in  the  letter,  lax  in  the  design 
And  import,  of  their  oracles  divine  ; 
Their  learning  legendary,  false,  absurd. 
And  yet  exalted  above  God's  own  word ; 
Tbey  drew  a  curse  from  an  intended  good, 
Puff'd  up  with  gifts  they  never  underttood. 
He  judg'd  them  with  as  terrible  a  frown. 
As  if  not  love,  but  wrath^  had  brought  him  down  : 
Yet  he  was  gentle  as  soft  summer  airs. 
Had  grace  for  others'  sins,  Irat  none  for  theirs; 
TbrOQgh  all  be  spoke  a  noble  plainness  ran — 
Rb«t'ric  is  artifice,  the  work  of  man ;  ' 

And  tricks  and  tiuns,  that  fancy  may  devise. 
Are  frr  too  mean  for  him  that  rules  the  skies. 
Th'  astonished  vulgar  trembled  while  he  tore 
The  mask  from  faces  never  seen  before ; 
He  itrippM  tb'  im^iostura  in  the  noonday  sun, 
Show^  that  they  followed  all  tbey  seem'd  to  shun  ; 
Tbeir  pray'rs  miade  paUic,  their  excesses  kept 
Ai  prirate  as  the  chambers  where  tliey  slept ; 
The  temple  and  it's  holy  rites  profanM 
By  mumhries,  be  that  dwelt  in  it  disdainM; 
Uplifted  hands,  that  at  convenient  times 
CooM  act  extortion  and  the  worst  of  crimes. 
Washed  with  a  neatness  scrupulously  nice. 
And  free  from  ev'ry  taint  hut  that  of  vice. 
JodgBient,  howevef  tardy,  mends  her  pace 
Wbo)  Obstinacy  once  has  conquered  Grace. 
Tbey  jaw  di(»teinper  heaKd,  and  life  restored. 
Id  answer  to  the  fiat  of  his  word; 
Coofesi'd  the  wonder,  and  with  daring  tongue 
Btaspbem'd  th^  authority  frcm  which  it  sprung. 
Tbey  knew  by  sure  prognostics  seen  on  high, 
Tbe  future  tone  and  temper  of  the  sky ; 
But,  grave  dissemblers  !  could  not  understand 
That  Sin  let  loose  speaks  Punislnnent  at  hand. 

Ask  now  of  history's  authentic  page, 
And  call  up  evidence  from  ev'ry  age ; 
Disphiy  with  busy  and  laborious  hand 
The  blessings  of  tbe  most  indebted  land ; 
What  nation  will  you  find,  who^  annals  prov^ 
So  rich  an  int'rest  in  almighty  love  ? 
Where  dwell  they  now,  where  dwelt  in  ancient  day 
A  people  planted,  waterM,  blest  as  they  ? 
let  Kgypt^f  plagues  and  Canaan's  woes  proclaim 
Tbe  favours  pour'd  upon  the  Jewish  name ; 
Tbeir  freedom  purchasM  for  them  at  the  cost 
Of  all  their  hand  oppressors  valued  most; 
Tbeir  title  to  a  country  not  tbeir  own 
Made  sure  by  prodigies  till  then  unknown ; 
Fbr  them  the  states  they  left  made  waste  ami  void ; 
Far  tbem  the  states,  to  which  they  went,  destroyed ; 
A  cloud  to  mea&ure  out  their  march  by  day. 
By  oigfat  a  fire  to  cheer  the  gloomy  way ; 
That  moving  si^al  summoi<.og^hen  best. 
Their  host  to  move,  and  when  it  stay'd,  to  rest. 
For  tbem  the  rocks  di^soWd  into  a  flood. 
The  dews  condensed  Into  angelic  food, 
Their  very  garments  sacred,  old  yet  new, 
Aad  Time  forbid  to  touch  them  as  he  flew ; 


Streams,  swell'd  above  the  btok,  eigoiaV 
While  tbey  pass'd  through  to  their  appoii 
Their  leader  arm'd  with  meeknass,  zeal. 
And  gAc*d  with. clear  credentials  from  a 
Themselves  secur'd  beneath  th'  Almighty 
Their  God- their  captain  ',  lawgiver,  and 
Crown'd  with  a  thousand  vict'  ries,  and  a 
Lords  of  the  conquer'd  soil,  there  rooted 
In  peace  possess'mg  what  tbey  won  by  wi 
Their  name  for  published,  and  rever'd  as 
Where  will  you  find  a  race  like  theirs,  e] 
With  all  that  man  e'er  wish'd,or  Heav'n 

They,  and  they  only,  amoi^i^  all  mai 
Reoeiv>d  the  transcript  of  th'  eternal  mil 
Were  trusted  with  his  own  engnven  law 
And  constituted  guardians  of  his  cause ; 
Theirs  were  the  prophets,  theirs  tbe  prie 
And  thein  by  birth  the  Saviour  of  us  all 
In  vain  the  nations,  that  had  seen  them 
With  fierce  and  envious  yet  admiring  ey 
Had  sought  to  crush  them,  guarded  as  tl 
By  pow'r  divine,  and  skill  that  could  not 
Had  they  mainUin'd  allegiance  firm  and 
And  kept  the  faith  immaculate  and  pure 
Then  the  proud  eagles  of  ali-conqu'ring ', 
Had  found  one  city  not  to  be  o'eroome; 
And  the  twelve  standards  of  the  tribes  ui 
Had  bid  defiance  to  the  warring  world. 
But  grace  abus'd  brings  forth  tbe  foulest 
As  richest  soil  the  most  luxuriant  weeds. 
Cur'd  of  the  gokten  calves,  tbeir  fothers' 
They  set  up  self,  that  idol  god  within ; 
View'd  a  Deliverer  with  disdain  and  bate 
Who  left  them  still  a  tributary  sUte; 
Seiz'd  fost  his  band,  held  out  to  set  then 
From  a  woise  yoke,  and  nail'd  it  to  the 
There  was  the  oonsummatioa  and  tbe  ct 
The  flow'ra  of  Israel's  infamy  foU  Uown 
Thence  data  their  sad  declension  and  Uv 
Thehr  woes  not  yet  repeal'd,  thence  date 

Thus  fell  the  best  instructed  in  her  da 
And  the  most  fovoui'd  Umd,  look  where  i 
PhikMOphy  indeed  on  Grecian  eyes 
Had  pooifd  the  day,  and  clear'd  the  Boi 
In  other  climes  perhaps  creative  Art, 
With  pow'r  surpassing  theirs,  perform 'd 
Might  give  more  lifo  to  marble,  or  might 
The  glowing  tablets  with  a  juster  skill. 
Might  shine  hi  fable,  and  grace  idle  theu 
With  all  th'  embroid'ry  of  poettc  dream 
Twas  theirs  akme  to  dive  into  the  plan. 
That  Truth  and  Mercy  bad  reveal'd  to  i 
And  while  tbe  worid  beside,  that  plan  ui 
Deified  useless  wood,  or  senseless  stone. 
They  breath'd  in  faith  their  well-directe< 
And  the  true  God,  the  God  of  truth,  was 

Their  glory  faded,  and  their  race  disp 
The  last  of  nations  now,  though  once  thi 
They  warn  and  teach  the  proudest,  would 
"  Keep  wisdom,  or  meet  vengeance  in  ) 
If  we  escap'd  not,  if  Heav'n  qpar'd  not  m 
Peel'd,  scatter'd,  and  exterminated  thus 
If  Vice  receiv'd  her  retribution  due. 
When  we  were  visited,  what  hope  for  yo 
When  God  arises  with  an  awful  frown 
To  punish  lust,  or  pluck  presumption  dc 
When  gifls  perverted,  or  not  duly  priz'c 
Pleasure  o'enalued,  and  his  grace  despj 

t  Vide  Josboa,  t.  14. 
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Pnmkt  the  v«igatfiiee  of  bh  Tigfateods  band* 
To  pour  do«ii  wmth  opoa  a  thankton  laad  I 
He  will  be  fimnd  impartially  levere, 
Too  just  to  wink,  or  speak  the  goUty  dear.'' 

Oh  Israel,  of  all  natkms  OMit  undone  ! 
Thy  diadem  displac'd,  thy  seeptre  gene  i 
Thy  temple,  oooe  thy  glory,  hlVn  and  ns^ 
And  thou  a  worshipper  e'en  where  tboo  may  tt ; 
Thy  servioee,  oooe  only  without  apot. 
Mere  shadows  now,  their  ancient  pomp  forgot  | 
Thy  Leritei,  once  a  consecrated  host. 
No  lo6ger  Levitm,  and  their  lineage  lost. 
And  thou  thyself  o^  et'ry  country  town. 
With  none  on  £arth  that  tbon  canst  oaN  thine  own  ; 
Cry  alou^,  tlioo,  that  titteH  la  the  dust, 
Cry  to  the  proud,  the  enml,  and  tn^iist; 
Knock  at  the  gain  ofnationa,  rouse  fteir  fears  ; 
Say  wrath  if  coming,  and  the  storm  appears ; 
But  raise  the  shriHest  erf  hi  British  ears. 

What  ails  thee,  restless  as  the  waves  that  toar. 
And  fling  their  Ibam  against  thy  chalky  shore  ? 
Histrem,  pit  least  while  PrOTidettoe  shall  please. 
And  trident-bearing  qnectt  of  the  wide  aeaa^ 
Why,  having  kept  good  faith,  and  often  shown 
Friendship  and  tiwtb  to  others,  find'sttfaoQ  none  ? 
Thou  that  hast  set  the  periented  ftee^ 
None  interposes  now  to  soeooor  thee. 
Countries  indebted  to  thy  pow'r,  that  shine 
With  light  derived  fsom  thee,  wonldtmotlMr  thine : 
Thy  very  children  watch  for  thy  disgrace— 
AUwIessbroed,  and  curse  thee  to  thy  fioe. 
Thy  rulers  load  thy  oredity  year  by  year. 
With  anme  Pemvtan  mmes  could  never  clear  | 
As  if,  like  arohes  built  with  skilftU  hand. 
The  more  'twere  preiiPd  the  firmer  it  wooM  stand. 

The  cry  hi  aH  thy  ships  is  stiH  the  wmut. 
Speed  us  aWay  to  battle  and  tofiNDc. 
Tby  mariners  explore  the  wiM  expanse. 
Impatient  to  descry  the  iaga  of  Fhmce  t 
Ikit  though  they  %fat  as  thine  have  ever  fon^fht. 
Return  asham*d  without  the  wreaths  Hiey  sought. 
Thy  senate  is  a  scene  of  civil  jar. 
Chaos  of  oootiarieties  at  war  i 
Where  sharp  and  solid,  phlegmalie  and  light. 
Discordant  atemt  meet,  ferment,  and  fight ; 
Where  Obstinacy  takes  his  sturdy  stand. 
To  diaeoneert  what  Policy  has  plann'd ; 
Where  Policy  is  bosied  all  night  long 
In  setting  right  what  FMtton  has  set  wrong ; 
Where  flails  of  oratory  thrash  the  floor, 
That  yields  them  chaff  and  dost,  and  nothing  moie. 
Thy  <tek'd  inhabitants  repine,  complain, 
Taz*d  till  the  brow  of  Labour  sweats  in  vain ; 
War  lays  a  burden  on  the  reeling  state. 
And  peace  does  npthing  to  relieve  the  weight ; 
Successive  loads  succeeding  broils  impose. 
And  sighing  millions  prophesy  the  dose. 

Is  adverse  Providence,  when  ponder'd  well, 
80  dimly  writ,  or  difficult  to  epell. 
Then  canst  not  read  with  readiness  and  eaM 
Providence  adverse  in  events  like  these  ? 
Know  then  that  heavenly  wisdom  on  thie  ball 
Creates,  |:hres  birth  to,  guides,  oootummates  all ; 
That,  whUe  laborious  and  quick-tboughted  man 
Snuft  up  the  praise  of  what  he  seems  to  plan, 
He  first  conceives,  then  perfects  his  design. 
As  a  mere  instrument  In  hands  divine : 
Blind  to  the  woiting  of  that  secret  pow'iv 
That  balanoit  the^wings  of  ev*ry  hour. 


The  bnsy  trtfler  dreams  btmaelf  aloMb 

Frames  many  a  purpose,  and  God  works  hb  owfk 

States  thrive  or  wither  as  moons  wax  and  wane^ 

£v*n  aa  his  will  and  his  decrees  ordain  ; 

While  honour,  virtae,  piety  bear  sway. 

They  flourish;  and  as  these  declrae,  decay : 

In  just  reeentment  of  bir  i^jur'd  laws. 

He  pours  oontempt  on  them  and  on  their  oanse  ; 

Strikes  the  rough  thread  of  errour  right  athwait 

The  web  of  ev*ry  acheme  they  have  at  heart ; 

Bids  rottenness  invade  and  bring  to  dost 

The  pillars  of  support,  in  which  they  tmst. 

And  do  his  errsnd  of  disgrace  and  shame 

On  the  ohief  strength  and  glory  of  the  fhmie* 

None  ever  yet  impeded  what  he  wrought. 

None  bars  him  out  from  bis  most  secret  tbonght  r 

Darkness  itself  before  his  eye  is  light. 

And  Hell's  dose  mischief  naked  in  his  sight. 

Stand  new  and  Judge  thyself— Hast  thoa  incnrr'd 
His  anger,  who  can  waste  thee  with  a  word. 
Who  poises  and  proportions  sea  and  land» 
Wdghiqg  them  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand. 
And  hi  whose  awfol  sight  aH  oatioos  seem 
As  grasshoppen,  as  dost,  a  drop,  a  dream  ? 
Hast  thou  (a  sacrilege  his  sonl  abhors) 
CtaimM  all  the  ghxy  of  thy  prosphrons  wars}. 
Proud  of  thy  fleets  and  armies,  stdhi  the  geai 
Of  his  just  praise,  to  lavish  it  on  them  ? 
Hast  thou  not  leam'd,  what  thou  art  oAan  tM^ 
A  truth  still  sacred,  and  believM  of  oM, 
That  no  success  attends  on  spears  and  owoc^ 
(JnUest,  and  that  the  battle  is  the  Locd*s  ? 
That  courage  is  his  creature ;  and  dismay 
The  post,  that  at  his  bidding  speeds  away, 
Ohartly  in  feature,  and  his  stammering  toogo* 
With  doleful  humour  and  sad  presage  hnng. 
To  qudl  the  valour  of  the  stoutest  bout. 
And  teach  tiie  combatant  a  woman's  part  ? 
That  he  bids  thousands  fly  when  none  pursoe. 
Saves  as  he  will  by  many  or  by  few. 
And  claims  for  ever,  as  his  royal  right, 
Th*  event  and  sure  decision  of  the  fight  ?     [brea^ 

Hast  thou,  though  suckled  at  feir  Freedom** 
Exported  slavery  to  the  conquer'd  Eart  ? 
Pull'd  down  the  tyrants  India  serv*d  with  dread. 
And  rais'd  thyself,  a  greater,  m  their  stead  ? 
Gone  thither  arm'd  -nod  hungry,  retnm'd  fall. 
Fed  from  the  richest  vems  of  the  mognl, 
A  despot  big  with  powV  obtainM  by  wealth. 
And  that  obUin*d  by  rapine  and  by  stealth  > 
With  Asiatic  vices  stor'd  thy  mind. 
But  left  thdr  virtues  and  thine  own  bdiind  ? 
And,  having  trodiM  thy  soul,  brought  home  the  fee^ 
To  tempt  the  poor  to  sell  hunself  to  thee  ? 

Hast  thou  by  statute  sbov'd  finom  it^  destgn 
The  Saviour's  feast,  his  own  blest  bread  and  wine. 
And  made  the  symbds  of  atoning  grace; 
An  office-key,  a  pickkKk  to  a  place. 
That  infidels  may  prove  then*  title  good 
By  an  oath  dipp'd  in  sacramental  Mood  ? 
A  blot  that  will  be  still  a  blot,  m  Sfrite 
Of  all  that  grave  apologista  may  write ; 
And  though  a  bishop  toil  to  cleanse  the  stain. 
He  wipes  and  scours  the  silver  cup  in  vain. 
And  hast  thou  sworn  on  ev'ry  slight  pretence. 
Till  peijuries  are  common  as  bad  pence. 
While  thousands  cardess  of  the  damning  dn. 
Kiss  the  book's  oottule,  who  ne'er  looked  wHhinl 
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HASt  ttiooj  wheti  He*f'ii  hat  ctoth^d  Ihee  with 
disgrace, 
And  long  proTok'd,  repaid  thea  to  thy  free, 
(Fi^r  thou  hA^t  knowti  efUpsci,  onci  emkir'd 
Dtmness  ind  angukhp  all  thy  biNsma  ulwcur'd, 
M^ben  aio  liat  shrd  dishonour  ori  thy  brow  ^ 
And  oevf^r  of  n  sabler  liuc  Ihan  now), 
Haft  thou^  with  hcurt  perversa  and  conscietice  seared j 
De^pisin^  all  ntrbuke,  f,x\l\  pertcvcr*d, 
And  having  dioson  evil,  iuoni'd  the.  voice 
That  criedj  **  Repent  !'^  mid  gloried  in  thy  choice  ? 
Thy  fasti  nfi,  when  calamity  at  I  nisi 
Ktippcsti  th*  expetlient  of  a  yearly  fast,  [powV 

What  meATi  they  ?    Canst  tbau  dream  there  »9  a 
In  lighter  diet  at  a  later  Hour, 
To  charm  to  ileep  tiie  threat'oJug  of  the  skiei, 
And  hide  past  folly  from  ail- seeing  eye*  ? 
The  faat,  that  wiai  deliverance,  and  iiiBpends 
The  stroke  that  a  vindictive  GtHJ  intends, 
U  to  renounce  hypooi  isy  ;  to  draw 
Thy  life  upoii  the  pattern  of  the  Jaw  ; 
To  war  with  plMsure,  idoli^'d  liofore ; 
To  vanquish  lust,  and  wear  it^^  ^'oke  tio  more. 
All  fasting  else,  whatever  be  thepritence, 
U  wwinj;  mercy  by  reaewM  oflcnce. 

Hast  thou  Within  the  sin,  that  in  old  time 
Branght  fire  from  Heav'n,  the  test  abusing  crime, 
Whfise  horrid  perpetration  stamps  di^tgrare^ 
Baboooft  aro  fre*  fmm,  uiion  human  race  ? 
Think  on  the  ffoitful  and  welKwater*d  spot^ 
That  ^  the  flot-ks  and  herds  of  wealthy  IjoU 
Where  Paradise  «eeni'i|  still  vouchsard  on  Earth, 
Burning  and  scorch*d  rnto  perpetual  dearth. 
Or,  in  hit  words  who  damti'd  the  ba^e  desire, 
Suirring  the  vengeance  of  elemal  lire  : 
Then  Nature  injur'd,  icaqdalu'd,  defil'd, 
UnveilM  her  blushing  cheek,  lookM  on,  and  smll'd; 
Beheld  wkh  joy  llje  Invely  jfcene  dcfuc'd, 
Aod  pniia'd  the  wraths  that  laid  her  beaut len  ra^te 

Far  Ij'*  i!]e  thciiight  from  any  verse  of  mine, 
Arwl  farther  »tiH  the  fonn'd  and  fix'd  design. 
To  thrust  the  charge  ^yf  deeds,  that  J  detest, 
Agains>'t  an  inruicent  uneonsciun^  brpast ; 
The  roan  that  dares  traduce,  because  ha  Can 
^Viih  safety  to  himself,  h  not  a  man  : 
Ah  indiftdnal  a  a  satired  mark. 
Not  to  be  pierc'd  hi  play,  of  in  the  dark  ^ 
But  public  censure  speaks  a  public  foe, 
Unless  a  zeal  for  virtue  guide  the  blow. 

The  priestly  brolherhoL'd,  devout,  mincere. 
Prom  mean  self-inl're*t  and  ambition  clear, 
Their  hope  In  Heav'n,  sundity  their  scorti. 
Prompt  to  persuade,  expmtnlate,  and  is  jrr^. 
Their  wiadtim  pure,  and  gh*n  Ihem  from  above. 
Their  usefulness  eniur'd  by  zeal  and  love. 
As  meek  ai  the  man  Mrse??,  and  withal 
As  bold  Hs  in  Agrijipa^i  prefence  Pan  I, 
i^hould  fly  the  world*!  contaminattrsg  touch, 
Holy  and  unpolluted  : — are  thine  such  ? 
Kxcept  a  few  with  Eli's  spirit  ble^t, 
Hophni  and  Phineas  may  descfilie  the  rest. 

Whtr^*  shall  a  teacher  look,  in  days  like  these, 
For  ears  aini  hearty,  that  he  can  hope  to  please  ? 
Ij3ok  to  the  poor — the  simple  and  the  plain 
Will  hear  perhap*  thy  salutary  strain  ; 
Humility  ii  gentle,  apt  t^i  learn. 
Speak  but  the  word,  will  listen  and  return* 
Alaji,  not  so  !    the  poorest  of  the  flock 
Are  pnoudj  aod  set  tlieir  faces  u  a  rock ; 


Denied  that  earthly  opulence  th#y  tflioflSf, 

Hod's  be ttcT  gift  they  scoff  at  and  roteeb 

The  rich,  the  produce  of  a  nobler  steoi^ 

Are  more  intelligi'fit  at  least,  try  them. 

Oh  Tain  inquiry  I  they  without  rcmoriC 

Are  altogether  gone  a  devious  course  ^ 

When  bw^k'ninj^  PleaJ.nre  leads  them,  wildly  stray| 

Have  burnt  the  barHU,  and  cast  tbo  yoke  away. 

Now  borne  upon  the  wings  of  truth  sublime. 
Km  iew  tliy  dim  original  and  prima. 
Tliii*  Ikitand,  spot  of  unreclaimed  rude  emrtfi. 
The  t-radle  that  received  thee  at  thy  birth. 
Was  ro<"k'd  by  many  a  rough  Nontegian  blosl. 
And  Danish  howlinp  scared  thee  as  they  pius'd  ; 
For  thou  wast  horn  amid  the  din  of  arms, 
And  iuck'd  a  br^&t  that  panted  with  darms. 
While  yet  thoo  wast  a  grov'liog  pnling  chit. 
Thy  bones  not  fashioned,  and  thy  jointi  net  knit. 
The  Roman  tau§rhtthy  stubborn  knee  to  bow, 
Though  twice  a  OeiaT  could  not  bend  thee  oo«^ 
His  victory  was  that  of  orient  light. 
When  the  Sun's  *liafls  disperae  the  gloom  of  0Tfht« 
Tliy  language  at  th^s  distant  moment  shows 
How  much  the  country  to  the  con^uVrer  owei  j 
Expre^tve,  enerjfetic,  and  refln'd, 
It  sfiarkle^  with  the  gems  he  left  behind  : 
He  brought  thy  land  a  ble^iog  when  ho  came^ 
lie  found  thee  savage,  and  he  left  thee  tame  ; 
Taught  thee  to  clothe  thy  pinkM  and  painted  hide. 
And  grace  thy  figure  with  a  soldwr's  pride  ; 
He  *ow'd  the  lecds  of  order  where  lie  went, 
Improved  thee  far  beyond  his  own  intent, 
And,  while  he  ruPd  thee  by  the  sword  alone. 
Made  thee  at  last  a  warrior  like  biis  own, 
R*i|r;7ion,  if  in  lieav'nly  truths  attir'd, 
NcfHis  only  to  be  seen  to  be  adorir^d  ; 
But  thme,  as  dark  ad  witeh'hes  af  the  nigbt. 
Was  formM  to  harden  hrakrts  and  $hock  the  sigfit  ; 
Thy  Drnids  entruck  the  well -hung  harps  they  bore 
With  fm^rs  daeplydyed  in  human  gure; 
And  while  the  victim  t lowly  bled  to  death, 
Upon  the  rolling  chords  runp  out  his  dying  breath- 

Whobmnght  the  lamp,  that  with  awakifig  b^amt 
DispeiPd  thy  gloom,  and  hroke  away  thy  dreanis. 
Tradition,  now  decrepit  and  worn  out. 
Babbler  of  anekut  fables,  teavcs  a  douibt : 
But  still  liffht  reached  thee  j  and  tlio-ie  gods  of  thine, 
Woden  aod  Thor,  each  tottering  in  his  sbrfoCp 
Fell  broken  ami  defaced  at  hi^^  own  door, 
As  Dagon  in  Phihstia  long  before. 
But  Rome  with  sorceries  aod  magic  wand 
Soon  raii'd  a  cloud,  that  darkened  evVy  land  ; 
And  thine  wai  smf»therM  in  the  stench  and  fog 
Of  Tiber^s  niarahe»  and  the  papal  hog,        [crcnnif. 
Then   priests   with    bulls   and  bneff,  and  shaven 
And  griping  fi^ts,  and  unrelenting  frown^t, 
Lcgiites  and  delegates  with  powers  from  Hell, 
Tliough  heav^ily  in  pretension,  fleeced  I  hoe  well  i 
And  to  this  hour,  to  keep  it  fresh  in  mind. 
Some  twigs  of  that  otd  scourge  are  left  behind  *, 
Tliy  Botdicry,  the  pope's  well  managed  pack» 
Were  train "d  beneaih  his  lash,  and  knew  the  srmick, 
And,  when  he  laid  them  on  the  Fceni  of  blood. 
Would  hunt  a  Saracen  through  lire  and  dood, 
Ijftviih  of  life,  to  win  an  empty  tomb. 
That  proved  a  mint  of  wealth,  a  mine  to  H<otiie, 
They  ieft  their  bonei  beneath  unfriendly  skiei. 
His  worthless  abaoJution  all  the  prize. 


*  Which 
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llioa  wast  the  Tenest  slave  Id  dap  of  for^ 

That  ever  dragg'd  a  chain  or  tugged  an  oar ; 

Thy  monarcbs,  arbitrary,  fierce,  unjust. 

Themselves  the  slaves  of  bigotry  or  lust, 

Disdained  thy  c6unsels,  only  in  distress 

Found  thee  a  goodly  spunge  for  Pow'r  to  press.    ~ 

Thy  chiefis  the  lords  of  many  a  petty  fee, 

Provoke  and  harasn'd,  in  rdtum  plagued  thee  ; 

CalPd  thee  away  from  peaceable  empluy. 

Domestic  happiness  and  rural  joy. 

To  waste  thy  life  in  arms,  or  lay  it  down 

Id  causeless  feuds  and  hickViogs  of  their  owd. 

Thy  parliaments  ador'd  on  bended  knees 

The  sovereignty,  they  were  coovenM  to  please; 

Whatever  was  ask*d,  too  timid  to  resist. 

Complied  with,  and  were  graciously  dismissed  ; 

And  if  £ome  Spartan  soul  a  doubt  expressed, 

-And,  blushing  at  the  tamenera  of  the  rest, 

Bar'd  to  suppose  the  subject  had  a  choice, 

He  was  a  traitor  by  the  general  voice. 

Oh  slave  !  with  pow'rs  thou  didst  not  dare  exert. 

Verse  caDoot  stoop  so  low  as  tby  desert; 

It  shakes  the  sides  of  splenetic  Disdain, 

Thou  self-entitled  ruler  of  the  main. 

To  trace  thee  to  the  date  when  yon  fair  sea, 

That  chps  thy  shores,  had  no  such  charms  for  thee  ! 

When  other  nations  flew  from  coast  to  coast. 

And  thou  hadst  neither  fleet  nor  flag  to  boast. 

KDeel  now,  and  lay  thy  forehead  in  the  du&t ; 

Blush  if  thou  canst ;  not  petrified,  thou  must : 

Act  but  an  honest  and  a  faithful  part ; 

Compare  what  then  thou  wast  with  what  thou  art; 

And  God*8  disposing  providence  (^nfess'd. 

Obduracy  itself  must  yield  the  rest — 

Then  thou  art  booad  to  serve  him,  and  to  preve. 

Hour  after  hour,  thy  gratitifde  and  love. 

Has  he  not  hid  thee,  and  thy  favourM  land. 
For  ages  safe  beneath  his  sheltMng  hand,  ^ 
Giv*n  thee  his  blessing  on  the  clearest  proof. 
Bid  nations  leagued  against  thee  stand  aloo^ 
And  charged  Hostility  and  Hate  to  roar 
Where  else  they  would,  but  not  upon  thy  shore  ? 
His  powV  securM  thee,  when  presumptuous  Spain 
Baptized  her  fleet  invincible  in  vain ; 
Her  gloomy  monarch,  doubtful  and  resigned 
To  ev*ry  pang  that  racks  an  anxious  mind, 
Ask'd  of  the  waves,  that  broke  upon  his  coast. 
What  tkUngs?  and  (he  surge  replied—*'  All  lost !" 
And  when  the  Stuart  leaning  on  the  §cot. 
Then  too  much  fear*d  and  now  too  much  forgot, 
Pierc*d  to  the  very  centre  of  the  realm. 
And  hop*d  to  seize  his  abdicated  helm, 
Twas  but  to  prove  how  quickly  with  a  frown. 
He  that  had  raised  thee  could  have  pi  uck'd  thee  down. 
Peculiar  is  the  grace  by  thee  poss^'d. 
Thy  foes  implacable,  thy  land  at  rest ; 
Thy  thunders  travel  over  earth  and  seaSj 
And  all  at  home  is  pleasure,  wealth,  and  ease. 
Tis  thus,  extending  his  tempestuous  arm. 
Thy  Maker  fills  the  nattons  with  alarm. 
While  his  own  Heaven  8ur\'eys  the  troubled  scene. 
And  feels  no  change,  unshaken  and  serene. 
Treedom,  in  other  lands  scarce  known  to  shine. 
Pours  out  a  flood  of  splendour  upon  thine; 
Thou  hast  as  bright  an  int'rest  In  her  rays. 
As  ever  Roman  had  in  Rome's  best  days. 
True  freedom  is  where  no  restraint  is  kuown. 
That  Scripture,  justice,  and  ^od  ^nse  disown. 


Where  only  vice  aod  bjury  are  tied. 
And  all  from  shore  to  shore  b  free  beside. 
Such  freedom  is — and  Windsor's  hoary  tQir'ri 
Stood  trembling  at  the  boldness  of  thy  pow'rs. 
That  won  a  nymph  on  that  immortal  plain,    > 
Like  her  the  fobled  Phcebus  woo'd  in  yaio : 
He  found  the  laurel  only— happier  you 
Th*  unfading  laurel,  and  the  virgin  too  ^ ! 
Now  think,  if  Pleasure  have  a  thought  toapare; 
If  Qud  himself  be  not  beneath  her  care ; 
If  Business,  constant  as  the  wheels  of  tioie. 
Can  pause  an  hour  to  read  a  serious  rbime  ; 
If  the  new  mail  thy  merchants  now  receive. 
Or  expectation  of  the  next  give  leave ; 
Oh  think,  if  chargeable  with  deep  arreaii 
For  such  indulgence  gilding  all  thy  years. 
How  much,  though  long  neglected,  shining  yet. 
The  beams  of  heav'nly  tru^  have  swell'd  the  (tebt. 
When  pei^ecutiug  zeal  made  royal  sport 
With  torturM  innocence  in  Mary^s  court. 
And  Bonner,  blithe  as  shepherd  at  a  wake, 
Enjoy*d  the  aliow,  and  dauc'd  about  the  stake; 
11)0  sacred  book,  it's  value  understood. 
Received  the  seal  of  martyrdom  in  blood. 
Those  holy  men,  so  full  of  truth  aod  grace. 
Seem  to  reflection  of  a  dilTrent  race. 
Meek,  modest,  venerable,  wise,  sincere. 
In  such  a  cause  they  could  not  dare  to  fear; 
They  could  not  purchase  Earth  with  such  m  prbc^  . 
Or  spare  ^  life  too  short  to  reach  the  skies. 
From  them  to  thee  conveyed  along  the  tide. 
Their  streaming  hearts  pour'dfreely,«heD  they  died. 
Those  truths,  which  neither  use  nor  years  impair. 
Invite  thee,  woo  thee,  to  the  bliss  they  shave. 
What  dotage  wiil«ot  vanity  maintain  ? 
What  web  too  weak  to  catch  a  modem  brain  ? 
The  moles  and  bats  in  full  assembly  find. 
On  special  scearch,  the  keen-ey'd  eagle  blind. 
And  did  they  dream,  and  art  thou  wi^er  now ! 
Prove  it — if  better,  I  submit  and  bow. 
Wisdom  and  Goodness  are  twin-bom,  one  heart 
Must  hold  both  sisters,  never  seen  apart. 
So  then — as  darkness  overspread  the  deep. 
Ere  Nature' rose  from  her  eternal  sleep. 
And  this  delightful  Earth,  and  that  fair  sky, 
Leap'd  out  of  nothing,  caH'd  by  the  Mo&t  High  ; 
By  such  a  change  thy  darkness  i#  made  light. 
Thy  chaos  order,  and  thy  weakness  qaigbt^ 
And  He,  whose  pow*r  mere  nullity  obm. 
Who  found  thee  nothing,  formed  thee  for  ^praise. 
To  praise  him  is  to  serve  him,  and  fulfil. 
Doing  and  suffering,  his  unquestioned  wjl; 
Tis  to  believe  what  tnen  iuspir'd  of  old. 
Faithful,  and  faithfully  iofom^'d,  unfold  ; 
Candid  and  just,  with  no  false  aim  in  view,  ., 
To  take  for  truth  what  cauuot  but  be  true ; ' 
To  team  in  God's  own  school  the  Chri^^tiaD  part. 
And  bind  the  task  assign'd^ee  to  thine  heart ; 
Happy  the  man  there  seeking  and  there  found, 
Happy  the  nation  where  such  men  abound. 

How  shall  a  verse  impress  thee  ?  by  what  name^ 
Shall  I  adjure  thee  not  to  court  thy  shame  ? 
By  theirs,  whose  bright  example  unimpeach*d 
Directs  thee  to  that  eminence  they  reached, 

3  Allowing  to  the  grant  of  Magna  Charta^  je}&A 
was  extorted  from  king  John  by  the  baroDfl'at  Iti^a*' 
nymede  near  Windsor. 
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Heroes  and  «oitbie«  of  days  past,  thy  sins  ? 
Or  his,  who  touched  their  hearts  with  ballow'd  fires  ? 
Tbtir  names,  alas  >  in  vain  reproach  an  age, 
Whom  all  the  vanities  they  scom*d  enga^ ! 
And  His,  that  seraphs  tremble  at,  is  hung 
Bi^graoefnliy  on  ev*ry  trifler's  tongue. 
Or  lerres  the  champion  m  forensic  war 
Toflonrish  and  parade  with  at  the  bar. 
Pieasnre  herself  perhaps  suggests  a  plea. 
If  int'rest  move  thee,  to  persuade  ev*n  thee ; 
By  ev>ry  charm,  that  smiles  upon  her  (ace, 
By  joys  possessed,  and  joys  still  held  in  chase^ 
If  ter  society  be  worth  a  thought. 
And  if  Uie  feast  of  freedom  cloy  thee  not, 
ReSect  that  these,  and  all  that  seems  thine  own. 
Held  by  the  tenure  of  bit  will  alone, 
like  angels  in  the  senrice  of  their  Lord, 
Remam  with  thee,  or  leave  thee  at  his  word; 
That  gratitiide  and  temp'ranue  in  our  use 
Of  what  he  gives,  unsparing  and  profuse* 
Secure  the  fevonr,  and  enhance  the  joy* 
That  thanklfss  waste  and  wild  abuse  destroy. 
But  above  all  reflect,  bow  cheap  soever 
Tboie  rights,  that  milliont  envy  thee,  appear. 
And,  though  resolved  to  risk  them,  and  swim  down 
The  tide  of  pleasure,  heedless  of  His  frown. 
That  blessings  truly  sacred,  and  when  giv'n 
MsrkM  with  the  signature  and  stamp  of  Heav'n, 
The  word  of  prophecy,  those  truths  divine. 
Which  make  that  Heav*n,  if  thou  desire  it,  thine, 
(Awful  eltemative  !  believed,  belov*d. 
Thy  glory,  and  thy  shame  if  unimprov'd) 
Are  never  lo^  voochsaTd,  if  pusb'd  aside 
With  cold  diagnat  or  philosopbic  pride ! 
And  that,  judicially  withdrawn,  disgrace, 
Enronr,  and  darkness  occupy  their  place. 
A  world  b  up  in  arms,  and  thou,  a  spot 
Mot  quickly  fiDond,  if  negligently  sought. 
Thy  soul  as  ample  as  thy  bounds  are  small, 
£ndor*st  the  bmnt,  and  dar*st  defy  them  all : 
And  wilt  thou  join  to  this  bold  enterprise 
A  bolder  still,  a  contest  with  the  skies  ? 
Bsowmber,  if  He  guaid  thee  aitad  secure. 
Whoe'er  assails  thee,  thy  sueoess  is  sure  | 
Bat  if  He  leave  thee,  though  the  skill  and  pow'r 
Of  natkns,  sworn  to  spoil  thee  and  devour. 
Were  all  odbcted  ittthy  shigle  arm, 
Aod  thoa  cooldat  laugh  away  the  fear  of  harm. 
That  strength  would  &il,  oppos'd  against  the  posh 
Aod  fcebia  onset  of  a  pigmy  ro^ 

Say  not  (and  if  the  thou^t  of  such  defence 
ShoakI  spring  within  thy  bosom,  drive  it  thenee) 
What  aatim  anxmpt  all  my  fbes  is  frea 
From  crlmas  as  bam  as  any  ebarc'd  an  me  ? 
Their  meaaore  flU'd,  they  too  shidl  pay  the  debt, 
'Whieh  God  though  hmg  fbrboro,  will  not  forget. 
Wai  know  that  Wrath  mvme,  when  most  severe. 
Makes  justice  still  the  guide  of  his  career. 
And  will  not  panSsh,  in  one  mingled  crowd, 
Tbeai  without  li^t,  and  thee  without  a  ckmd. 
Muse,  hang  tliis  harp  upon  yon  aged  beeob, 
fltia  Binrm>riag  with  the  solemn  truths  I  teach ; 
And  while  at  intervals  a  coM  blast  sings 
Through  the  dry  leaves,  and  pants  upon  the  strings, 
Uf  soal  shall  ligh  in  secret,  and  lament 
A  nathm  sraurg*d,  yet  tardy  to  repent 
I  kaaw  the  warnfaig  song  is  song  in  vam  ; 
IWt  few  will  hear,  and  fewer  heed  the  strain; 
Veu  XVIII. 


But  if  a  sweeter  voice,  and  one  design' 
A  blessing  to  my  country  and  mankin 
Reclaim  the  wandering  thousands,  and 
A  flock  so  scattered  and  so  wont  to  roa 
Then  place  it  once  again  between  my 
The  sound  of  truth  will  then  be  sotq  t 
And  truth  alone,  wherever  my  life  be  « 
In  scenes  of  plenty,  or  the  pining  was 
Shall  be  my  chosen  theme,  my  glory 


HOPE. 
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Ask  «  What  is  human  life?"^the  sa] 
With  disappointment  tow'ring  in  his  e 
**  A  painful  passage  o'er  a  restless  flc 
A  vain  pursuit  of  fugitive  false  good, 
A  scene  of  fancied  bliss  and  heart- fel 
Closing  at  last  in  darkness  and  despa 
The  poor,  iour'd  to  dnidg*ry  and  dist 
Act  without  aim,  think  little,  and  fee 
Aod  no  where,  but  in  feiguM  Arcaidiai 
Taste  liappiness,  or  know  what  pleasi 
Riches  are  pass'd  away  from  hand  to 
As  fortune,  vice,  or  folly  may  commj 
As  in  a  dance  the  pair  that  take  the  1 
Turn  downward,  and  the  lowest  pair  i 
So  shifting  aod  so  various  is  the  plan, 
By  whksh  Heav'n  rules  the  mix'd  affj 
Vicissitude  wheels  round  the  motley 
The  rich  grow  poor,  the  poor  become 
Bus'ness  is  labour,  aod  man's  weakn 
Pleasure  is  kibour  too,  and  tires  as  n 
Tbe  very  sense  of  it  foregoes  its  use. 
By  repetition  pall'd,  by  age  obtuse. 
Youth  lost  in  dissipaUon  we  deplore, 
Through  life's  sad  remnant,  what  no 
Our  years,  a  fr\iitless  race  without  a 
Too  many,  yet  too  few  to  make  us  wi 

Dangling  his  cane  about,  and  takii 
Lothario  cries,  "  What  pbiloM>pbic  s 
O  querulous  and  weak  ! — ^whose  usel 
Once  thought  of  nothing,  and  now  th 
Whose  eyeveverted  weeps  o'er  all  tt 
Whose  pro!«pect  shqw^thee  a  disbcar 
Would  age  in  thee  resign  his  wintry 
AnH  yotith  invigorate  that  frame  aga 
Renew'd  desire. woukl  grace  with  oth< 
Joys  always  priz'd,  when  plac'd  with 

*<  For  lift  thy  palsied  head,  shake 
That  overhangs  tbe  borders  of  thy  to 
See  Nature  gay«  as  when  she' first  b^ 
With  smiles  alluring  her  admirer  ma 
She  spreads  the  morning  over  easten 
Earth  glitters  with  the  drops  the  nigti 
The  Sun  obedient  at  her  call  appeart 
To  fling  his  glories  o'er  the  robe  she 
Banks  cloth'd  with  flow'rs,  groves  fiird 

sounds. 
Thy  yellow  tilth,  green  meads,  rocks. 
Streams  edg'd  with  osiers,  fatt'niog  c 
Where'er  they  flow,  now  seen  and  ik 
Prom  the  blue  rim, where  skies  and  m 
Down  to  the  very  turf  beneath  thy  ft 
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Ten  tboasand'chantis,  that  only  fix»l8  despise. 

Or  Pride  can  look  at  vith  inditrrent  eyes, 

All  speak  one  langaage,  all  with  one  sweet  voice 

Cry  to  her  oniversal  realm,  Rejoice  ! 

Man  feels  Wxe  spur  of  passions  dnd  desires, 

And  she  gites  largely  more  than  he  requires ; 

Not  that  his  hours  devoted  all  to  Core, 

Hollow-ey*d  Abstinence,  and  lean  De^tair, 

The  wreteh  may  pioe,while  to  his  smell,  taste,  sight. 

She  holds  a  paradise  of  rich  delight ; 

But  gently  to  rebuke  bis  awkwanl  fsar, 

To  prove  that  what  she  gives,  she  gives  sincere. 

To  banish  hesitation,  and*  proclaim 

His  boppipeas,  her  dear,  her  only  aim. 

Tis  grave  philosophy's  absurdett  drean^ 

That  Heav*ns  intentions  are  not  what  they 

That  only  shadows  are  dispensed  below. 

And  Earth  has  no  reality  bdt  woa" 

Thus  things  terrestrial  wear  a  difiPhrest  hoe. 
As  youth  or  age  percuades  ;  and  neither  true. 
So  Flora's  wreath  throogh  ooloiir*d  crystal 
Tlie  rose  or  lily  appears  blue  or  green, 
But  still  tb'  impnted  lints  are  those  alene 
The  medium  represents,  and  not  their  own* 

To  rise  at  noon,  sit  slipshod  and  undre»*^g 
To  read  the  news,  or  iiddle,  as- seems  best. 
Till  half  the  world  comes  raUling  at  hia  door. 
To  fill  the  dull  vaouity  aU  four ; 
And,  just  when  ev*mng  toms  the  bine  vault  gray. 
To  ^nd  two  hoora  in  dressing  for  the  day; 
To  make  the  Sun  a  bauble  without  use. 
Save  for  the  fr^its  bis  heav'nly  beams  produce  ; 
Quite  to  forget,  or  deem  it  worth  ao  thought, 
Who  bids  him  abioe,  or  if  he  shine  or  not; 
Through  mepe  necessity  to  close  his  eyes 
Just  when  the  larks  and  wben  the  shepbevds  vise  > 
Is  such  a  life,  so  tediously  the  same, 
So  void  of  all  utili^  or  aim. 
That  poor  Jonquil,  with  almost  ev*ry  breatk 
Sighs  for  his  exit,  vulgarly  called  death : 
For  he,  with  all  h»  fotlies,  has  a  n>ind 
Not  yet  so  blank,  or  fashionably  blind. 
But  now  and  then  perhaps  a  feeble  ray 
Of  distant  wisdom  shoots  across  his  way  ^ 
By  which  be  reads,  that  tife  without  a  plan. 
As  useless  as  the  moment  it  began. 
Serves  merely  as  a  soil  for  discontent 
To  thrive  in  ;   an  tneambrauce  ere  half  spent. 
Oh  weariness  beyond  what  asses  feel. 
That  tread  the  circuit  of  the  cistorn  wheel  ; 
A  dull  rotation,  never  at  a  stay, 
Yesterday's  £sce  twin  image  of  to  day  ; 
While  conversation,  an  exhausted  itock, 
Ofowfl  drowsy  as  the  clieking  of  a  clock. 
No  need,  he  cries,  of  gravity  stuff'd  out 
With  academic  dignity  devout, 
To  read  wise  lectures,  vanity  the  iaxt : 
Proclaim  the  remedy,  ye  learned,  next ; 
For  truth  self-evident,, with  pomp  impressed; 
Is  vanity  surpassing  all  the  re^U 

That  remedy,  not  hid  in  deeps  profovnd. 
Yet  seldom  sought  where  only  to  be  found. 
While  passion  turns  aside  f«i>m  it«  due  scope 
Th*  inquirer*s  aim,  that  remedy  is  hope. 
Life  is  His  gift,  from  whom  whatever  IHe  needsg 
With  cv'ry  good  and  perfect  gift,  proceeds  > 
Bestow'd  on  man,  like  all  that  we  partake. 
Royally,  freely,  for  bis  boMaty*»  sake^ 


Transient  indeed,  as  is  the  fleeting  Boor, 

And  yet  the  seed  of  an  immortal  flow*r  | 

Desi^ni'd  in  honour  of  his  endless  love. 

To  fill  with  fragrance  hta  abode  above  ; 

No  trifle,  howsoever  short  it  seenr. 

And  howsoever  shadowy,  no  dream ; 

lt*s  value,  what  no  thought  can  ascertain. 

Nor  all  an  angel's  eloquence  explain^ 

Men  deal  with  life  at«hUdren  with  tbeir  pfaiy. 

Who  fitet  misuse,  then  east  Xhar  toys  away ; 

Live  to  no  sober  pnrpose,  and  cooieiKl 

That  their  Creator  had  do  strkHia  end. 

When  Ood  and  OMui  stand  opposite  in  view, 

Man^s  disappointment  osust  of  coarse  eoMie. 

The  just  Creator  oondesceads  to  write, 

In  beams  of  inextinguisbable  lights 

His  names  of  wisdom,  goodness,  powV,  and  lore. 

On  all  that  blooms  behyw,  or  shjnes  above ; 

To  catch  tba-wandVinflrnotiee  of  mankind. 

And  teach  4be  «orid|  if  not  perversely  bKod, 

His  gracious  attributes,  and  prove  the  thara 

His  ofii^Miog  bold  in'his  pataml  care. 

If,  led  from  eartiily  things  to  things  dMoe, 

His  creatttre  thwart  not  b«  augtiet  design. 

Then  praise  is  beard  instead  of  reasoning  pride. 

And  captions  cavil  and  oofsptaint  mibsideb 

Nature,  employ'd  in  her  allotted  place. 

Is  band-maid  to  the  porpooerof  Oraoe  ; 

By  good  voocbsafd  makes  known  superior  good. 

And  bliss  not  seen'by  blessings  understood: 

That  bliss,  reveal>d  in  Scripture,  with  a  gtov 

Bright  as  the  covenant*  ensuring  bow, 

Fires  all  bis  feelings  with  a  noble  scorn 

Of  sensual  evil,  and  thus  Hope  is  bora. 

Hope  seu  the  stamp  of  vanity  on  all, 
That  men  have  deem'd  sobstantial  siiioe-tlie  fall. 
Yet  has  the  wondrous  virtue  to  ednce 
From  emptiness  ilaelf  a  real  ose ; 
And  while  she  takes,  as  at  a  lather's  hand. 
What  health  and  sober  appetite  demand. 
From  fading  good  derives,  with  cbemic  arl. 
That  lasting  happiness,  a  tbankftil  heait« 
Hope,  withtiphiftad  foot,  set  free  from  Earthy 
Pants  for  the  plane  of  her  ethereal  birthv 
On  steady  wings  satis  throagh  th'  munettse  abys. 
Plucks  amaranthine  joys  finom  bow'fs  of  blias. 
And  crowns  the  sou),  while  yet  a  mourner  here. 
With  wraaths  like  those  triumphant  spirits  wear. 
Hope,  as  an  anchor  firm  and  tore,  hoWs  fait 
Tlie  Christian  vessd,  and  defies  the  blast.    - 
Hope  !  nothing  else  can  nourish  aod  aacose 
His  new-born  virtaes,  and  presertv  bin  pure. 
Hope  !  let  the  wretch,  ooea^  ooneoious  of  tbpjoy. 
Whom  now  despairing  agonies  destrdy. 
Speak,  for  he  can,  and  none  bo  weH  aa  he. 
What  treasures  centre,  what  dalighta  in  thee* 
Had  be  the  fems,  the  apices,  and  the  laad. 
That  boasts  the  treasure,  ^  at  his  comnsand  ^  . 
The  fral^rant  grove,  th*  inestimabla^niiie, 
Were  light,  when  weighed  agaiost<Nie  snuk  af  IbinK 

Though  cUup'd  and  caailed  inliis  nuiae?aannii,. 
He  shines  witJi  all  a  oherab's  artless  cfaaiiaii».        < 
Man  is  tbegeiAiiB0oflhpringofTevok$    -  ^        '    \ 
Stubborn  and  sturdyv  a  wildaaa'aooli; 
His  passions,  like  the  wafry.stores  ^at  aleep 
Beneath  the  smiling  surface  of  the  deep,  ^   • 

Wait  but  the  lashes  of  a  wintry  stosm. 
To  frpwn  aad  roar,  aod  ihake  his  Ibebia  Ibim. 
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From  mfiincy  Ihrough  cKiitlbood's  giddy  male, 

Fro  ward  ot  school,  an^l  (rvtfui  in  hia  plays, 

The  puny  tyrant  bura«  lo  snlijugate 

The  free  republiir  ttf  the  ^Wip^gig  nlat& 

If  cmej  hii  equal  in  athEctic  frame, 

Or,  more  provokicig  sIjII,  of  noble f  name, 

Dmwt  itep  at'Toss  hJS  iirbitiary  View,*, 

An  Iliad,  only  not  in  verfe,  entuei: 

The  litcEc  Gret^ks  look  Irembling  at  the  scales, 

Till  the  best  tongue,  or  bcai  iesl  Imnd  pn^ vails. 

Now  lec  him  laiidiM  into  the  world  at  large  | 
If  prii'Si,  supinely  droning  o'er  his  char^. 
Their  flei?cc  his  pit  low,  and  hi*  weekly  dmwl, 
Though  short,  too  long,  the  price  be  j>aya  for  all 
If  lawyt»r,  loud  vihatevL*r  cause  be  pjejid, 
But  proiide^t  of  the  worst,  if  that  succeed. 
Perhaps  a  gra^e  pbyiicr^n,  gatb*riug  fees, 
Punctual  I  y  paid  for  lengthening  out  disease ; 
Ko  ColloQ,  mhose  hiim«nily  sb^tis  njys, 
That  make  superior  skill  hi«  second  pr^iie. 
If  arms  engage  him*  be  devotes  to  sport 
Hia  date  of  life,  so  likelj'^  fo  bt;  short ; 
A  i»]ildier  may  be  any  thin^,  if  brare. 
So  may  a  trn desman ^  if  ("^ot  quite  a  koaTe. 
Such  stulTthc  world  i»  made  of;  and  m^aukind 
To  pa?^on,  mt^rest.  pleiuure,  whim,  resignM, 
Insist  on,  as  if  each  were  hi*  own  pope, 
Forgi*'cness,  and  the  pri^-ile^  of  hope, 
lb  It  Conscience  J  in  some  awful  silent  hour. 
When  captivatins  lo<ts  have  lost  tlieir  pi>w'r, 
Perbiips  whrn  isickTH'ss^  or  aome  fearful  dream, 
Reminds  htm  of  reb^iou,  hated  theme  f 
Starts  from  the  down,  on  i% hie h  she  lately  slept^ 
And  t^Us  1^  Ia«»  do^pift'd,  at  lepi^t  not  kept : 
Shows  with  a  pointing  fuiger,  but  no  rnjJM?, 
A  pale  prtKiession  of  past  sinful  joys. 
All  witne*s*'9  of  ble^-sings  foulJy  fieomM, 
Art<l  hfc  abus'd,  and  not  to  be  suborned »  [afar^ 

'*  Mark  these, ^*  the  «aya  ;    "  thet>e  summoned  from 
Begin  their  march  to  meet  thei>  &t  the  bar ; 
There  find  a  Jtidge  inexorably  just, 
A[)d  perish  tljere,  a^  aU  presumptign  must" 

peace  he  to  those  fsucb  peace  as  Isa.tJi  can  gi^^c) 
Who  live  in  pleasure,  dead  ev**n  while  they  live  ; 
Born  capable  indeed  of  heavenly  truth  ; 
But  down  ta  latest  ai^e^  frum  earliest  youth. 
Their  mind  a  wjidf  rneis  thfough  want  of  i.^re. 
The  plough  of  wisdom  nev^r  eiitVin^  there. 
Peace  (if  inserasibiiitr  mny  claim 
A  right  to  the  meek  hoiiours  of  her  namt^) 
To  men  of  pedigree, <Jidr  noble  ra^e, 
Emulous  alwayfi  of  the  ofiarest  pUce 
To  any  throne,  except  the  throwe  of  Grace, 
fjet  cottagers  and  unenlightened  swaias 
Revere  the  laws  they  dfeam  that  Heaven  ordain^  $ 
Re.'Hort  nn  :^undaya  to  the  house  of  pray*r. 
And  a>k,  and  fancy  they  find,  ble&ii»in^^  there* 
Tliem*elve3,  perhaps,  when  weary  they  retreat 
7"  eujoy  cirol  nature  in  a  country  s*^t» 
P  eiecbange  the  centre  of  a  thotji^nd  rrade^^ 
For  Htimp«,  nod  lavns,  and  temples,  and  ca^c.-^det, 
M^y  now  arod  tl^n  their  v<-lvet  e us h ions  take, 
And  ivejn  to  pr^y  for  good  example  sake ; 
Judging,  in  charity  tio  doubt,  tlte  Utn^n 
Piouj  eiuotigh,  and  hating  need  of  none* 
Kind  siju1*<  !  to  teat  li  their  tenantry  to  prize 
What  they  Ibem&el ves,  witlunii  remorse,  dewpiee  * 
N'or  hope  bave  tJicy,  nor  f«ar  of  aught  to  come, 
Ai  well  for  them  had  prophecy  been  dumb  ; 


They  coubl  b^ve  held  the  don  J  act  they  ptirsoe. 
Had  Paul  gf  TarBn-*  liv'd  anddied  a  Jew  ; 
And  truth,  propos'd  to  rejij'uer*  wise  as  tbey, 
U  a  pearl  ga^t — cofl^p]etely  east  away. 

Tbey  die.^Death  Icudi'theai,  pleaa'd,  and  ii  in 
sport. 
All  the  grun  honours  .of  hii  ghastly  court. 
Far  other  pajntii  fs  grace  the  chamber  now, 
Where  late  we  saw  the  mimic  Jandscajie  gJow  : 
The  bu*y  heralds  bang  the  sable  steoe 
With  mouriiful  scqu^heons,  and  dim  lamp*  between  ; 
Proclaim  their  titles  to  thL-  crowd  around, 
But  iht'y  that  wor<^  theni  move  not  at  the  sotirvd  ; 
TIjc  coron*-t,  plncM  idly  at  their  heaif, 
Add",  nothing  now  to  the  d#*gTad^d  dead  ; 
And  ev*n  the  star,  that  giitten^i  mi  the  bier. 
Can  only  say— ^*  Nobiliiy  lies  here/* 
Peace  to  aJl  such — ^tiatre  pity  to  ofTend, 
By  useless  censure,  whom  vfo  cannut  mend ; 
Life  without  hope  can  close  but  in  despair,    [there. 
'Twas  there  we  found  them,  and  must  leare  them 

A^,  wfheti  two  pilgrims  in  a  forest  stray. 
Both  may  be  lost^  j'et  each  in  h\&  own  way  ; 
So  fareii  it  with  the  multitudes  beg ui I'd 
In  Tipn  Opinion'^  wajto  aod  dangerous  wild ; 
Ten  ibooiaod  rore  the  brakes  and  thorns  attiong-, 
Some  eastward,  ami  some  irestward,  and  all  wrong. 
But  here,  alas  !  the  Tilal  difference  lies, 
Each  man's  belief  Is  right  in  his  own  eyesj 
And  he  that  blames,  what  they  have  b'iindly  chose, 
laeurs  rtft-entmenL  for  the  love  he  show*. 

Say  lK>tanist,  within  whose  province  fall 
The  cedar  and  the  hyssop  on  the  wall, 
Of  all  that  deck  the  lauc^,  the  fields,  the  bow'rs, 
What  parts  the  kindred  tribes  of  weeds  and  flow'rs? 
Sweet  #cent,  or  lorely  form,  or  both  combia'd. 
Distinguished  evVy  cultivated  kind  ■ 
The  want  of  both  denotes  a  nm-anvr  breed, 
And  Cbloe  fmtn  her  garland  pickA  the  weed. 
Thus  hopes  of  ev^ry  sort,  whatever  sect 
Esteem  them,  sow  them,  rear  them,  and  protect. 
If  ttild  b  nature^  and  not  duly  found, 
Gethsemane  !    in  thy  dear  hallo w'd  ground, 
That  cannot  b^ar  the  blaze  of  Scripture  light, 
Nor  t  beer  the  spintj  nor  refresh  the  ^ight. 
Nor  animate  the  soul  to  Cbti-htian  deeds, 
(Oh  east  lb  cm  from  thee  !  J  are  wepdfl,  arrant  weeds* 

Klhelrrti**  house,  the  octjtrc  of  s:x  wayj. 
Diverging  each  from  each,  bke  equal  rays, 
Himielf  pft  bountiful  a$  April  rain<f, 
Lord  paramount  of  the  Nurr<iimding  plaW, 
Would  give  relief  of  lied  and  board  to  none. 
Hut  guests  that  sought  it  in  th*  appojutert  One  ; 
And  tliey  might  enter  at  hi*i  njien  door, 
Kv^i  till  his  Epacioo^hail  would  hold  no  more* 
I  le  sent  a  servant  forth  by  evVy  road , 
Tu  sound  hi^  horn,  and  publish  it  abma^l. 
That  all  mipbtmark — knight,  meniat,  highland  low, 
An  ord'nanee  it  concern "d  them  much  to  know. 
If  aflf r  all  tome  headstrong  hardy  lout 
Would  dtsobey,  though  i ore  to  he  shut  out^ 
Guild  he  with  renison  murmur  at  his  case. 
Himself  sole  author  of  hi^  own  di<(gra4^^ 
No  !  the  decree  was  just  and  without  flaw; 
And  he,  that  made,  bad  risiht  to  make,  the  law- 
Uh  sovereign  pow'r  ami  pleasure  unpeitrain-d. 
The  wroiif!  was  hss,  whrt  wrongfully  complainM. 

Vet  hail'  mankind  maintain  a  churlish  »trif« 
With  Bim,  the  Donor  of  etemal4ife,        j 
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Became  the  deed,  by  which  his  lore  confirms 

The  largess  he  bettmrt,  prescribes  the  temii. 

Compliance  with  his  will  your  lot  ensuies, 

Accept  it  only,  and  the  boon  is  yonn. 

And  sure  it  is  as  kind  to  smile  and  give, 

As  with  a  frown  to  say,  *'  Do  this,  and  live." 

Love  is  not  pedlar's  tmmp'ry  bought  and  sold: 

He  will  give  freely,  or  he  xcill  withhold ; 

His  soul  abhors  a  mercenary  thonght, 

And  him  as  deeply  who  abhors  it  not ; 

He  stipulates  indeed,  but  merely  this. 

That  man  will  freely  take  an  unbought  bliss. 

Will  trust  him  for  a  fiuthful  gen'rous  part. 

Nor  set  a  price  upon  a  willing  hearts 

Of  all  the  ways  that  seem  to  promise  fiur. 

To  place  you  whese  his  saints  hb  presence  share, 

This  only  can ;  for  this  plain  cause,  expressM 

In  terms  as  plain,  *■  Himself  has  shut  the  rest." 

But  oh  the  strife,  the  bick'ring,  and  debate. 

The  tidings  of  unpurchased  Heav*n  create ! 

The  flitted  fan,  the  bridle  and  the  toss. 

All  speakers,' yet  all  langosge  at  a  loss. 

From  i^uooo*d  walls  smart  arguments  rebound  ; 

And  beaus,  adept  in  ev'ry  thing  profound. 

Die  of  diMlaia,  or  whistle  off  the  sound. 

Such  is  the  clamour  of  rooks,  daws,  and  kites, 

Th*  expkisioo  of  the  levelled  tube  eicites, 

U  here  mouldering  abbey- walls  o'erbang  the  glade. 

And  oaks  coeval  spread  a  moumfur  shade. 

The  screaming  natioos,  hov*ring  in  mid  air. 

Loudly  resent  the  stranger's  fr^dom  there. 

And  seem  to  warn  him  never  to  repeat 

His  bold  intrusion  on  their  dark  retreat. 

*'  Adieu,"  Vinosa  cries,  ere  yet  he  nps 
The  purple  bumper  trembling  at  his  lips, 
**  Adieu  to  all  DioraKty !  if  Grace 
Make  works  a  vain  ingredient  in  ^e  case. 
'Jlie  Christian  hope  is— Waiter,  draw  Uie  cork— 
If  1  mistake  not— Blockhead  !  with  a  fork  ! 
Without  good  works,  whstever  seme  may  boast. 
Mere  folly  and  deluston-^Sir,  your  toast. 
My  firm  persuasion  is,  at  least  sometimes. 
That  Heav'n  will  weigh  man's  virtues  and  his 

crimes 
With  nioe  attention,  in  a  righteous  scale. 
And  save  or  damn  as  these  or  those  prevail* 
J  plant  my  fopt  upon  this  ground  of  trust. 
And  silence  ev'ry  fear  with — Ood  is  just 
But  if  p^rchsnce  on  some  dull  dirzzliog  day 
A  thought  intrude,  that  says,  or  seems  to  say. 
If  thus  th'  important  cause  is  to  be  tried. 
Suppose  the  beam  should  dip  on  the  wrong  side ; 
I  soon  recof er  from  these  needless  frights. 
And  Ood  is  merciful — sets  all  t9  righls. 
Thus  between  justice,  as  my  prime  support. 
And  mercy,  fled  to  as  the  lakt  resort, 
I  glide  and  steal  along  with  Heav'n  'm  view. 
And,— ifkardon  me,  the  bottle  sUnds  with  you." 

**  I  never  will  believe,"  the  Colonel  cries, 
"  The  sanguinary  schemes,  that  some  devise. 
Who  make  the  ^tod  Creator  on  their  plan 
A  being  of  less  equity  than  man. 
If  appetite,  or  what  divines  call  lust. 
Which  men  comply  with,  evHi  because  they  must. 
Be  punished  with  peiditkm,  who  is  pure  } 
Then  thehs  no  doubt,  as  well  as  mine,  is  sure. 
If  sentence  of  eternal  pain  belong 
To  ey'ry  sodden  slip  and  tnnsieBt  wrong. 


Then  Heav*n  ei^oius  the  fallible  and  frail 
A  hopeless  tadc,  and  damns  them  if  tbey  €»!. 
My  creed  (whatever  some  creedHnakers  wmm 
By  Athanasian  nonsense,  or  Ntcene) 
My  creed  is,  he  is  safe,  that  does  hb  best. 
And  death's  a  doom  sufficient  for  the  rest.** 

<'  Right,"  says  an  ensign ;  **  and  for  augtat  I  ac^ 
Your  faith  and  mine  subiAantJally  agree ; 
The  best  of  ev*ry  man's  performance  here 
Is  to  discharge  the  duties  of  bis  sphere. 
A  lawyer's  dealhigs  should  be  just  and  lair. 
Honesty  shines  with  great  advantage  there. 
Fasting  and  pray'r  sit  well  npon  a  priest, 
A  decMit  caution  and  reserve  at  lestsL 
A  soldier*s  best  is  courage  In  the  field. 
With  nothing  here  thai  wants  to  be  oottoeaM. 
Manly  depoiiilient,  gallant,  easy,  gay  | 
A  hand  as  Ub'ral  as  the  light  of  day. 
The  soldier  thus  endow'd,  who  never  sbtinks. 
Nor  closets  up  his  thougl^,  whate'cr  be  thnto. 
Who  scorns  to  do  an  injury  by  stealth. 
Must  go  to  HeavV-and  I  most  drink  hislMakk 
Sir  Smug,"  he  cries,  (for  lowest  at  the  boasd. 
Just  made  fifth  chaplain  of  his  patron  loid. 
His  shoulders  witnessing  by  many  a  shm^ 
How  much  his  feelings  sulfer'd,  »at  Sb  Somg) 
*^  Your  office  is  to  winnow  folse  firom  true  ; 
Come,  prophet,  drink,  and  tell  us.  What  tUidt  you?* 

Sighing  and  smiling  as  he  takes  his  glass. 
Which  they  that  woo  preferment  rarely  pass, 
"  Fallible  man,"  the  churcbbred  youth  replica, 
"  Is  still  found  fallible,  however  wise ; 
And  diff'ring  judgmenU  serve  but  to  dedate. 
That  truth  ties  somewhere,  if  we  knew  bvt  \ ' 
Of  all  it  ever  was  my  lot  to  read. 
Of  critics  now  aliv^  or  long  since  dead. 
The  book  of  all  the  worid  that  charm'd  ma  i 
Was,  welladay,  the  titlepage  w^  lost ; 
The  writer  well  remarks,  a  hesirt,  that  knows 
To  take  with  gratitude  what  Heav*n  bestows. 
With  prudence  always  ready  at  our  call. 
To  gukle  onrnsa  of  it,  is  all  in  alL 
Doubtless  if  is. — ^To  which,  of  my  oiwn  aton^ 
I  superadd  a  few  essentials  more; 
But  these,  e^umse  the  liberty  I  tidLe, 
I  wave  just  now,  for  conversation's  sake.— ^ 
*'  Spoke  like  an  oracle,  they  sU  eaclaim," 
And  add  •*  Bight  ReVrend"  to  Smng^i  T 

And  yet  our  lot  is  giv'n  us  In  a  land. 
Where  bbsy  aits  ara  never  at  a  stand  ; 
Where  Scifrnoe  poinu  her  telescopic  eye. 
Familiar  with  the  wonders  of  the  sky  ^ 
Where  bold  Inquiry,  diving  ont  of  sight. 
Brings  mkny  a  precions  pearl  of  troth  to  tight; 
Where  nought  eludes  the  petsevering  quest. 
That  fashion^  taste,  or  luxury,  suggest. 

But  above  all  in  her  own  li^t  arrayM. 
See  Mercy's  grand  apocalypse  display'd ! 
The  sacred  book  no  kMiger  suffns  wrong. 
Bound  in  the  fetters  of  an  unknown  tongne; 
But  speaks  with  plahmess,  art  couU  nefer  asend. 
What  simplest  minds  can  soonest  oompidiesid. 
God  gives  the  word,  the  preachers  thfong  avoand. 
Live  firom  his  lips,  and  spread  the  gUtrious  aoaoad  t 
That  sound  benpeaks  Salvation  on  her  way. 
The  trumpet  of  a  life-restoring  day  ; 
'Tis  beard  where  £ngland%  eastern  glovy  sUm^ 
And  in  the  gnlfr  of  ber  ComnbiaD  nuoes. 
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And  stin  if  tpreida.    See  Gfrmaoy  send  forth 
Her  fom '  to  pour  it  on  the  fkrtbett  north  : 
Tir'd  with  a  teal  peculiar,  they  defy 
llie  rage  nod  rigour  of  a  polar  sky. 
And  plant  fnccessfolly  tweet  Sharon's  rote 
On  icy  plains,  ahd  iti  eternal  snows. 

O  bl«it  withm  th'  enclosure  of  your  rocki, 
Vdk  herds  have  ye  to  botot  nor  bleftting  flocks ; 
No  ftrtilishig  streaihs  your  fields  diyi&. 
That  ilMNr  reversed  the  TiNiks  en  their  side ; 
No  groifes  have  ye ;  no  cheerful  sound  of  bird. 
Or  ^roibe  of  turtle,  in  yodr  land  is  heard ; 
Nor  grateful  eglantine  regales  the  smell 
Of  thoet,  that  walk  at  eVning  where  ye  dwell : 
Bat  Winter,  arm'd  with  terroors  here  unknown, 
6ita*Bbnolate  on  his  unshaken  throne ; 
Pilci  up  his  Hores  amidst  the  frogpen  waste. 
And  bids  the  moanUins  he  hks  built  stand  fast ; 
Beckons  the  legions  of  hb  storoM  away 
From  happier 'scenes,  to  make  your  land  a  prey  j 
^rodaims  the  soil  a  conquest  ho  has  won. 
And  scorns  to  share  it  with  the  distant  San. 
— ^Yet  Thith  is  yours,  remote,  unenvied  isle ! 
Aod  Pteace,  the  genuine  offspring  of  her  smile ; 
The  pride  of  letwr^l  Ignorance,  that  hinds 
In  chaide  of  errour  our  accomplished  minds. 
That  decks,  with  all  the  splendour  of  the  true, 
A  ftdie  religKM,  is  utiknown  to  yon. 
Nature  indeed  vohcbsafes  for  our  delight 
The  sweet  vieissitndeB  of  day  and  night ; 
Soft  airs  aod  genial  moisture  feed  and  cheer 
Field,  fruit,  and  flow'r,  and  ev'ry  creature  here  ; 
But  brighter  beams,  than  bis  who  fires  the  skies, 
Hcve  ife^n  at  length  on  your  admiring  eyes, 
Tbkt  ttioot  into  3rour  darkest  caves  the  day, 
Fhxn  wiMeh  our  nicer  optics  turn  away. 

Here  see  th'  encouragement  Gnce  gives  to  vice. 
The  dire  effect  of  mercy  without  price  f  [art, 

What  were  they?  what  some  fools  are  made  by 
They  were  by  nature,  atheists,  head  and  heart 
The  gross  idolatry  blind  heathens  teach 
Was  too  refiuM  for  thero,  beyond  their  reach. 
Not  ev'n  te  glorioas  Sun,  though  men  revere 
Them<march  most,  that  seldom  will  appear,  [shine. 
And  though  hit  beams,  that  quicken  where  they 
May  claim  some  rigbt  to  be  esteem^  divine. 
Not  ev'n  the  Sun,  desirabfe  as  rare, 
Could  bend  one  knee,  engtge  one  voter^  there  ; 
They  were,  what  Inse  Credulity  believes 
Troe  Christimft  are,  dissemblers,  drunkards,  thievei. 
The  full-fDrg>d  savage,  at  his  nauteous  feast 
Spnt  halfthe  darkness,  and  snored  out  the  rest. 
Was  one,  whom  Jus^ce,  on  an  equal  plan  * 
Denomdng  death  upon  the  sins  of  man, 
Miglit  almeet  have  indulged  with  an  escape. 
Chargeable  only  with  a  homan  shape. 

What  are  they  now  ?— ^Morality  may  spare 
Her  grave  concern,  her  kind  sutpicioifts  there : 
The  wretch,  #b6  once  sang  wildly,  daoCd  and 

laughM, 
And  suck'd  ia  dizzy  madness  with  hit  draught, 
Km  wept  a  ^leat  flood,  revers'd  bis  ways. 
Is  sober,  nteek,  benevolent,  and  pra^s,     . 
Feeds  sparingly,  cammnmcate^  his  store, 
Ahbora  the  cralt  he  boasted  of  before, 
Aod  he  that  stole  has  leam*d  to  steal  no  more. 

^  The  Itoivian  Sfissionftriet  it  Greenlaad.    9be 
Krantz. 


Well  spake  the  prophet.  Let  the  desett  sing. 
Where  sprang  the  thorn,  the  spiry  fir  shall  springy 
And  where  unsightly  and  rank  thistles  grew. 
Shall  grow  the  myrtle  and  luxuriant  yew. 

Gp  now,  and  with  important  tone  demand 
On  what  foundation  virtue  is  to  stand. 
If  self-exalting  claims  be  turned  adrift, 
And  grace  be  grace  indeed,  and  lifo  a  giftt 
The  poor  reclaim'd  inhabitant,  his  eyes 
Glist'ning  at  once  with  pity  and  surprise, 
Amaz*d  that  shadows  should  obscure  the  sight 
Of  one,  whose  birth  was  in  a  land  of  light. 
Shall  answer,  Hope,  sweet  hope,  hat  set  me  free. 
And  made  all  pleasures  else  mere  dross  to  me. 

These,  amidst  scenes  as  waste  as  if  denied 
The  common  care  that  waits  on  all  beside. 
Wild  as  if  Nature  there,  void  of  all  good, 
Play'd  only  gambols  hi  a  firaottc  mood, 
(Yet  charge  not  heavenly  skill  with  having  phmn'd 
A  plaything  world,  unworthy  of  bis  hand ;) 
Can  see  his  Idve,  though  secret  evil  lurks 
In  all  we  touch,  stampM  plainly  on  his  works  ; 
Deem  lifo  a  Musing  with  it*k  numerous  woes. 
Nor  spurn  away  a  gill  a  God  bestows. 
Hwrd  task  indeed  o*er  arctic  teas  to  roaml 
Is  hope  exotic  ?  grows  it  not  at  home  ? 
Yes,  but  an  object,  bright  as  orient  mora. 
May  press  the  eye  too  closely  to  be  borae| 
A  distant  vhrtue  we  can  all  confess. 
It  hurts  our  pride,  and  moves  our  envy,  less. 

Leuconomus  (ben^th  well^eoaoding  Greek 
t  slur  a  name  a  poet  must  not  speak) 
Stood  pilloried  on  Infoitiy's  high  stage. 
And  bore  the  pelting  score  of  half  an  age  ; 
The  very  butt  of  Slander,  and  the  blet 
For  ev'ry  idart  thsit  MaKce  ever  shot 
The  man  that  mention*d  hhn  at  onoe  dismisai'd 
All  meft;y  fh>m  his  Kps,  oiid  sne^d  and  hiss'd  ; 
His  crimes  were  such  as  Sodom  never  knew, 
And  Peijury  stood  up  to  ttear  ill  trae ; 
His  aim  was  mischief,  and  hh  teal  pretense. 
His  speech  rebellion  against  cohinKm  sense  ; 
A  knave,  when  tried  on  honesty^  plant  rule ; 
And  when  by  that  of  reaaoo,  a  taiere  fool ; 
The  World's bestcomfbrt was,  his  deom'this  pass'd ; 
Die  when  he  might,  he  must  t»e  damn'd  at  list. 

Now  Truth  perfbrm  thine  office ;  waft  aside 
The  curtain  drawn  by  Prejudice  and  Pride, 
Reveal  (the  num  is  dead}  to  wood'ring  eyee 
This  more  than  monster  ra  his  prnper  guise. 
He  lov'd  the  Worid  that  hated  him:  the  tear 
That  droppVl  upon  his  Bible  was  sineere^ 
AssaiPd  by  scandal  ami  the  tongue  of  strifo^ 
His  only  answer  was  a  blametes^  Kfo  ; 
And  he  that  forg'd,  and  he  that  threw  the  dart, 
Had-eaeh  a  brotber'e  interest  hi  hislieart. 
Paul*s  love  of  Christ,  and  steadmess  unbi<h*d, ' 
Were  copied  close  in  him,  and  well  tmnscrili^d. 
He  foHow*d  Paat ;  his  ua\  a  kindred  flime. 
His  apostolic  charity  the  same. 
Like  him,  crofs'd  cheerfully  terapestoone  seas, 
Poraaking  country,  kindred,  liielids,  and  «fl0e  ; 
Like  him  he  labour'd,  and  Uke  him  ootatetat 
To  bear  it,  stiffier*d  shame  where'er  he  wwt. 
Blush  Calumny !  and  write  upon  his  f  omb, 
If  honest  Eokigy  can  spare  thee  room. 
Thy  deep  repentance  of  thy  thousand  lie^ 
Wbich^  aim'd  at  him,have  piek*dtiP  offimded  sidce! 
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And  tay,  "  Blot  oat  my  sin,  conftts'df  deplor'd, 
Against  thin<s  image,  in  thy  saint,  O  tord  !*' 

No  blinder  bigot,  I  maintain  it  still. 
Than  he  who  must  have  pleasure,  come  what  will : 
He  laughs,  whatever  weapon  Truth  may  draw. 
And  deems  her  sharp  artillery  mere  straw. 
Scripture  indeed  is  plain ;  but  God  and  he 
On  Scripture  ground  are  sure  to  disagree ; 
Some  wiser  rule  must  teach  him  bow  to  live. 
Than  this  his  Maker  has  seen  fit  to  give ; 
Supple  and  flexible  as  Indian  cane, 
To  take  the  bend  bis  appetites  ordain ; 
Contriv*d  to  suit  frail  Nature's  crazy  case, 
And  reconcile  his  lusts  with  saving  grace. 
By  this,  with  nice  precision  of  design. 
He  draws  ifpoo  life's  map  a  zigzag  line. 
That  shows  how  far  'lis  safe  tr>  follow  sin. 
And  where  his  danger  and  Ood*8  wrath  begin. 
By  this  he  forms,  as  pleas'd  he  sports  along. 
His  well  pois'd  estimate  of  right  and  wrong ; 
And  flnds  the  modish  manners  of  the  day. 
Though  loose,  as  harmless  as  an  inCtnt's  play. 

Build  by  whatever  plan  Caprice  decrees. 
With  what  materials,  on  what  ground  you  please ; 
Your  hope  shall  stand  unblam*d,  perhaps  adniir*d. 
If  not  that  hope  the  Scripture  has  required. 
The  strange  conceits,  vain  projects,  and  wild  dreams. 
With  which  hypocrisy  for  ever  teems, 
(Though  other  follies  strike  the  public  eye. 
And  rafse  a  laugh)  fiass  unmolested  by  ; 
But  if,  unblamable  in  word  and  thought, 
A  men  arise,  a  man  whom  God  has  taught. 
With  all  Elyah's  dignity  of  tone. 
And  all  the  love  of  the  beloved  John, 
To  storm  the  citadels  they  build  in  air. 
And  smite  tb*  uatemper'd  wall ;  'tis  death  to  spare. 
To  sweep  away  all  rtfoges  of  lies. 
And  place,  instead  of  quirks  themselves  devise. 
Lama  sabacthani  before  their  eyes  ; 
To  prove,  that  without  Christ  all  gain  is  loss. 
All  hope  despair,  that  stands  not  on  his  cross ; 
Except  the  iew  his  God  may  have  impress'd, 
A  tenfold  frenzy  seizes  all  the  rest. 

Thn>ughout-mankind,  the  Christian  kind  at  least. 
There  dwelU  a  consciousness  in  ev'ry  breast. 
That  folly  ends  where  genuine  hope  begins. 
And  be  that  finds  his  Heaven  must  lose  his  sins. 
Nature  opposes  with  her  utmost  force 
This  riving  stroke,  this  ultimate  divorce ; 
And,  while  religion  seems  to  be  her  view. 
Hates  with  a  deep  sincerity  ike  true : 
For  this,  of  all  that  ever  influenc'd  man. 
Since  Abel  worshipped,  or  the  world  began. 
This  only  spares  no  lust,  admits  no  plea. 
But  makes  htm,  if  at  all,  corppletely  free ; 
Sounds  forth  the  signal,  as  she  mounts  her  car, 
Of  an  eternal,  universal  warf    • 
R^ects  all  treaty,  penetrates  all  wiles. 
Scorns  with  the  same  indifference  frowns  and  smiles ; 
Drives  through  the  fealms  of  Sin,  where  Riot 

reels, , 
And  grinds  bis  crown  beneath  ber  burning  wheels ! 
Hence  aAI  that  is  in  man,  pride,  passion,  art, 
Pow'rs  of  the  mind,  and  feelings  of  the  heart. 
Insensible  of  Truth's  almighty  charms, 
Starts  at  her  first  approach,  and  sounds  to  arms  ! 
While  Bigptry,  with  well-dissembled  fears, 
'  Hit  eyes  sbnt  las^  his  fingers  in  his  ears, 


Mighty  to  pairy  and  posh  by  God's  word 
With  senselees  noise,  his  argument  the  sword. 
Pretends  a  zeal  for  godliness  and  grace. 
And  spits  abhorrence  in  the  Christian's  fisee. 

Parent  of  Hope,  immortal  Troth !  make  kn 
Thy  deathless  wreaths  and  triotnphs  all  thine  own  : 
The  silent  progress  of  thy  potrer  b  so^. 
Thy  means  so  feeble,  and  despis'd  so  viiidif 
That  few  believe  the  wonders  thoa  hast  wiwight. 
And  none  can  teach  them,  bat  whom  thoa  hail 

taught 
O  see  me  sworn  to  serve  thee,  and  cnwimaiMl 
A  painter's  skill  into  a  poet^s  band. 
That,  while  I  trembling  trace  a  woct  divine. 
Fancy  may  stand  aloof  finom  the  design. 
And  light,  and  shade,  and  ev^ry  stroke  be  fbioe. 

If  ever  tbou  ba^  felt  another's  paro. 
If  ever  when  he  sigh'd  hast  sigh'd  agi ' 
If  ever  on  thy  eyelid  stood  the  tear. 
That  pity  had  engender'd,  drop  one  li 
This  man  was  happy — ^haid  the  WorhTs  good  word. 
And  with  it  ev'ry  joy  it  can  afibrd ; 
Friendship  and  love  seem'd  tenderly  at  strife. 
Which  most  should  sweeten  his  untroobled  life  | 
Politely  leam'd,  and  of  a  gentl»  race. 
Good  breeding  and  good  sense  gave  all  a  gnee, 
And  whether  at  the  toilette  of  the  foir 
He  laugh'd  and  trifled,  made  him  welooaie  there, 
Or  if  in  masculine  debate  he  shar'd, 
Ensur'd  him  mute  attentk>n  and  regard. 
Alas  how  changM  I   Expressive  of  bis  mind. 
His  eyes  are  snnk,  arms  folded,  head  leclin'd ; 
Those  awful  syllables,  Hell,  death,  and  sin,    « 
Though  whisper'd,  plainly  tell  what  works  within; 
That  Cooscieuee  there  performs  ber  proper  part. 
And  writes  a  doomsday  sentence  on  bis  heart ; 
Forsaking,  and  forsaken  of  all  friends. 
He  now  perceives  where  earthly  pleasure  ends; 
Hard  task  !  for  one  who^lately  knew  no  care. 
And  harder  still  as  learnt  beneath  despair  j 
Hb  hours  no  longer  pass  unmark'd  away, 
A  dark  importance  saddens  ^'ry  day  ^ 
He  bears  the  notice  of  the  clock  perplex'd 
And  cries,  "  Perhaps  eternity  strikes  ne«t;" 
Sweet  music  is  no  louger  moiic  here. 
And  laughter  sounds  like  madness  in  his  ear: 
His  grief  the  World  of  all  ber  powV  disarms, 
Wme  has  fio  taste,  and  beauty  has  no  charms; 
God's  holy  word,  once  trivial  in  his  view. 
Now  by  the  voice  of  his  experience  true. 
Seems,  as  it  is,  the  fountain  whence  akoe 
Must  sprmg  that  hope  be  pants  to  make  has  owa. 

Now*let  the  bright  reverse  be  known  abtoad  i 
Say  man's  a  worm,  and  pow'r  belongs  to  God. 

As  when  a  felon,  whom  his  country^  laws 
Have  justly  doom'd  for  some  atrocious  causa. 
Expects  in  darkness  and  heart-chillrog  fean. 
The  shameful  close  of  all  his  mhspent  years  ^ 
If  chance,  on  heavy  pinions  slowly  bonie, 
A  tempest  usher  in  (be  dreadful  hknti. 
Upon  bis  dungeon  walls  the  lightning  play, 
The  thunder  seems  to  sqinmon  him  away. 
The  wa:^er  at  the  door  bis  key  applies. 
Shoots  back  the  bolt,  and  all  his  courage  dies? 
If  then,  just  then,  all  thoughts  of  mercy  lost, 
\^nien  Hope,  long  ling'ring,  at  last  yields  the  gboit, 
The  sound  of  pardon  pierce  his  startled  ear. 
He  drops  at  once  his  fotten  and  his  Ijw} 
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A  transport  glows  io  ftll  he  looks  and  speaks. 
And  the  fint  thankfbl  tears  bedew  his  cheeks. 
Jay,  fiir  saperior  joy,  that  much  outweighs 
The  oocnlbrt  of  a  few  poor  add4  days. 
Invades,  possesses,  and  o'erwbelms  the  sonl 
Of  him,  whom  Hope  has  with  a  toach  made  whole. 
Tib  Heav'n,  all  Heay'a  descesdiag  on  the  wings 
Of  the  glad  legions  of  the  King  of  kings ; 
*Tb  more — 'tis  God  diffused  through  ev'ry  part, 
Tis  God  himself  trinmpbant  in  his  heart 
O  welcome  now  the  Sun's  once  hated  light. 
His  noonday  beams  were  nerer  l^If  so  bright. 
Not  kindred  minds  alone  are^calPd  i'  employ 
Their  booi^  their  days,  in  listening  to  bis  joy ; 
UnooDscioos  nature,  all  tbat  he  surveys,      [praise. 
Rocks,  gsoves,  and  streams,  must  join  him  in  his 

TheM  are  thy  glorious  works,  eternal  Truth, 
The  scoff  of  withered  age  and  beardless  youth ; 
These  move  the  censure  and  illiberal  grin 
Of  fools,  that  bate  thee  and  delight  in  sin :      [pole. 
Bat  these  shall  last  when  night  has  queoehM  the 
And  Heav'n  is  all  departed  as  a  scroll. 
And  when,  as  Justice  has  long  since  decreed. 
This  Earth  shall  blaze,  and  a  new  world  succeed. 
Then  these  thy  glorious  workis,  and  tbey  who  share 
That  hope,  which  can  alone  exclude  despair. 
Shall  live  exempt  from  weakness  and  decay. 
The  brightest  wonders  of  an  endless  day. 

Happy  the  hard,  (if  that  fair  name  belong 
To  him,  that  blends  no  fisble  with  his  song) 
Whose  lines  uDiting«  by  an  honest  art. 
The  fsithful  monitor's  and  poet's  part. 
Seek  to  delight,  that  they  may  mend  mankind. 
And  while  tbey  captivate,  inform  the  mind-: 
Still  happier,  if  be  till  a  thankful  soil. 
And  fruit  reward  his  honourable  toil : 
Bet  happier  far,  who  oomfurt  those,  that  wait 
To  hear  plain  truth  at  Judah's  hallow'd  gate : 
Their  language  simple,  as  their  manners  meek, 
Ko^hining  ornaments  have  they  to  seek ; 
Kor  labour  they,  nor  time  nor  talents  waste. 
In  lurting  flow'rs  io  suit  a  fickle  taste  ; 
Bat  while  tbey  speak  the  wisdom  of  the  skies. 
Which  art  can  only  darken  a»d  di^guiije, 
Th'  abundant  harvest,  recompense  divine, 
Bepap  their  work-^tbe  gleaning  only  mine. 


CHARITY. 

Qno  nihil  majus  meliusve  terps 
Fata  donavire,  bonique  divi ; 
•    Nee  dabunt,  quamvis  redeant  in  aorum 
Tempora  priscum. 

Hot.  lib.  iv.  Ode  2. 

Faisest  and  foremost  of  the  train,  thst  wsit 

Oa  man's  most  dignified  and  happiest  state. 

Whether  we  name  thee  Charity  or  Ix)ve, 

Qiief  grace  below,  and  all  in  all  above, 

Prosper  (I  press  thee  with  a  powerful  plea) 

A  task  I  venture  on,  impell'd  by  thee : 

O  neyer  seen  but  in  thy  blest  cffecU, 

w^fclt  but  in  the  soul  that  Heav'n  selects ; 

Who  seeks  to  praise  thee,  and  to  make  thee  known 

To  other  hearts  oknst  have  thee  in  his  own. 


Come,  prompt  me  with  benevolent  desires. 
Teach  me  to  kindle  at  thy  gentle  fires. 
And  though  disgrac*d  and  slighted,  to  redeem 
A  poet's  name,  by  making  thee  the  theme. 

God,  working  ever  on  a  social  plan. 
By  various  ties  attaches  man  to  man : 
He  made  at  first,  though  free  and  oncoofin'd. 
One  man  the  common  father  of  the  kind ; 
That  ev'ry  tribe,  though  plae'd  as  be  sees  best. 
Where  seas  or  deserts  pan  them  from  the  rest, 
DifiPring  in  language,  manners,  or  in  face. 
Might  feel  themselves  allied  to  all  the  race. 
When  Cook — ^lamented,  and  with  tears  as  just 
As  ever  mingled  with  heroic  dust, 
Steer'd  Britain's  oak  into  a  world  unknown, 
And  in  his  country's  glory  sought  his  own. 
Wherever  he  found  man,  to  nature  true. 
The  rights  of  man  were  sacred  in  his  view ; 
He  8ooth*d  with  gifts,  and  greeted  with  a  smile. 
The  simple  native  of  the  new-found  isle  ; 
He  spum'd  the  wretch,  that  slighted  or  withstood 
The  tender  argument  of  kindred  blood. 
Nor  would  endure,  that  any  should  control 
His  fireebom  brethren  of  the  southern  pole. 

But  though  some  nobler  minds  a  law  respect. 
That  none  shall  with  impunity  negleot. 
In  baser  souls  nnnumber'd  evilc  meet. 
To  thwart  it's  influence,  and  it's  end  defeaL 
While  Cook  is  lov'd  for  savage  lives  he  sav'd. 
See  Cortes  odious  for  a  world  enslav'd ! 
Where  wast  thou  then,  sweet  Charity  ?  where  then, 
I'hou  tutelary  friend  of  helpless  men  ? 
Wast  thou  in  monkish  cells  and  nnnn'ries  found. 
Or  building  hospilals  on  Engliiih  ground  ? 
No. — Mammon  makes  tbe  World  his  legatee 
Through  fear,  not  love ;  and  Heav'n  abhors  the  fee. 
Wherever  found,  (and  alt  men  need  thy  care)  ' 
Nor  age  nor  infiincy  could  find  thee  there. 
The  hand,  that  slew  till  it  could  slay  no  more. 
Was  glued^o  the  sword-hilt  with  bidian  gore. 
Their  prince,  as  justly  seated  on  his  throne 
As  vain  imperial  Philip  on  his  own, 
Trick'd  out  of  all  bis  royalty  by  art, 
Tbat  stripp'd  him  bare,  and  broke  his  honest  heart, 
Died  by  the  sentence  of  a  shaven  priest, 
For  scorning  what  they  taught  him  to  detesL 
How  dark  the  veil,  that  intercepts  the  blaze 
Of  Heav'n'-s  mysterious  purposes  and  ways; 
Ood  btood  not,  though  he  seem'd  to  stand,  aloof; 
And  at  this  hour  the  conqu'ror  feels  the  proof : 
The  wreath  he  won  drew  down  an  instant  curse. 
The  fretting  plague  is  in  the  public  purse, 
The  canker'd  spoil  corrodes  the  pming  state, 
Starv'd  by  that  indolence  tbeir-mines  create. 

Oh  could  their  ancient  Incas  rise  again. 
How  would  they  take  up  Israel's  taunting  strain  1 
^*  Alt  thou  too  fall'n  Iberia?  Do  we  see 
The  robber  and  the  nuird'rer  weak  as  we  ? 
Thop,  that  hast  wasted  Esrth,  and  dar'd  despise 
Alike  the  wrath  and  mercy  of  the  skies. 
Thy  pomp  is  in  the  grave,  thy  glory  laid 
Low  in  the  pits  thine  avarice  has  made. 
We  come  with  joy  from  our  eternal  rest, 
To  see  th'  Oppressor  in  his  turn  oppress'd. 
Alt  thou  the  god,  tbe  thunder  of  whose  hand 
Roird  over  all  our  desolated  land. 
Shook  principalities  and  kingdoms  down, 
And  made  the  mountains  tiemUe  at  his  finDWB  ? 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


est 


COWPER'S  POEMS. 


The  sword  shatl  light  upon  thv  boasted  pow*n. 
And  tfsKte  them,  as  thy  sword  has  wasted  ours. 
Tis  thus  Omnipotenco  his  law  fulfils,  . 
And  Vengeance  executes  what  Justice  wills." 

Again — ^the  band  of  oommerce  was  designed 
T*  associate  all  the  branches  of  mankind ; 
And  if  a  boundless  plenty  t>e  the  robe. 
Trade  is  the  golden  girdle  of  the  globe. 
Wise. to  promote  whatever  end  he  means, 
God  opens  fniitfnl  nature's  various  scenes : 
Each  climate  needs  wiiat  other  climes  produce, 
And  offers  something  to  the  gen^riil  use ; 
No  laud-  but  listens  to  the  comi|K>n  call. 
And  io  return  receives  supply  from  all. 
This  genial  intercourse,  and  mutual  aid, 
Cheers  what  were  else  a  universal  »bade. 
Calls  Nature  from  her  ivy-mantled  den. 
And  softens  human  rock-work  into  men. 
Ingenious  Art,  with  her  expressive  face. 
Steps  forth  to  fashion  and  refine  the  race ; 
Not  only  fills  Necessity's  demand, 
But  overcharges  her  capacious  band  : 
Capricious  taste  itself  can  crave  no  more. 
Than  she  supplies  from  her  abounding  store : 
She  strikes  out  all  tiiat  luxury  can  ask. 
And  gains  ne^r  vigour  at  her  endless  task. 
Hers  is  the  spacious  arch,  the  shapely  spire, 
The  painter's  pencil,  and  the  poet's  lyre ; 
From  her  the  canvass  borrows  light  aind  sfaade. 
And  verse,  more  lasting,  hnes  that  never  fiade. 
She  guides  the  finger  o*er  the  dancing  kesrs. 
Gives  difllculty  all  the  grace  of  ease. 
And  pours  a  torrent  of  sweet  notes  around. 
Fast  as  the  thirsting  ear  can  drink  tbe  sound. 

These  are  the  gifts  of  Art,  and  Art  thrives  most 
Where  Commerce  has  enrich'd  the  busy  coast ; 
He  catches  all  improvements  in  his  flight, 
S|>reads  foreign  wonders  in  his  country's  sight. 
Imports  what  others  have  invented  well. 
And  stirs  his  own  ^o  match  them  or  excel. 
'Tis  thus  recipocrating,  each  with  each. 
Alternately  the  nations  learp  and  teach  ; 
While  Providence  enjoins  to  ev'ry  soul 
A  union  with  the  vast  terraqueous  whole. 

Heav'n  speed  the  canvass,  gallantly  unfurl'd 
To  furnish  and  acrommodate  a  world, 
To  give  tbe  pole  the  produce  of  the  Sun, 
And  knit  th'  unsocial  climates  into  one.~ 
Soft  airs  and  gentle  heavings  of  the  wave       / 
Impel  the  fleet,  whose  ernmd  b  to  save. 
To  succour  wasted  regions,  and  replace 
The  smile  of  Opulence  in  Sorrow's  face.— 
I^  nothing  adverse*  nothiug  unforeseen, 
Impede  tbe  Imrk,  that  ploughs  the  deep  serene, 
Charg'd  with  a  freight  transcending  in  it's  worth 
The  gems  of  India,  Nature's  rarest  birth, 
That  flies,  like  Gabriel  on  his  Lord's  commands, 
A  herald  of  God's  love  to  pagan  lands. 
But  ah !  what  wish  pan  prosper,  or  what  pray'r. 
For  merchants  rich  in  caigoes  of  despair, 
Who  drive  a  loathsome  traffic,  gauge,  and  span. 
And  buy  the  muscles  and  the  bones  of  man  ? 
The  tender  ties  of  fiither,  husband,  friend. 
All  bonds  of  nature  in  that  moment  end ; 
And  each  endures,  while  jet  he  draws  his  breath, 
A  stroke  as  fatal  as  the  sithe  of  Death. 
The  sable  warrior,  firantic  with  regret 
Of  her  ha  loves,  aiid  never  can  forget, 


Loses  in  teaia  the  fisr^receding  dtore. 

But  not  tbe  tbooght,  that  they  must  meet  no  OHve; 

Depriv'd  of  her  and  freedom  at  a  blow. 

What  has  be  left,  tibt  be  can  yet  fmnego  > 

Yes,  to  deep  sadness  sullenly  resign'd. 

He  feels  bis  body's  bondage  in  his  mind  ; 

Puts  off  his  gen'rotu  nature ;  and,  to  suit 

His  manner?  with  his  fiste,  pots  on  the  brut*. 

O  .most  degradmg  of  all  ttla,  that  wait 
On  man,  a  mourner  in  his  best  estate  I 
All  other  sorrows  Virtue  may  eodnse. 
And  find  submissioQ  more  than  half  a  cose  f 
Grief  is  itself  a  roed'c'me,  and  bestBW*d 
T'  improve  the  fortitude  that  bears  tbe  bad. 
To  teach  the  wand'rer,  as  his  woes  hicieaae. 
The  path  of  Wisdom,  all  ^hose  paths  are  peace  ; 
But  slav'ry ! — Virtue  dreads  it  as  her  grave: 
Patience  itself  is  meanness  in  a  slave ; 
Or  if  the  will  and  sovereignty  of  God 
Bid  suffer  it  awhile,  and  kiss  the  rod. 
Wait  for  the  dawning  of  a  brighter  day. 
And  snap  the  chain  the  moment  when  yoa  may. 
Nature  jmprints  upon  whate'er  we  see. 
That  has  a  heart  and  life  in  it.  Be  free ; 
The  beasts  are  chartcr'd— neither  age  nor  force 
Can  quell  the  love  of ireedora  in  a  borK : 
He  breaks  the  cord,  that  held  him  at  tb^  rack  ^ 
And,  conscious  of  an  unincumbered  back. 
Snuffs  up'the  morning  air,  forgets  the  rehs  ; 
Loo«e  fly  his  forelock  and  bis  ample  mooe ; 
Responsive  to  the  distant  neigh  he  netg^; 
Nor  stops  till,  overleaping  all  delays. 
He  finds  the  pasture  where  his  fellows  graze. 

Canst  thou,  and  honour'd  with  a  Chrislian  name. 
Buy  what  is  woman-born,  and  feel  no  shame  ; 
Trade  in  the  blood  of  innocence,  and  pl«id 
Expedience  as  a  warrant  for  the  deed  ? 
So  may  the  wolf,  whom  famine  has  made  boM, 
To  qiuit  the  forest  and  invade  the  fold : 
So  may  the  niflSan.  who  with  ghostly  glide. 
Dagger  in  hand,  steals  dose  to  your  bedside  ; 
Not  he,  but  his  einergence  forc'd  the  door. 
He  found  it  inconvei^ent  to  be  poor. 
Has  God  then  giv'n  it's  sweetness  to  the  cane, 
Un'ess  his  laws  be  trampled  on — m  vain  } 
Built  a  brave  World,  which  cannot  yet  8abstst» 
Unless  his  right  to  rule  it  be  dismiss'd  ? 
Impudent  blasphemy  !  So  Folly  pleads. 
And,  Av'rice  being  judge,  with  ease  succeeds. 

But  grant  the  plea,  and  let  it  stand  for  jost. 
That  man  make  ma^  his  prey,  because  be  moit ; 
Still  there  is  room  for  pity  to  abate. 
And  soothe  the  sorrows  of  so  sad  a  states 
A  Briton  knows,  or  if  he  knows  it  oet. 
The  Soriptare  {Uac'd  within  his  reach,  he  ooghl^ 
That  souls  have  no  disorimio^Ung  bqe, 
Alil(e  important  in  their  Maker'e  view ; 
That  none  are  free  from  blemish  since  the  foil. 
And  Love  divine  has  paid  one  price  for  all. 
The  wretch,  that  works  and  weeps  wfthout  relief^ 
Has  one  that  notices  his  silent  gnef. 
He,  from  whose  hands  alone  all  pow'r  proceeds. 
Ranks  it's  abuse  among  the  foulest  deeds. 
Considers  aU  ii^ustice  with  a  frown ; 
But  marks  the  man,  that  treads  his  fellow  down. 
Begone — the  whip  and  bell  in  that  hard  band 
Are  hateful  ensigns  of  nsurp'd  command. 
Not  Mexico  eooM  purchase  kings  a  claim 
To  scourge  him,  weariness  bis  only  blame. 
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Rcmembet  He*v'ii  hat  an  Menging  rod, 
Ta  imite  the  |HHir  k  trcastmi  afainit  God. 

Trouble  h  griiiiiiiiigly  and  hinWy  br^iok'd, 
Wfatle  li(e'«  sublimest  joyi*  are  oTCrUj^^kM  : 
We  wander  tfer  a  simhiiml  thirsty  K>il, 
jVttiriA'ring  and  weary  of  awr  da'dy  toil, 
Forget  r  enjOT  l!ie  palm-trerVs  offer'd  shade, 
Or  taatfl  the  fouDtnin  in  the  n<^if;hb'riti|^  ^lade  : 
EUe  who  *ouM  Iwei  that  had  the  pow'r  t^  improve^ 
Th*  ctccatkni  of  limwmuting  fear  to  love  ? 
n  'ti*  a  p>dllke  pnrileire  txi  iave, 
And  he  that  scorns  it  h  htmfelf  a  ^lare. 
Itiform  hi«  minfl  j  otio  Itanh  of  heiiir'nly  day 
Wculd  heal  hi*  hwrl,  and  meK  Hrt  chains  awiy, 
*'  Bcavjly  for  aihe*"  is  a  ffift  indi*«d» 
And  itave«t  by  trtith  eidarfij'd,  are  donbfy  freed. 
Then  would  ho  say^  irubmisslTf;  at  thy  fi*et, 
Wh  le  gratitode  ntvA  love  made  service  sweety 
**  My  dear  dcrtv^er  out  of  hope  lew  ni^htp 
Whow  bonnijr  bought  me  but  to  i^ive  ine  light, 
1  vai  a  bond  man  tva  my  natire  plaJn, 
Sirt  forg*d,  and  [gtirtrance  made  fa*t,  thi»  chain  ; 
Thy  h\n  hare  «bed  iimtniotion  as  the  dew, 
Taught  me  what  path  to  shun,  and  what  pursue  j 
Farewell  tny  former  joys  I  I  sfph  no  more 
Far  Afriui**  ©ore  lav^d^  benighted  shore  ; 
Serving  a  bene&ctor  I  am  free  ; 
At  my  befit  home,  if  not  exiFd  frnm  thee." 

Some  men  make  ^arn  a  Ibuiitiln,  whence  proceeds 
A  stream  of  hbVal  and  heroic  dfed«  ; 
The  swell  of  pity,  ijot  lo  be  c«itifm'd 
Withio  the  acJinty  limit's  of  the  mind, 
X)i£ilainfl  the  bank,  and  throws  the  f^lden  sands, 
A  rii:h  dcpo^itj  on  the  bordVing  lands : 
Those  have  ati  enr  fiir  his  p:iti!rnal  call , 
Who  niak^  fonic  rieh  for  the  tupply  ^>f  all ; 
God'i  g;ift  with  pleastire  in  hiss  praiae  employ ; 
And  Thornton  h  famihsr  with  the  joy, 

OcooW  [  worth'ip  anght  beneath  the  «kie*j 
That  Earth  ha*  seen,  ov  fiinry  can  dei'i^e, 
Thme  altar,  aered  I.iberijf,  ihoild  itanil. 
Built  by  no  meroenary  vulirar  hand, 
With  fragrmnt  torf,  and  flow'rs  as  wild  ami  fsiir 
As  flrer  dr&iS^d  a  bank^  or  scented  liummer  airp 
Duly,  as  ever  un  the  mountain'i^  height 
The  |>eep  of  Murning  shetl  a  duwmojr  light,     ' 
Aitain,  when  Ev*nin|;  in  her  solj^r  vc*;t 
Drew  the  gray  cunatn  of  the  fadio^  we?t. 
My  «oul  should  yield  thee  wiMinf  thanks  and  praise, 
Fur  the  chief  bles^inyf^  of  my  feit^l  days: 
But  that  were  sat:rileKe — praisr  i^  nf^t  ihiric^ 
But  hiii  who  f  ave  thee,  sod  pre>ervpf  thee  mine : 
FJw  I  would  Eay,  nnd  m  I  ipnlie  bid  Ay 
A  captive  bird  into  the  botirnile&s  sky, 
Thii  triple  reaTm  adores  thee— th no  art  come 
From  Sparta  hither^  nnd  art  here  nt  hfimc. 
We  feel  thy  for-^c:  Blill  active^  ot  this  hour 
Enjoy  i  men  unity  from  priestly  prjw'r. 
While  ConwrienLre,  happif  r  than  in  arterent  years, 
Owns  no  superior  but  the  Ho^l  the  fear^. 
ProprtiouEi  spirit  !  yrt  expunge  a  wrmng 
Thy  fights  have  FTiffer*d,  arwl  rmr  land*  loo  Jon^, 
Teach  mercy  in  ten  thmiflaml  heart5,  that  ^har? 
The  fean  artd  hoppa  n(  a  eommert^inl  care, 
Prifona  ffxpect  the  wick^d,  and  were  built 
To  bind  the  law  lest ,  and  to  ptmi^h  entlt ; 
Bnt  ehipwreckt  enrthriiirLke,  battle,  fire,  and  Oood, 
Ar«  mighty  lyiMrbiefdi  not  to  be  withstood  ^ 


And  honest  ^ferit  stands  on  slipp*ry  ground, 
Where  covert  ^ile  and  artifice  abonud. 
lA*i  pnt  Re^tTvvpt^  for  pEiblJe  peare  design^. 
Chain  up  the  wolres  and  H^n  of  mankind  ; 
ITie  f  je  of  virtue  ha*  mi  claim  to  thce. 
But  let  insolvent  Innocence  get  free. 

Patron  of  else  the  most  despi^^d  of  men, 
Accei>t  the  tribute  of  a  stranger'*  pen  ; 
Verse,  likf  the  latird,  it's  imtnortal  meed. 
Should  be  tbe  guerdon  of  a  noble  deed  ; 
[  may  alarm  thee,  but  I  fear  the  shame 
(Chanty  chosen  aii  my  theme  3nd  aim) 
I  must  incur,  furgettmg  Howard's  name, 
file^t  with  all  wealth  can  gi've  thee,  lo  TestTfin 
Joys  doubly  sweet  to  feelings  quick  a*  thine, 
To  quit  tlie  blrsa  thy  niral  scenes  bwlow, 
To  seek  a  nobler  amidst  scenes  of  woe, 
To  Iravfjntc  sras,  range  kingdoou,  and  bring  hofxtCt 
Not  t}ie  proud  monitmrnts  of  Greece  or  Rome, 
But  knowlefl^  such  as  only  dungeons  teach, 
And  only  sympathy  like  thiue  could  reach  ;; 
That  griefj  st^que^er'd  from  the  public  stage, 
Might  smooth  her  feath'?T^,  and  enjoy  her  cage  j 
S[M>aks  a  divine  ambition,  and  a  zeal. 
The  boldest  patriot  might  be  proud  to  feeL 
O  that  thr  voice  of  clamour  and  debdte, 
That  pleads  for  peace  til!  it  disturlis  the  state, 
Were  bo'ih'd  in  favour  of  thy  j;en'n>u*  ptea, 
The  pfwr  thy  clients,  and  Hcar*n*u  smile  thy  fee  t 
Philosophy,  that  does  not  dream  or  *tray^ 
Walks  arm  in  arm  with  Nature  all  his  way  ; 
Oimpasset  Earth,  dives  into  it,  a-^cends 
Whatever  steep  Inquiry  recommend  %  ' 

Scr-s  |ilaiTet\ry  wonders  smmrthly  roll 
RAund  olher  syrtems  under  her  coislrol, 
Drinks  wifitlom  at  the  milky  nlream  of  light. 
That  cheers  the  sitent  joumi^y  of  the  nijjht, 
Anil  brtnjs  at  hts.  return  a  bn^om  charg'il 
With  rich  instruction,  and  a  soul  enlarg'd. 
Tlie  treafiur*d  sweets  of  the  capaciouit  plan, 
That  Heav'n  spreads  wide  hpfore  the  view  of  man. 
All  prompt  hiii  plea^'d  pursuit,  and  to  purtue 
Still  pmmpt  him^  with  a  pleasure  always  new; 
He  too  has  a  conrtecliuf  fjow^r,  and  drawt 
Man  to  the  r^ntre  of  the  common  cause^ 
A  id  in  I?  a  dubious:  and  deGn-'sent  sj^hl 
With  a  new  medium  atnl  □  purer  fifht. 
All  trnth  is  prpoious,  if  not  all  divine  ; 
Aed  what  dibtcs  the  powers  mu^t  needs  ret\ne. 
He  rdadifi  the  skie?,  and,  watchiuaf  evVy  cha[)ge. 
Provide*  the  faculties  an  ampler  range ; 
/\wl  win^  mankind,  as  hi%  attemp'^  prerail, 
A  prouder  ttatiou  on  the  g'n^raj  i^cale. 
But  RcaMJu  !itill,  unte^^  divinely  taught^ 
Winterer  she  learn?,  learn?  notbinsc  as  she  ought; 
The  lamji  of  rev^elation  only  shows, 
\Vh  it  human  wisdom  cannot  but  oppose. 
That   man,  in  nature's  richest  mantle  clad^ 
And  gracd  wi^h  all  philo<iophy  can  add^ 
Thoui^h  fair  ni  hoiit,  and  liiminouii  within, 
Is  stiil  the  projrt^ny  and  heir  of  sin* 
Thus  tiui;;ht.  down  fall;*  the  plumage  of  hts  pride; 
He  feels  his  need  of  bo  uuerriog  guide, 
And  know^  that  fallinE;  h^  ^hall  rise  no  more, 
Uuleiiw  the  powV  that  hadi^  him  ^taod  restore* 
This  h  indeed  philosophy  ;  thi*  knrtwn 
Mal^e<  w'l^ditm,  worthy  of  thf  name,  his  owd; 
And  «,thnuL  th[i»,  whatever  he  cISecuss, 
Whether  the  wptce  between  the  sttit  and  \x$i 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


654 


COWPEIl'S  POEMS. 


Whether  be  measure  Earth,  compute  the  tea. 
Weigh  suoheams,  carve  a  fly,  or  spit  a  flea ; 
Tlie  solemn  trifler  with  his  bcMosted  skill 
Toils  much,  and  is  a  solemn  trifler  still : 
Blind  was  he  bom,  and  his  misguided  eyes 
Grown  dim  in  trifling  studies,  blind  be  dies. 
Self-knowledge  truly  leam*d  of  course  implies 
The  rich  possession  of  a  nobler  prize ; 
Tar  self  to  self,  and  God  to  man  reveaPd, 
(Two  themes  to  Nature's  eye  for  ever  seal'd) 
Are  taught  by  rays,  that  fly  with  equal  pace 
From  the  same  centre  of  enlightening  grace. 
Here  stay  thy  foot;  how  copious,  and  how  clear, 
Th*  o*erflowiog  well  of  Charity  springs  here ! 
^Hark !  'tis  the  music  of  a  thousand  rills,         [hills. 
Some  through  the  groves,  some  down  the  sloping 
Winding  a  secret  or  an  open  course, 
AM  all  supplied  from  an  eternal  source. 
The  ties  of  Nature  do  but  feebly  bind ; 
And  Cbmmeroe  partially  reclaims  mankind ; 
Philosophy,  without  his  beav'nly  guide, 
May  blow  up  self-conceit,  and  nourish  pride. 
But,  while  his  promise  is  the  reasoning  part. 
Has  still  a  veil  of  midnight  on  his  heart : 
Tis  Truth  divine,  exhibited  on  Earth, 
Gives  Chanty  her  being  and  her  birth. 

Suppose  (when  thought  is  warm  and  fiincy  flows, 
MThat  will  not  argument  sometimes  suppose  ?) 
An  isle  possessM  by  creatures  of  our  kind. 
Endued  with  reason,  yet  by  nature  blind. 
Let  supposition  lend  her  aid  once  more. 
And  land  some  grave  optician  on  the  shore : 
He  claps  his  lens,  if  haply  they  may  see. 
Close  to  the  part  where  vision  ought  to  be ; 
But  finds,  that,  though  his  tubes  assist  the  sight, 
They  cannot  give  it,  or  make  darkness  light 
He  rea^  wise  lectures,  and  describes  aloud 
A  sense  they  know  not,  to  the  wondering  crowd  ; 
He  talks  of  light»  and  the  prismatic  hues. 
As  men  of  depth  in  erudition  use ; 
But  all  he  gains  lor  his  harangue  is — "  Well— - 
What  monstrous  lies  some  travellers  wil!  tell !" 

The  soul,  whose  sight  atl-quick'ning  grace  renews. 
Takes  the  resemblance  of  the  good  she  views. 
As  diamonds,  stripped  of  their  opaque  disguise. 
Reflect  the  noonday  glory  of  the  skies. 
She  speaks  of  him,  her  author,  guardian,  friend, 
Whoie  love  knew  no  beginning,  knows  no  end. 
In  laqguage  warm  as  all  that  love  inspires. 
And  in  the  glow  of  her  intense  desires. 
Pants  to  communicate  her  noble  fires. 
She  sees  a  world  stark  blind  to  what  employs 
Her  eager  thought,  and  feeds  her  flowing  joys ; 
Though  Wisdom  hail  them,  heedless  of  her  call, 
Flies  to  save  some,  and  feels  a  pang  for  all : 
Herself  as  weak  as  her  support  is  strong. 
She  feels  that  frailty  she  denied  so  long ; 
And,  from  a  knowledge  of  her  own  disease. 
Learns  to  compassbnate  the  sick  she  sees. 
Here  see,  acquitted  of  all  vain  pretence. 
The  reign  of  genuine  Charity  commence. 
Though  scorn  repay  her  sympathetic  tears. 
She  still  is  kind,  and  still  she  perseveres ; 
The  truth  she  loves  a  sightless  world  blaspheme, 
Tis  childish  dotage,  a  delirious  dream. 
The  danger  they  discern  not,  they  deny ; 
Laugh  at  their  only  remedy,  and  die.  ^ 

But  still  a  soul  thus  touchM  can  never  cease, 
Whoer^  threatens  war,  to  speak  of  peace. 


Pure  in  her  aim,  and  in  her  tamper  mikl. 
Her  wisdom  seems  the  weakness  of  a  child : 
She  makes  excuses  where  she  might  condeoio, 
ReviPd  by  those  that  hate  her,  prajrs  fi>r  them; 
Suspicion  lurks  not  in  her  artlev  breast. 
The  worst  suggested,  she  believes  the  bett ; 
Not  soon  provoked,  however  stui^g  and  teat*3. 
And,  if  perhaps  made  angry,  soon  appeas'd  ; 
She  rather  waves  than  will  dispute  hernrifl^tv 
And  injur'd  makes  forgiveness  her  delight. 

Such  was  the  portrait  an  apostle  drew. 
The  bright  origraal  was  one  he  knew  ; 
Heav>n  held  his  hand,  the  likeness  must  be  true. 

When  one,  that  holds  conmmnioa  with  the  skiei^ 
Has  fill'd  his  urn  where  these  pore  waters  rise. 
And  ODoe  more  mingles  with  us  meaner  things, 
Tis  ev'n  as  if  an  ai^el  shook  his  wings ; 
Immortal  fragrance  fills  the  circuit  iHde, 
That  tells  us  whence  his  treasures  are  suppBad. 
So  when  a  ship  well  fireigbted  with  the  stores. 
The  Sun  matures  on  India's  spicy  shores. 
Has  dropp'd  her  anchor,  and  her  canvtes  furl'd. 
In  some  safe  haven  of  our  western  world, 
' Twere  vain  inquiry  to  what  port  she  went. 
The  gale  informs  us,  laden  with  the  scent. 

Some   seek,  when   queasy  conscieace  has  it's 
To  lull  the  painful  malady  with  almi ;         [qualms. 
But  charity  not  feign'd  intends  alone 
Another's  good — theirs  centres  in  their  own  ; 
And,  too  short  liv'd  to  reach  the  realms  of  peace. 
Must  cease  for  ever  when  the  poor  shall  oeaae. 
Flavia,  most  tender  of  her  own  good  name. 
Is  rather  careless  of  her  sister's  feme  : 
Her  superfluity  the  poor  supplies. 
But,  if  she  touch  a  character,  it  dies. 
The  seeming  virtue  weigh'd  against  the  vice^ 
She  deems  all  safe,  for  she  has  paid  the  price; 
No  charity  but  alms  aught  values  she. 
Except  in  pore* lain  on  bermanteltree. 
How  many  deeds,  with  which  the  world  has  rang. 
From  Pride,  in  league  with  Ignorance,  have  sprung ! 
But  God  o'errules  all  human  follies  still. 
And  bends  the  tough  materials  to  his  wiU. 
A  conflagration,  or  a  wintry  flood. 
Has  left  some  hundreds  without  home  or  food  ; 
Extravagance  and  Av'rice  shall  subscribe. 
While  feme  and  self-complacence  are  the  brfteu 
The  brief  proclaim'd,  it  visits  every  paw. 
But  first  the  souire's,  a  compliment  but  due  t 
With  slow  deliberation  he  unties 
His  glitt'ring  purse,  that  envy  of  all  eyes. 
And,  while  the  clerk  just  puzzles  out  the  p«lm. 
Slides  guinea  behind  guinea  in  his  palm ; 
Till  finding,  what  he  might  have  found  before^ 
A  smaller  piece  amidst  the  precious  store, 
Pinch'd  close  between  his  finger  and  hb  thumb. 
He  half  exhibits,  and  then  drops  the  sum. 
Gold  to  be  sure !— Throughout  the  town  His  told. 
How  the  good  squire  pves  never  less  than  gold. 
From  motives  such  as  his,  though  not  the  best. 
Springs  in  due  time  supply  for  thedistress'd; 
Not  less  effsctnal  than  what  love  bestows, 
Esctspt  that  office  clips  it  as  it  goes. 

But  lest  I  seem  to  sin  against  a  friend. 
And  wound  the  graee  I  mean  to  recommend, 
(Though  vice  derided  with  a  just  design 
Implies  no  trespass  against  love  divine,) 
Once  more  I  would  adopt  the  graver  style, 
A  teacher  should  be  sparing  of  his  smile. 
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Tnlcss  a.  love  of  viriae  ligM  Ihe  aam«, 
i^aliit?  li,  tuore  tlmn  tbuse  he  bramU,  to  bl»rae ; 
He  bilks  bohind  u  m^^istf  rtal  air 
1 1  if  own  oficncLij  and  ^tripi  others  bare  j 
AffecU  indeed  a  niosl  humane  coti(rt?riij 
Thm  meo,  if  geiitly  tutor'd,  wiil  not  Ifarnj 
*rb«t  muUsH  Foil  J,  not  to  b«  fcclaitn'd 
Ity  h>rief  metlioda-,  must  be  tn.idc  asj^bam'tt ; 
But  ([  might  iajt4ance  in  St.  Patrick*!  duan) 
Too  ufteti  rail*  lo  pratlfy  his  spleen. 
Moat  satVrsts  are  mde«d  a  public  scourge ; 
Thfiir  mild«t  physic  \s  a  farrier's  purge ; 
iTieir  acnd  temper  tuois,  ^a.  soon  as  stirr'tl, 
TJie  milk  of  their  pootl  pur|XHe  all  to  curd. 
Their  ^cal  begotten,  as  their  works  rehearse. 
By  Itan  de3|hiiir  upon  an  empty  purse, 
The  wiJd  assassins  »tart  into  the  strct^t, 
Prepared  to  poniard  wbomswe^er  they  meet 
No  hitill  in  sTurdmau^hip;,  however  ji,*$t, 
fJun  be  9eet)rc  against  a  madman'*)  thnifit  * 
And  even  Virtue^  sq  unfairly  matiiUM, 
Although  mitnoital,  may  be  prick'd  orscrstcb'd. 
When  Scandal  baa  new  minted  an  old  lie. 
Or  las£*d  mvention  for  a  frcab  supply, 
'  fk^  called  ti  ^  tire  J  and  the  wvrtd  appears 
Gathering  arouud  It  wiih  erected  ears : 
A  thouiaod  i^ames  are  toss'd  into  the  cr«iird  ; 
Some  wbisper'd  softly,  &od  ^me  tvaugM  aloud  j 
Jutt  M  the  laptence  of  an  author's  braia 
Suggeslfl  it  safe  or  danu^roos  to  be  pU In. 
Strange  I  how  the  frequent  inlfrjecled  da^^h 
QuicktHi^  a  market,  nnd  help&  utf  the  trash  ; 
Th'  imjiortant  ktters,  that  include  the  rest, 
Serve  aa  a  kty  to  tloae  that  are  supp tested  ; 
( Vinjcctnre  gripes  the  victims  in  his  paw, 
Tim  wui  Id  ii  charmed,  and  Scrib  e^^pe^  the  law. 
So,  tthPti  the  cold  damp  shatte*  of  night  preimjl, 
Worma  ttmy  becsught  by  either  head  or  tail  ^ 
Frircibly  drawn  from  many  a  close  recess, 
'iTifly  meet  with  little  pity,  no  redress  j 
Flupg'd  in  the  stream  they  lottge  upon  the  mod. 
Food  for  the  li^LmUJi'd  rpvers  of  the  Hood. 

AU  zeal  for  a  reform,  that  givea  offence 
To  peace  and  charity,  i-*  njere  preietkce  : 
A  bold  remark,  but  which,  if  well  applied, 
IVoiMd  hutobfe  many  a  to^Ving  poel's  pride. 
Perhaps  the  man  was  in  a  sjioitiTe  fit, 
And  had  no  olhtn-  pby-plate  for  his  wit ; 
Perhaps  eaehanted  with  the  luvc  of  fame. 
He  sfiught  I  he  jewel  in  hi'*  neighbour 'i  ahame  ; 
perhaps — whatever  end  he  mij;ht  pursue. 
The  cau^e  of  virtue  could  not  be  his  view. 
At  ev'ry  stroke  wit  flashes  in  our  eyes  * 
The  turns  are  quick ^  the  (Hdi^h'Ji  points  surprise. 
But  ^hine  with  cruel  and  tremcndouB  tihaims, 
Thit,  while  they  please,  possess  us  with  alarms  ; 
So  have  I  seen,  (and  hasiin'd  to  the  sight 
On  all  the  wings  of  holiday  debght) 
\Vherc  stands  that  monument  of  ancient  pow'r, 
Kam'd  with  emphatic  dignity,  the  row'r. 
Guns,  hat  hurts,  swords,  and  pisbjis,  j.'reat  and  small, 
In  starry  form&  di^pos*d  upon  the  wall; 
'VVe  wunder,  as  \ie  gazing  iiand  below, 
That  bfa^s  and  steel  thould  makp  ^o  tine  a  i^how  ^ 
Bat  though  we  praise  th*  exact  dcsi^er's  i^kill, 
Account  them  implements  of  mistrhief  ¥ti!L 

No  works  shaM  finrt  aceeptance  in  Utat  day. 
When  all  dij^uites  libatl  be  rent  away. 


That  square  not  truly  with  the  Scripture  plan* 

Kor  spring  from  love  to  God,  or  lo^-e  to  mais* 

As  lie  ordains  things  sordid  in  their  birth 

To  he  rcaolvM  into  their  parent  earth  ; 

And,  though  the  sou]  shall  seek  cu  pet  tor  orba, 

WhattiVr  this  world  produces,  it  abcorbs  ; 

So  ^etf  starts  nothing,  but  what  tend«  apace 

Home  to  the  goal,  where  it  bc^an  the  race- 

Such  as  cur  motire  is,  our  aim  tnust  be^ 

If  this  be  *icr%'de,  that  can  ne'er  be  free : 

If  self  employ  us,  whatsoe'er  is  wrought. 

We  glorify  that  self,  not  him  we  ought ; 

Such  virtues  had  need  prore  their  own  rewatd. 

The  judge  of  all  men  owes  them  no  regard. 

True  Charity,  a  plant  divinely  nurii'd, 

Fed  by  the  love,  from  which  it  rose  at  firsts 

Thrives  again^st  hope,  and  in  the  rudest  s£en«, 

Stormii  but  enliven  it-i  unfading  green  * 

I.jLubVant  li  the  shacbw  it  supplies, 

lt'»  fruit  on  l%3rth,  it*s  growth  above  the  skiet. 

To  took  at  Him,  who  form'd  us  and  redcerti'd, 

So  glorious  now,  thoTigh  once  so  di*e«teem*d, 

To  see  a  God  stretch  forth  bis  human  hand, 

T'  uphold  the  boundless  scenes  of  hii  comntand ; 

To  recollect,  that,  in  a  form  like  ourt^ 

He  bruIsM  beneath  hii  feet  tb*  infernal  powers. 

Captivity  led  capuve,  t(jsc  to  claim 

The  wreath  he  won  »q  dearly  in  our  name; 

That  thruti'd  abore  all  height  he  condescends 

To  call  the  few  that  trost  in  him  his  friends  ; 

That,  in  the  Heaven  of  heavens,  that  space  he  deemt 

Too  scanty  for  lb'  exertion  of  his  beamS| 

And  (ihinc?,  as  if  impaiiput  to  bestow 

Ijfe  and  a  kjugiiom  upon  worms  below  j 

That  sight  inijiarts  a  nev^r-dying  flame, 

Tliouf^h  fevble  in  dc j^ree,  in  kind  the  s^me. 

Like  him  the  soul  thus  kindled  from  above 

Spreads  wide  her  arms  of  universal  love  ^ 

Andr  eUII  enlarg'd  as  she  receives  the  grace. 

Include*  creiilion  lU  her  clc»e  embrace. 

Ikhf4d  a  Chriuian  !— and  without  the  flrei 

The  founder  of  that  name  abme  inspires, 

Though  all  oocoroplishment,  all  knowledge*  meet, 

To  make  the  sbirjiug  pntdigy  complete. 

Whoever  boas^ts  that  name — bt>hold  a  cheat ! 

Were  love,  in  these  the  Worlds  lasit  doting  years. 

As  frequent  as  the  want  of  it  app^-art, 

The  churehej*  warmM,  tbey  would  no  longer  hold 

Such  froren  figures,  stiff  as  they  are  cold ; 

Relenting  furms  would  lose  their  powV,  or  eeaw; 

And  cv*n  the  d^pp'd  and  sprinkled  hve  m  peace  ; 

Each  heart  would  quit  it's  prison  in  the  breast. 

And  flaw  in  free  communion  wHh  the  rest. 

riie  statesman,  skilTd  in  projects  dark  and  deep, 

iMight  burn  his  useless  Maehiavel,  mnil  sleep  ^ 

His  budget  often  lilPd,  yet  always  poor, 

iVIigiit  ^wing  at  ea^  behind  his  study  door, 

No  lontrer  prey  upon  our  annual  rents, 

iOr  ^care  the  nation  with  it^s  big  contents  t 
Di«b. aided  kg  ions  freely  might  depart. 
And  slaying  man  would  cease  to  t>e  an  arL 
No  learned  disputants  would  take  the  field, 
Kurc  not  to  coc^ctner,  and  sure  not  to  yield  ; 
Ikith  sides  deceived,  if  rightly  understood. 
Pelting  each  other  for  the  public  good* 
Did  charity  preVn-ii!,  the  press  wofild  prove 
i  A  vebi'  le  of  virtu '^,  truth,  and  love; 
]  And  I  might  spare  myself  the  pains  to  show 
What  few  cmn  leam,  and  all  suppose  tbey  know^ 
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Thus  ba^  I  loiiglit  to  grabe  a  aeriom  lay 

With  many  a  wild  indeed  but  flow'ry  spray* . 

In  hopes  to  gain,  what  else  I  must  have  lort* 

Th*  attention  pleanire  has  90  mnch  engrossed. 

But  if  anhappily  deceiv'd  I  dr^m. 

And  prove  too  weak  for  ao  dtrtne  a  tbenie. 

Let  Charity  ibrgire  me  a  mistake, 

That  zeal,  liot  vanity,  has  chabcM  to  raake^ 

And  spare  the  poet  for  his  sniject's  lake. 


CONFERSATiON. 

Nam  neqne  me  tanttim  renientis  sibilns  anslri. 
Nee  percnssa  jnrant  flnctn  tarn  litora,  nee  qos» 
Saxoias  inter  decnrrunt  flamina  valles. 

Vnrg.  Ed.  5. 

Taoooa  Nature  wtfigh  our  talents,  and  dispense 

To  ev*ry  bmoi  his  modicom  of  sense. 

And  Conversation  iu  it's  better  part 

May  be  esteemM  a  gift,  and  not  an  art. 

Yet  much  flepends,  as  in  the  tiller's  toil. 

On  culture^  and  the  sowing  of  the  soil. 

WonU  leam'd  by  rote  a  parrot  may  rehearse^ 

But  talking  is  not  always  to  converse ; 

Not  more  distinct  from  harmony  divine. 

The  constant  creaking  of  a  country  sign. 

As  Alphabets  in  Ivory  emphiy, 

Honr  after  hour,  the  yet  unletter'd  boy. 

Sorting  and  puzzling  with  a  deal  of  glee 

Those  seeds  of  science  called  his  a  a  e  $ 

So  language  in  the  mouths  of  the  adnit, 

Witoess  it's  insigiii6cant  result. 

Too  often  proves  an  implement  of  play, 

A  toy  to  spoil  with,  and  pais  time  away. 

Collect  at  evening  what  the  day  brooght  forth. 

Compress  the  sum  into  it's  solid  #orth, 

And  if  it  weigh  th'  hnportonCe  of  a  fly, 

The  scales  are  fohe,  or  algebra  a  lie. 

Sacred  interpreter  of  human  tbongfat. 

How  few  respect  or  nse  thee  as  Ihey  ought ! 

But  all  shall  givie  account  of  ev*ry  wrong. 

Who  dare  dishonour  or  defile  the  tongue ; 

Who  prostitute  it  in  the  »use  ef  vice. 

Or  sell  their  glory  at  a  mailcet-prioe  ; 

Who  vole  for  hire,  or  point  it  with  lampoan. 

The  dear-bought  pluceman,  and  the  cheap  bnflfoon. 

There  is  a  prurience  in  the  speech  of  some, 
Wrath  stays  hidi,  dt  else  Oed  would  strike  tkem 

dumbi 
His  wise  forbearance  has  their  eud  in  view, 
Th^  fill  their  measure,  and  receive  their  due* 
The  heathen  taw-givers  of  andent  dayt. 
Names  almost  worthy  of  a  Christian's  praiM, 
Would  drive  them  forth  froto  the  resort  of  man^ 
And  shut  up  ev'ry  tatyr  in  his  den. 
O  come  not  ye  near  idMcence  and  truth. 
Ye  worms  that  eat  into  the  bud  of  youth  1 
lufectious  as  impure^  your  bitghtivig  pow'r 
Taioto  in  it's  rudiments  the  promii'd  fltiw'r ; 
It's  odour  perish'd  a^  H*s  charming  hue« 
Thenceforth  *tis  hateful,  for  it  smeUs  of  yon. 
Not  ev*n  the  vigorovs  and  headfong  fage 
Of  adoleseeocr,  6r  a  firmer  age, 
Aflbrds  a  plea  allowable  or  just 
For  makfog  speach  the  jjpamperer  of  last ; 


But  when  the  breath  of  age  coflUDiti  the  fank, 
'Tiff  nauseous  as  the  vapour  of  a  vault. 
So  wither'd  stumps  disgrace  the  sylvan  1 
No  fonger  fruitftil,  and  no  lodger  green  } 
The  sapless  wood  divested  of  the  ^rky 
Grows  fungous,  and  takes  fire  at  ev'ry  1 

Oaths  terminate,  as  Paul  observes,  aH  1 
Some  men  have  surely  fhten  a  peaceful  life| 
Whatever  subject  ooccipy  discourse. 
The  feats  of  Vestris,  or  the  naval  force. 
Asseveration  bhnt'riog  ra  your  fooe 
Makes  contradiction  such  a  hopelett  cMe  : 
In  ev'ry  tele  they  tell,  or  false  or  true. 
Well  known,  or  such  as  no  man  ever  kntw. 
They  fix  attention,  heedless  of  yonr  pain. 
With  oaths  like  rivets  forc'd  into  the  brasH  ; 
And  ev'n  when  sober  truth  prevails  tfaroagfaoat. 
They  sw«ar  it,  till  aflirmanoe  breeds  m.  dmifafL 
A  Persian,  humble  servant  of  the  Sun, 
Who  though  devoiit  yet  bigotry  had  non^ 
Hearing  a  lawyer,  grave  in  his  addrem^ 
With  adjurations  ev'ry  word  impress, 
Suppos'd  the  man  a  bishop,  or  at  least, 
God's  name  so  much  upon  his  Rpa,  a  prieat ; 
Bow'd  at  the  cloae  with  all  his  giaceful  aiift. 
And  begg'd  an  int'rest  m  his  frequent  prayVs. 

Go,  quit  the  rank  to  which  ye  stood  prefen^d. 
Henceforth  asaociale  in  one  common  heed  ; 
Religion,  virtue,  reaaon,  common  senan. 
Pronounce  your  human  fbnn  a  false  pretence  ; 
A  mere  disguise,  in  which  a  devil  lnrk% 
Who  yet  betrays  his  secret  by  his  works. 

Ye  pow'rs  who  rule  the  tongne,  if  such  there  art. 
And  make  colloquial  bapphiess  jtMir  cares. 
Preserve  me  Irom  the  thing  I  dread  and  bate^ 
A  dud  in  the  form  of  a  debate. 
The  dash  of  arguments  and  jar  of  words. 
Worse  than  the  mortel  brunt  of  rival  swatdf, 
Dedde  no  question  with  tbdr  tedioos  length. 
For  oppoeitkin  gives  opinion  strength, 
Dit^nrt  the  champions  prodigal  of  brath. 
And  put  the  peaoeaMy-disposM  to  death. 

0  thwart  me  not,  sir  Soph,  at  r^ry  bsso. 
Nor  carp  at  ev'ry  flaw  you  may  diseens ; 
Though  syllogiflms  bang  not  on  my  tongue* 

1  am  not  surely  always  in  the  wrong ; 
'Tis  hard  if  all  is  false,  that  I  advance, 

A  fool  must  now  and  then  be  right  hy  chaace. 

Not  that  all  freedom  of  dissent  Iblame; 

No    thcw  I  grant  the  privilege  I  daim. 

A  disputabte  pcAvi  is  no  m^n's  ground ; 

Rove  where  you  plea^e^  'IL^  oummfKi  mU  arqnnd. 

Discourse  my  want  no  ani[Date(l-.^No. 

To  brush  the  surface,  and  to  toakc  it  flowf^ 

But  still  remcmlwr,  rf  you  tuean  ti*  please. 

To  prrsB  your  p'mt  with  mock^lv  ainrl  ease. 

The  mark,  at  i^hkh  tny  Juster  aini  t  cak&^ 

Is  contradictioti  for  itV  own  dear  «ake. 

Set  ybmr  opinion  at  n-limtrv^r  ptt«h. 

Knots  and  im[>erHifi«^ut«  mike  somethiog  httdi  f 

Adopt  bis  own,  'tis  (?>qua11y  m  virn. 

Your  thread  of  &rjijnTnfnt  h  ^anpp'd  sg^in, ; 

The  wrangler^  rather  Unn  nccord  wiib  jou. 

Will  jndge  himself  liwelY'd,  find  prai^  \i  u^  , 

Vociforated  loeic  kilh  mr  quHt.  '^ 

A  noisy  mun  ti  always  m  the  ntrM, 

I  twhrl  my  thumhs,  fuU  hack  'm\0  tny  Huiir^ 

Fix  on  the  wa^nscat  a  di^ressful  tlAj:^ 
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^knd,  when  I  hope  Im  htanden  are  ell  oat^ 
Heply  dkcreeUy— **  To  ke  rare— no  doubt  1'' 
XDobiae  U  soch  e  •cni|Mi^>as  good  mei^-* 
Yee— yoQ  may  cal«h  hiiD  tripping,  if  yoa  cmw 
Se  would  not,  vitl^  e  peremptory  tone, 
JUsert  the  note  upun  his  €M;r  hit  own  ; 
mrith  heiitatioD  admirably  »low, 
He  bnmhiy  hopes— presumes — it  may  he  lo. 
Kis  eridence,  i  he  were  call'd  by  law 
To  MMor  to  lome  enormity  be  law, 
For  want  of  prominence  and  just  relief 
'Would  hang  an  honest  man,  and  save  a  tbieL 
ThstMigh  constant  dread  of  giTuig  truth  ofienoe. 
He  ties  up  all  his  hearers  in  suspense ; 
Knows  what  he  knows,  as  if  he  knew  it  not ; 
*WMt  he  remembers  seems  to  have  forgot; 
Hie  sole  opinion,  whatsoe'er  he&ll. 
Centring  at  last  in  haTing  none  at  all. 
Yet,  thongh  he  lease  and  balk  your  list^ung  ear. 
He  makes  one  useful  point  e»C!'wd'ng  clear  ; 
Howe'er  iogenious  on  bis  darling  thane 
A  eoeptic  hi  philosophy  may  seem, 
Kedoc'd  to  practice,  his  beloved  rule 
Would  only  prove  him  a  consummate  fool ; 
Useless  in  him  alike  both  brain  and  speech* 
Ate  having  plac'd  all  truth  above  his  reach* 
His  ambiguities  his  total  sum, 
He  might  as  well  be  blind,  and  deaf,  and  dumb. 

Wbm  men  of  judgment  creep  and  foel  their  way. 
The  positi?e  pronounce  without  dismay ; 
Their  want  of  light  and  intellect  supplied 
By  sparks  absunhty  strikes  out  of  pndot 
Wkbout  the  means  of  knowing  right  from  wrong, 
They  always  are  decisive,  clear,  and  strong  ; 
Where  others  toil  with  phik)eophie  force, 
Their  nimble  nonsense  takes  a  shorter  ooone; 
Plings  at  your  head  conriction  in  the  lump^ 
And  gams  remote  eendttsions  at  a  jump : 
Their  own  defect,  invisible  to  them. 
Seen  m  another,  they  at  once  condemn  ; 
And,  though  self-id<^d  in  ev'ry  case. 
Hate  their  own  likeness  m  a  brother's  fooew 
Ite  cause  Is  plain,  and  not  to  be  denied. 
The  proud  are  always  most  provok'd  by  pride» 
Few  competitions  but  engender  spite ; 
And  those  the  most,  where  neither  has  a  right 
The  point  of  honour  has  been  deem*d  of  use. 
To  teach  good  manners,  and  to  curb  abuse  ; 
Admit  it  true,  the  consequence  is  dear. 
Our  polish'd  manners  are  a  mask  we  wear. 
And,  at  the  bottom  barb'rous  still  and  rude. 
We  are  restrainVl  indeed,  but  not  subdu'd. 
The  very  remedy,  however  sure. 
Springs  fhim  the  mischief  it  intoids  to  cvrp. 
And  savage  in  it's  principle  appears. 
Tried,  as  it  should  be,  by  the  fruit  it  bean. 
Tis  hard  indeed,  if  nothing  will  defiend 
Mankind  from  quarrels  but  their  fatal  end; 
That  now  and  then  a  hero  must  deoeaae. 
That  the  surviving  world  may  live  m  peaoe. 
Perimps  at  last  close  scrutiny  may  show 
The  practice  dastardly,  and  mean,  and  low; 
That  men  engage  in  it  compell'd  by  force. 
And  fear,  not  courage,  it  it't  proper  source  : 
The  fear  of  tyimnt  curtom,  and  the  fear 
Lest  fbps  should  censure  us,  and  foola  should  mair. 
At  least  to  tranmle  on  our  Maker's  laws. 
And  baaard  life  for  any  or  OQ  caiiae^ 


To  rush  into  a  fix'd  eternal  state 
Out  of  the  very  flames  of  rage  and  bate. 
Or  send. another  sbiv'ring  to  the  bor 
With  ali  the  guilt  of  such  unaat'ral  war» 
Whatover  Use  may  urge,  or  Honour  pie 
On  Reason's  verdict  is  a  madn^eo'tf  deed 
Am  I  to  set  my  life  upon  a  throw, 
Because  a  hear  is  rude  and  surly  ?  No — 
A  moral,  sensible,  and  well  bred  man 
Will  not  affront  me ;  and  no  other  can. 
Were  i  empowered  to  regulate  the  lists. 
They  should  encounter  with  well-loaded 
A  Trojan  combat  would  be  something  ne 
Let  Dares  beat  Entellus  black  and  blu^  \ 
Then  each  might  show,  to  his  admiring  ! 
In  honourable  bumps  his  rich  amends. 
And  carry,  in  contusions  of  his  skull, 
A  satis&ctory  receipt  in  full. 

A  story,  in  which  native  humour  leigi 
Is  often  useful,  always  entertaioii : 
A  graver  fac^  enlisted  on  your  side. 
May  furnish  illustration,  well  applied  ; 
But  sedentery  weavers  of  long  Ules 
Give  me  the  fidgets,  and  my  patience  fa 
Tis  the  most  asinine  employ  on  Earth, 
To  hear  them  tell  of  parenUge  and  birtl 
And  echo  oonrersatioos,  dull  and  dry, 
Embellish'd  with— «  He  said,"  and  *i  S 
At  ev*ry  interview  their  route  the  same. 
The  repetition  makes  attention  lame : 
We  bosUe  up  with  unsuccessful  speed, 
And  in  the  saddest  part  cry—**  Droll  in 
The  path  of  narrative  with  care  pursue. 
Still  making  probability  your  clew ; 
On  all  the  vestiges  of  truth  attend. 
And  let  them  guide  you  to  a  decent  end 
Of  all  ambitious  man  may  entertain. 
The  worst,  that  can  invade  a  fickly  hraii 
Is  that,  which  angles  hourly  for  surprise 
And  hi^  it's  hook  with  prodigies  and  1m 
Credulous  infrmcy,  or  age  as  weak. 
Are  fittest  auditors  for  wch  to  seek. 
Who  to  please  others  will  themselves  du 
Yet  pleue  not,  but  affront  yon  to  your 
A  great  retailer  of  this  curious  waipe 
Having  unloaded  and  made  many  stare 
**  Can  this  bo  tme?"*-en  areh  ciiservei 
<*  Yes,"  (ratiier  mov'd)  **  I  saw  it  with  t\ 
'*  Sir  I  I  believe  it  on  that  ground  alone 
I  could  not,  bed  I  seen  it  with  my  own. 

A  tale  should  be  judicious,  clear,  suo 
The  language  plain,  and  incidents  well  1 
Tell  not  as  new  what  ev*ry  body  knows, 
Aqd,  new  or  old,  still  hasten  to  a  dose; 
There,  centring  in  a  focus  round  and  nc 
Let  all  your  rays  of  information  meet 
What  neither  yiekis  us  profit  nor  deligl 
Is  like  a  nurse's  lullaby  at  night; 
Oqy  Eari  of  Warwick  and  fair  Eleanorc 
Or  giant-killing  Jack,  would  please  me 

Tlie  pipe,  with  solemn  interposing  pu 
Bfakes  half  a  icatence  at  a  time  enougt 
The  doting  mges  drop  the  drowsy  straii 
Then  pause,  and  poff-^-and  speak,  and  p 
Such  often*  like  the  tube  th^  so  admin 
Impoitanttriflers!  have  more  smoke  tl 
Pemiciona  weed  I  whose  scent  the  foir ) 
Unfiriendly  to  society'^  chief  joys, 
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t  ae  sex,  waose  prcBemje  dviiueB  oun :  ^ 

Tboa  art  indeed  the  drug  a  gard'ner  wants. 
To  poison  vermin  that  infest  his  plants; 
But  are  we  so  to  wit  and  beauty  blind, 
As  to  despise  the  glory  of  our  kind» 
And  show  the  softest  minds  and  fiirest  fimnt 
As  little  mercy,  as  he  grubs  and  worms  ? 
They  dare  not  wait  the  riotous  abuse, 
Thy  thirst-creating  steams  at  length  produce, 
When  wine  has  ghr'n  indecent  language  birth, 
And  forc'd  the  floodgates  of  licentious  mirth ; 
For  seaborn  Venus  her  attachment  shows 
Still  to  that  element,  from  which  she  rose, 
And  with  a  ^uiet,  which  no  fumes  disturb. 
Sips  meek  iofusioa^  of  a  milder  herb. 

Th*  emphatic  speaker  dearly  loves  t'  oppose. 
In  contact  inconvenient,  nose  to  nose. 
As  if  the  gnomon  on  his  neighbour's  phiz. 
Touched  with  the  magnet  had  attracted  bis. 
His  whispered  theme,  dilated  and  at  large. 
Proves  after  all  a  windgun's  airy  charge. 
An  extract  of  his  diary — no  more, 
A  tasteless  journal  of  the  day  before. 
He  walk'd  abroad,  overtaken  in  the  rain 
CalPd  on  a  friend,  drank  tea,  stepped  home  again, 
Resumed  bis  purpose,  had  a  world  of  talk 
With  one  he  stumbled  on,  and  lost  his  walk. 
I  interrupt  him  with  a  sudden  bow, 
*'  Adieu',  dear  sir !  lest  you  should  lose  it  now." 

I  cannot  talk  with  civet  in  the  room, 
A  fine  poss>gentleman  that's  all  perfume ; 
The  sight's  enough — no  need  to  smell  a  beau^ 
Who  thrusts  his  nose  into  a  rareeshow  ? 
His  odoriferous  attempts  to  please 
Perhaps  might  prosper  with  a  swarm  of  bees ; 
But  we  that  make  no  hooey,  though  we  stiug, 
Poets,  are  sometimes  apt  to  maul  the  thing. 
Tu  wrong  to  bring  into  a  mix'd  resort. 
What  makes  some  sick,  and  others  i-ia-mori: 
An  argument  of  cogence,  we  may  say. 
Why  such  a  ont  should  keep  himself  away. 
A  graver  coxcomb  we  may  sometimes  see. 
Quite  as  absurd,  though  not  so  light  as  he : 
A  shallow  brain  behind  a  serious  mask. 
An  oracle  within  an  empty  cask. 
The  solemn  ibp ;  significant  and- bodge ; 
A  fool  with  judges,  amongst  fools  a  judge ; 
He  says  but  little,  and  that  little  said 
Owes  all  it's  weight,  like  loaded  dice,  to  lead. 
His  wit  invites  you  by  his  k>oks  to  come. 
But  when  you  knock  it  never  is  at  home: 
Tis  like  a  parcel  sent  you  by  the  stage, 
Some  handtoroe  present*  as  your  hopei  prenge ; 
'Tim  heavy,  bulky,  and  bids  fair  to  prove 
An  absent  friend's  fidelity  and  love. 
But  when  onpack'd  your  disappoiotment  groaDS 
To  find  it  stutiPd  with  brickbats,  earth,  and  atones. 

Some  men  employ  their  health,  an  ugly  trick, 
In  making  known  how  oft  they  have  been  sick, 
And  give  us  in  recitals  of  diaease 
A  doctor"^  trouble,  but  without  the  fees ; 
Relate  how  many  wetka  they  kept  their  bed. 
How  an  emetic  or  cathartic  sped ; 
Nothing  is  slightly  touch'd,  much  lev  forgot. 
Nose,  ears,  and  eyes,  seem  present  on  the  spot. 
Now  the  distemper,  spite  of  draught  or  pill, 
Victorious  seem^df  and  now  the  doctor'^  skill ; 


1  iicy  pui.  on  a  uamp  uigmsmp  ana  wispac  , 

They  thought  they  must  have  died,  they 
Their  peevish  hearen  almost  wish  they  had. 

Some  fretful  tempers  wince  at  ev'ry  toocb. 
You  always  do  too  little  or  too  mnch : 
You  speak  with  life,  in  hopes  to  enteitam. 
Your  elevated  voice  goes  through  the  brain  ; 
You  fall  at  once  into  a  lower  key. 
That's  worse — the  drone-pipe  of  an  bumble-liee. 
The  southern  sash  admits  too  strong  a  light. 
You  rise  and  drop  the  curtain— now  tis  nigbt. 
He  shakes  with  cold — yon  stir  the  fire  and  strive 
To  make  a  blaze — that's  roasting  him  alive. 
Serve  him  with  veuison,  and  he  chooses  fish  ; 
With  soal^that's  just  the  sort  he  would  not  wish. 
He  takes  what  he  at  first  proiess'd  to  kmtb. 
And  in  due  time  feeds  heartily  on  both ; 
Yet  still,  o'erclouded  with  a  isonstant  firown. 
He  does  not  swallow,  but  he  gulps  it  down. 
Your  hope  to  please  him  vain  on  er'ry  plan. 
Himself  should  work  that  wonder,  if  he  can^ 
Alas  !  his  efTorts  double  his  distress. 
He  likes  yours  little^  and  his  own  still  lesa. 
Thus  always  teasing  others,  always  teasNI, 
His  only  pleasure  is — to  be  displease. 

I  pity  bashful  men,  who  feel  the  pain 
Of  fancied  scorn  and  undeserv'd  disdain. 
And  bear  the  marks  upon  a  blushing  face 
Of  needless  shame,  and  self-impos'd  ditgiace. 
Our  sensibilities  are  so  acute. 
The  fear  of  being  silent  makes  us  mnte. 
We  sometimes  think  we  could  a  speech  produce 
Much  to  the  purpose,  if  our  tongues  were  kxae; 
But  being  tried,  it  dies  upon  the  lip, 
Faint  as  a  chicken's  note  that  has  the  pip  : 
Our  wasted  oil  unprofiubly  bums. 
Like  hidden  lamps  in  old  sepulchral  urns. 
Few  Frenchmen  of  this  evil  have  oomplainM  ; 
It  seems  as  if  we  Britons  were  ordained, 
By  way  of  wholesome  curb  upon  our  pride. 
To  fear  each  other,  fearing  none  beside. 
The  cause  perhaps  inquiry  may  descry. 
Self  searching  with  an  introverted  eye, 
ConceaI'd  within  an  unsuspected  part. 
The  vainest  comer  of  our  own  vain  heart : 
For  ever  aiming  at  the  world's  esteem. 
Our  self  importance  nitns  it*s  own  adieme  ; 
In  other  eyes  our  talents  rarely  shown* 
Become  at  length  so  splendid  in  our  own. 
We  dare  not  risk  them  into  public  vieir. 
Lest  they  miseatry  of  what  seems  thair  du«» 
True  modesty  is  a  discerning  grace. 
And  only  blushes  in  the  proper  ptaee^   - 
But  counterfeit  is  blind,  and  skulks  tbrougb  ftat, 
Where  tis  a  shame  to  be  asham'd  t*  appesur^ 
Humitlly  the  parent  of  the  first, 
The  last  by  vanity  •produe'd  and  nunM. 
The  circle  form'd,  we  sit  in  silent  state* 
Like  figures  drawn  upon  a  diaWplats  $         '    [ihow. 
"  Yes  ma'am,"  and  "Ndtna'am/'  utttt^aoftiy, 
Ev'ry  five  minutes  how  the  minutes  go ; 
Each  in<^vidual  suffVing  a  constraint 
Poetry  may,  but  caloots  caimot  fMunt, 
As  if  in  close  oummiHee  on  the  sky, 
Reports  it  hot  or  cold,  or  wetor  dry  ;     • 
And  finds  a  changing  dime  a  happy  source 
Of  wise  reflecttti^  and  well-^m'd  dinounu* 


UKe  cooserraion  ot  tue  poonc  neftiui. 

Of  epideaMc  throats,  if  snch  tbereare. 

And  ooaghSy  and  riie— >,  a] 

Tluit  tbCTie  ezhamlad,  a  wide 

Fni*d  op  at  last  with  iateraiiaf  Mva^ 

Who  daocM  wHh  wboa,  and  wlw  are  Be  to  wed. 

And  who  b  haog'd,  and  who  is  broafbt  to  bed : 

But  fear  to  call  a  more  ia^K>rta■t  caase. 

As  if  twere  treasoo  againat  &igfirfi  laws. 

The  Titit  paid,  with  acstacy  we  oooie. 

As  nrcMii  a  aev*D  yean  ti  ius|  ottstioa,  hoHW, 

And  there  renune  an  iiiieflilaitass*d  brow, 

Reoor^ng  what  we  lost  we  know  not  how. 

The  fiMmltiesy  that  seent'd  redoc'd  to  aoogfat, 

Eipresuoo  and  tiie  privilege  of  thoaght» 

The  reeking,  roaring  hero  of  the  chase, 
I  give  him  orer  as  a  diesp'rate  case. 
Physicians  write  m  hopes  to  woifc  a  care. 
Never,  if  honest  ones,  when  death  is  sare ; 
And  though  the  fiK  he  foDows  may  he  tao^ 
A  mere  lbK-fi>ll'wer  never  is  redaimHl. 
Some  nurier  soonld  pi  escribe  his  proper  cmiisfj 
Whose  only  fit  companion  is  his  horse. 
Or  if,  deserving  of  a  better  doom. 
The  noble  beast  jodge  otheiwise,  his  groom. 
Yet  ev^  the  rogue  that  servea  bim,  though  he  stand. 
To  take  bis  honour^  orden,  cap  in  hand, 
Prefen  b»  fellow-grooms  with  am^  good  tense. 
Their  skill  a  truth,  his  master's  a  pretence. 
If  neither  horse  nor  groom  aflect  the  squire. 
Where  can  at  last  his  jodDeysfaip  retire  ? 
O  to  the  dub,  tbesoene  of  savage  jojrs, 
,  The  school  of  coarse  good  fellowship  and  noise  { 
There,  in  the  swaet  society  of  those. 
Whose  friendship  from  bit  boyith  years  he  chose, 
Let  him  improve  bis  talent  if  be  csm. 
Till  none  but  beasfs  acknowledge  him  a  man. 

Man*s  heart  had  been  impenetrsbly  seal'd,     . 
like  theirs  that  cleave  the  flood  or  graze  the  field. 
Had  not  bis  Maker's  alUbestowbg  hand 
GiVo  him  a  tool,  and  bade  bhn  undentuid ; 
The  rms'ning  pow'r  voochsaTd  of  course  mferr'd 
The  pow'r  to  olothe  that  reason  with  his  word ; 
^  all  b  perfect,  that  God  works  on  Earth, 
AikI  he,  that  gives  cooceptam,  aids  the  birth* 
If  this  be  plain,  'tis  plainly  understood^ 
What  OSes  of  hit  boon  the  giver  would. 
The  Miod,  dtspatcb'd  upon  her  busy  toil, 
Sboold  range  where  Providence  has  Uess'd  the  soil ; 
Visiting  ev'ry  llow'r  with  labour  meet, 
AodgatViiag  all  her  treasures  sweet  by  sweet, 
^  thoold  imbue  the  tongue  with  what  she  sips. 
And  shed  the  balmy  bl^ssii^  on  the  lips, 
Tbst  good  diffus'd  may  BBore  abundant  grow. 
And  ipeedk  may  praise  the  pow'r  that  bids  it  flow. 
Will  the  tweet  warbler  of  the  livelong  ntgbt. 
That  fills  the  Ntt^ning  k>vef  nith  delight, 
forget  b'n  hanaooyy  with  rapture  heard. 
To  learn  the  twitfring  of  a  meaner  bird  ? 
Or  mak*  the  parrot's  mtaiiery  bis  choice. 
That  odious  libel  on  a  humfto  Voice  } 
No— Nature,  nnsophisticate  by  man, 
^rta  not  aside  from  her  Creator's  plan; 
The  melody,  that  was  at  tot  dcsiga'd 
To  cheer  the  mde  forefetbera  of  mankind, 
u  note  fee  note  deliver'd  in  our  ears, 
la  the  last  tetat  of  bar  six  thousand  ytait. 


w  Bom  aHB  tor  ms  cnm  nun  permits  to  mgn. 
Who  shifts  aad  shaaj^ei  all  thiags  but  bis  sh^ 
Aad  woald  degrade  her  vot'iy  to  an  ape, 
lae  uuiniil  pereot  of  abase  aad  wraag, 
Uoidt  a  asuip  d  doaumoa  o  ei  his  tongue  i 
There  sits  and  proaipts  lam  with  htt  own  di^gn 
Prescribes  the  theme,  the  tone,  and  tiie  gnmac 
And,  when  acoompushVI  ia  her  wayward  sdiool 
ChOs  gcademan  whom  she  has  made  a  feoL 
Ta  an  unalterable  fiz'd  decree. 
That  aoae  oooU  frame  or  ratify  but  die. 
That  Heav'n  aad  Hell,  aad  righteoaness  and  s 
Saarm  ia  his  path,  aad  fees  that  lurk  within, 
God  aad  his  attriboles(a  field  of  day 
Where  tis  an  angel's  bappiaeai  to  stray). 
Fruits  of  his  lose  and  wooders  of  his  oi^^t. 
Be  never  namM  in  ears  esteem'd  polite. 
That  he  who  dares,  when  she  fortnds,  be  grave, 
Shan  stand  proscrib'd,  a  madman  or  a  knave, 
A  dose  des^ner  not  to  be  bdievM, 
Or,  if  eicnsM  that  charge,  at  least  deceived. 
Oh  felly  worthy  of  the  nursed  lap. 
Give  it  the  breast,  or  slop  it*s  month  with  pap ! 
Is  it  incredible,  or  can  it  seem 
A  dream  to  any,  except  those  that  dream. 
That  man  should  lore  his  Maker,  and  tkmi  6re, 
Warming  his  heart,  shouM  at  bis  lips  trauspire 
Know  then,  and  modestly  let  fell  your  eyes. 
And  veil  your  daring  crest  that  braves  the  skiei 
That  air  of  inoolenoe  affronts  your  God, 
You  need  his  pardon,  and  provoke  his  rod : 
Now,  in  a  posture  that  becomes  you  more 
Than  that  heroic  strut  assumM  befer^ 
Know,  3rour  arrears  with  ev'ry  hour  accftie 
For  meicy  shown,  while  wrath  is  justly  due. 
The  time  is  short,  and  there  are  souls  on  Earth 
Though  future  pain  may  serve  foe  present  mirt 
Acquainted  with  the  woes,  that  fear  or  shame. 
By  FB»hion  teogbt,  forbade  them  once  to  naoM 
And,  havmg  felt  the  pangs  you  deem  a  jest. 
Have  prov'd  them  troths  too  hie  to  be  express*! 
Go  seek  on  revelation's  hallowM  ground, 
Sure  to  succeed,  the  remedy  they  found ; 
Toucfa'd  by  that  pow'r  that  yoa  have  dar'd  to  m 
That  makes  seas  stable,  and  dissolves  the  rock, 
Your  heart  shall  jriekl  a  Kfo-renewing  stream. 
That  fools,  as  you  have  done,  shall  call  a  dreai 

It  happen'd  on  a  solemn  eventide. 
Soon  after  He  that  was  our  Surety  died. 
Two  bosom  feiends,  each  pensively  indin'd. 
The  scene  of  all  those  torrows  left  behind. 
Sought  their  own  village,  busied  as  they  went 
In  musings  worthy  of  the  great  erent : 
'lliey  spake  of  him  they  lov'd,  of  him  whote  fif 
Though  blameless,  had  iacnir>d  perpetual  strifl 
Whose  deeds  bad  left,  in  spite  of  hostile  arts, 
A  deep  memorial  graven  on  their  hearts. 
The  recollection,  like  a  vein  of  ore. 
The  faitiier  trac'd,  enrieh'd  tbem  stHl  the  mon 
They  thought  him,  and  they  justly  thought  him, 
Sent  to  do  more  than  he  apptar'd  t>  have  done 
T*  exalt  a  people,  and  to  place  them  high 
Above  all  else,  and  woader'd  he  should  die. 
Ere  yet  they  brought  their  journey  to  an  end, 
A  stranger  jinn'd  themi  courteous  as  a  friend, 
Aad  ask'd  them  with  a  krod  engaging  air 
What  their  aflictiOD  was,  and  bt^^  *  Ant* 
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Infomi'd,  he  gathered  up  tbe  lirokeo  tbre^^ 
Andy  truth  and  wisdom  graclog  all  he  said. 
Explained,  illustrated,  and  searcbM  so  well 
The  tender  theme,  on  which  they  chose  to  dwell. 
That  reaching  home,  **  The  ui^ht,"  ibey  said,  "  it 
We  must  not  now  be  parted,  sojourn  here"     [near^ 
The  new  acquaintance  soon  became  a  guest. 
And,  made  so  welcome  at  their  simple  feast. 
He  bless'd  the  bread,  but  vanished  at  the  word. 
And  left  them  both  exclaiming,  **  Twas  the  Lord  ! 
Did  not  our  hearts  feel  all  he  deign'd  to  say," 
Did  they  not  bnm  within  us  by  the  way  ? 

Now  theirs  was  converse,  such  as  it  bebovcf 
Man  to  maintain,  and  such  as  God  approves : 
Their  views  indeed  were  indistinct  and  dim. 
But  yet  successful,  being  aim*d  at  him. 
Christ  and  his  character  their  only  scope. 
Their  object,  and  their  subject,  and  their  hope. 
They  felt  what  it  became  them  much  to  feel. 
And,  wanting  him  to  loose  the  sscred  seal. 
Found  him  as  prompt,  as  their  desire  was  true. 
To  spread  the  newborn  glories  in  their  view. 
Well — ^what  are  ages  and  the  lapse  of  time 
Match'd  against  truths,  as  lasting  as  sublime  ? 
Can  length  pf  years  on  God  hjmself  exact  ? 
Or  make  that  fiction,  which  was  once  a  fact  ? 
No— onarble  and  recofding  brass  decay. 
And  like  the  graver's  mem'ry  pass  away ; 
The  works  of  man  inlMrit,  as  is  just. 
Their  author's  frailty,  and  return  to  dust : 
But  truth  divine  for  ever  stands  secure, 
It*s  head  is  guarded  as  it*s  base  is  sure ; 
Fix'd  in  the  rolling  6ood  of  endless  yearf. 
The  pillar  of  th'  etenial  plan  appears, 
Tbe  raring  storm  and  dashing  wave  defies. 
Built  by  ^t  architect,  who  bnilt  tbe  skies. 
Hearts  may  be  foapd,  that  harbour  at  this  hour 
That  love  of  Christ,  and  all  K*s  qnick'niiig  pow'r ; 
And  lips  umtaio'd  by  folly  or  by  strife. 
Whose  wisdom,  drawn  frogi  the  deep  well  of  lifie. 
Tastes  of  it*k  heaHbfbl  origin,  and  flows 
A  Jordaalbrth'ablntkMiofoarwoeSb  * 
O  days  of  Heav'n,  and  nights  of  eqiMl  praise^ 
Serene  and  peacefai  as  those  heavenly  days, 
When  souls  dnurn  upwards  in  commonioo  sweet 
£qioy  tbe  stillness  of  some  ckwe  retreat, 
Diaoottiae,  as  if  rtleat>d  sumI  safe  at  home. 
Of  dngtrs  past,  and  wonders  yet  to  come. 
And  spread  tbe  saorad  treaaores  of  the  breast 
Upon  the  lap  of  covenanted  Rest, 

"  What,  alwnyt  dreamhig  over  beav'aly  things. 
Like  aage(-heads  ta  stooe  with  pigeon-wingt  ? 
Canting  ood  wbhiing  out  all  day  the  word. 
And  half  tbe  mgbt  ?  Csmi^  and  ahaard  ! 
MiM  ba  tha  Aiiaiid  leas  frisqueol  in  bis  pray'rs. 
Who  nmkm  m>  bustle  with  his  aool*s  affiun. 
Whose  wit  eaa  brighten  up  a  wintry  day^ 
And  chase  the  §f\omfUa  dull  boura  away ; 
ComeiBt  on  Earth  in  earthly  thhigi  to  sbiiM. 
Wh«  waits  fcr  Heav^o  eve  ha  becomes  diviae» 
iMVis  faioto  t' e^iof  thosa  allitodas  tlN|v  taaoh, 
And  plueki  tha  Mn  plao4  man  within  bia  raacb." 

Well  spokaa*  Advoeata  af  sin  and  ahama. 
Known  by  thy  Mostiog,  Iraorasice  thy  naaie. 
Is  sparkling  wil  the  WarM'e  caokuifa  ri|^ } 
Tbe  fiifd  fiea-piaiplaartbafaio  aai  light  ? 
Can  hopes  of  Haa^^  bri^  pfVipaeU  of  an 
That  cam*  t«  waA  us  out  of  aomm^vov*r. 


Obscure  or  qiimh  a  faculty,  MMt  fiada 

It's  happiest  soil  in  the  sereoest  minds  ? 

Religion  curbs  indeed  it*s  wanton  plajr^ 

And  brings  the  trifler  under  ng'rous  sway« 

But  gives  it  usefulness  unknown  befiwe^ 

And,  purifying,  makes  it  ^bine  the  OMpe* 

A  Christian's  wit  b  inoflbusive  lifcht, 

A  beam  that  aids,  but  never  giievea  the  sight  i 

Vigorous  in  age  as  in  the  flush  of  youth, 

*Tis  always  active  on  the  side  of  truth  $ 

TempVance  and  peace  iosuie  it's  heallhlul  state. 

And  make  it  brightest  at  it^  latasl  date. 

Oh  I  have  seen  (nor  bopp  perhaps  in  vaiu^ 

Ere  life  go  down,  to  see  such  starts  ^ain) 

A  vet'raa  waorior  in  tbe  Christian  fi^kl^ 

Who  never  saw  tbe  sword  he  could  not  wiaMs 

Grave  without  dulness,  leamed  without  fpidar 

Exact,  ]ret  not  precise,  thoo^  meel^  keea  ayVI  | 

A  man  that  would  have  foil'd  at  their  oana  pSfiy 

A  dozen  would -bes  of  tbe  modem  day  ; 

Who,  when  occasaop  justified  it'f  use. 

Had  wit  as  bright  as  ready  to  produce, 

Could  fetch  froin  records  of  an  earlier  age. 

Or  from  philosophy's  enlighten'd  pagii. 

His  rich  materials,  and  regale  your  ear 

With  strains  it  was  a  privilege  to  bear; 

Yet  above  all  his  luxury  supreme. 

And  his  chief  glory,  was  the  Gospel  theme  f 

There  he  was  copious  as  old  Greece  or  RooBe, 

His  happy  eloquence  seem'd  there  at  home. 

Ambitious  not  to  shine  or  to  excel. 

But  to  treat  justly  what  he  lov'd  so  welU 

It  moves  me  more  perhaps  than  folly  uu|^ 
When  some  green  heads,  as  void  of  wit  as  tbou^t. 
Suppose  themsehet  monopolists  of  sense. 
And  wiser  men's  ability  pretence. 
Though  time  will  wear  us,  and  we  must  grow  old. 
Such  OMU  ass  not  forgot  as  soon  as  cold. 
Their  fragrant  mem'ry  will  outlast  their  tomb, 
Embalm'd  for  eve^  in  it's  own  perfume. 
And  to  say  truth,  though  in  it's  early  priiae. 
And  when  unstain'd  with,  any  grosser  crioiep 
Youth  has  a  sprightliness  and  fire  to  boast. 
That  in  the  valley  of  decline  are  lost. 
And  Virtue  with  peculiar  charms  appears, 
Crown'd  with  the  garland  of  life's  blooming  years  i 
Y&.  Age,  by  long  experience  well  inform'd. 
Well  read,  well  temper'd,  with  religioQ  warm'd. 
That  fire  abated,  which  impels  rash  youth. 
Proud  of  his  speed,  to  overshoot  tbe  truth. 
As  time  improves  the  grape's  autheutie  juice. 
Mellows  and  makes  tbe  speech  more  fit  Cor  use. 
And  claims  a  rev'refiee  in  it's  short*ning  day. 
That  tis  an  honour  and  a  joy  to  pay. 
The  fruits  of  Age,  less  fair,  are  yet  more  sound. 
Than  those  a  bri|^ter  season  pours  around ; 
And,  like  fb»  stores  autumnal  subs  auitnre. 
Through  wintry  rigours  mmnpairM  andore. 

What  is  teatio  freaay,  soom'd  so  much. 
And  dreadad  more  than  a  oontagioos  touch  ? 
I  grant  it  daag^nons,  and  approva  your  fear, 
TbMt  fire  is  cafrfaiwg  if  you  draw  too  near; 
But  sage  obserfars  oft  mistaka  the  flanie. 
And  give  true  piety  that  odious  name. 
To  tremble  (as  tbe  onatoreof  an  hour 
Ought  at  tha  view  of  an  almighty  pon'r) 
Before  his  presaace,  at  whose  awful  tbrona 
All  trembisi  ia  all  «ockls,  except  our  ovn, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


CONVERSATION* 


ff41 


fo  jnippfieate  hit  mercy,  lore  li«  wiys, 
And  prize  Lhein  alwvc  pleasure,  weilth,  ur  prairie,, 
Thoufh  common  sense,  allow'tl  a  casting  voice, 
Atm]  free  from  bhiR,  must  ap^imvc  the  choice, 
Convicts  a  mm  fatiattc  in  th*  cKtreme, 
And  vild  <is  raftdopwi  in  the  world*!  (ntcem. 
Bat  I  hat  disease,  *hcii  eoberly  d^fin'dj 
It  the  fal*e  fire  of  nn  o'^rhfatcd  im&d ; 
It  vie»»  the  truth  witLi  a  dii^Lorted  eye. 
And  cither  wai  pi  or  lays  it  UfveJcw  by  j 
*Tis  paiTOW,  selfish,  wrrojcuflt,  aud  draw* 
It^s  sordid  noiirifchment  fmm  mart's  applatiae  ; 
AikI  while  at  heart  fin  uinrcliiiqiii.«<h'd  lies, 
Presumes  itself  chief  fav'rite  of  the  sktes, 
'Tis  such  «  light  m  putrefaction  breed t 
In  fly-blown  flesh,  whereon  the  mafcsrat  feeds. 
Slimes  in  the  dark,  but,  n^her'd  into  day, 
The  stench  remainSj  the  Lustre  dies  away- 
True  bim,  if  iiisn  may  reach  it,  is  compos'd 
Of  health  in  union  rautuaily  discJoi'd  i 
And,  farewell  el&e  ail  hope  of  pure  delight. 
Those  heaiti  should  he  reclaimed,  renew 'd,  upright. 
Bftd  roeo,  pTOfaninf  friendship's  ballow'd  naroe, 
Form,  in  it*!  stead,  a  covenant  of  shame, 
A  dark  cimfed'racy  agminst  the  laws 
Of  virtue,  and  religion*!*  glorious  eaus*  ; 
They  build  each  other  up  with  dreadftil  (skifl, 
M  bastions  set  point  blank  a^in-^t  Ood^a  will  j 
Enlarge  and  fortify  the  drejid  redonht, 
I>i3cply  resoLv'd  to  shtit  a  Sariour  out ; 
Call  legiiins  lip  ffi^im  Hell  to  back  the  de'ed  ; 
And,  cursM  with  conquest,  finally  succeed. 
But  Mmlsj  that  carry  on  a  blest  exchatige 
Of  joy?,  they  in*ct  with  in  their  heav^nJy  range. 
And  with  a  fearless  confidence  make  known 
The  sorrow?,  symiiathy  esteems  it's  own, 
Diaily  derive  increasing  Hght  and  for  re 
Fram  snch  oommuuion  in  their  pleasant  conr^ 
Feel  IvM  the  journey^s  roU|fhnes!5  ancj  it*s  length. 
Meet  their  opposers  witti  united  $tren^hj 
And,  one  in  hearty  in  intV^st,  and  desi^^ 
Gird  up  each  otiier  to  the  race  dirine. 

But  Conversation,  choose  what  theme  we  may, 
And  chiefly  when  religion  leads  the  way, 
Should  flow,  like  w [iters  after  summeiriihow'rs, 
Not  asi  if  rflisM  by  mere  mechanic  pow'rs* 
The  Chriitiani  in  irhose  soul,  though  now  distrc^M, 
Ijjves  the  dear  thoufi[ht  of  joys  he  nnce  piKAoss^d, 
When  nil  his  glowing  language  issued  fortli 
With  God's  deep  stamp  upon  it*a  current  worth, 
Will  r^ak  without  drsgui'se,  and  mu^t  iixipart. 
Sad  A5  it  jS,  his  undi^scmblinf^  htart. 
Abhors  constraint,  and  dart>H  not  feigii  a  zeal. 
Or  seem  to  boast  a  fire  he  does  rntt  feel. 
The  song  of  Slon  ts  a  lii«teIcHi  thinf, 
Uo  l«is ,  «f he  n  rUi  ng  on  a  j  oy  fii  I  w  i  ng^ 
The  fionl  can  mix  with  the  c«'le$tial  bands. 
And  f;ive  the  strain  the  citmpa*^  it  demand ji. 

Strange  tidings  ihesic  to  tell  a  World,  who  treat 
All  but  their  own  ifiKpericoce  as  deceit ! 
Will  they  tielicve,  thongh  en  diilous  ejinii|:li^ 
To  swallow  much  upon  much  weaker  proof, 
That  there  nn-  blc^t  inhahkantii  of  Eaith, 
Partakers  of  a  new  ethereal  blith. 
Their  hopes ,  desires,  and  pur|)n<es  cEstrarrg'd 
Fi^m  Ihing!;  turre^^trial^  and  divinely  changed. 
Their  very  bnpjafTe  oPa  kiod^  that  speaks 
The  sour»  Rure  int'rett  m  Uic  i^ood  £hc  seekij 
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Who  deal  with  Sc*riptijpp,  it*s  irtipoHancc  felt. 

As  TuUy  with  phikvwphy  once  dtmlt. 

And  in  the  silent  watches  of  the  night. 

And  through  the  tcenes  of  toil-rCDewm^  light. 

The  social  iralk,  or  solitary  ride. 

Keep  !<till  the  dear  companion  at  their  iide  I 

No^shanne  upon  a  8elf-^di*!gTacing  age, 

Glides  work  may  wrve  an  api?  upon  n  stagje 

With  such  a  je^,  as  HH'd  with  hellish  glee 

Certain  inviNiblei  as  shrew*d  as  he  j 

But  veneration  or  respect  flnds  none, 

Sive  from  the  subjects  of  that  work  alone. 

The  World  grown  old  Jjer  deep  discemmeot  sHoWf, 

Clap«  ipecUcles  on  her  sagfaeions  nose^ 

Pernsei  closely  the  true  Christian '«  fare. 

And  finds  it  a  mere  maak  of  sly  pimacc; 

Usurps  Ood*8  office,  lays  hit  boiom  bare^ 

And  finds  hypocrisy  close  lurking  there  ; 

And,  serving  God  henteif  through  mere  conAtra^nt, 

Concludes  his  nnfeign'd  love  of  him  a  feint 

And  yet,  God  krHiws,  look  human  natnre  throngh^ 

(And  in  due  time  the  World  shall  know  it  too) 

That  since  the  flowers  fif  Rden  felt  the  blast, 

Tliat  af%er  roan*s  defeaion  laid  all  waste. 

Sincerity  tow^ds  the  heart- searching  God 

Hiis  made  the  new-born  creature  her  abode^ 

Nor  fehall  h«  found  in  unregenVate  souls, 

Till  the  last  fire  hum  all  between  the  polei. 

Sincerity  I  why  ^Us  his  only  pride. 

Weak  and  imperfect  in  all  grmce  beside. 

He  knows  that  God  demand*  his  heart  entlrfj 

And  gives  iifm  all  his  just  demsndi^  require, 

l^'ilhont  tt  his  pretensions  were  as  vain, 

As  havinf  it  he  deems  the  World^s  disdain  * 

That  ^eat  ilefect  would  cost  him  not  alone 

Man*s  favourable  judgment,  but  his  own  ; 

His  birthright  ?haken,  and  no  longer  clear 

Thim  wtiik  his  ccwhict  pro^'cs  his  heart  fineere* 

Retort  the  char^^  and  let  the  World  tie  told 

She  boasts  a  confidence  she  does  not  hold  ; 

Thati  conscious  of  her  crtmes,  she  feels  iostcatl 

A  cold  mis^ving,  and  a  killing  dread  : 

'I'hflt  while  in  heaTth  the  (rtound  of  her  support 

Is  madly  to  forget  that  life  U  short ; 

That  ftiik  she  trembler,  knowing  she  must  die, 

JHIer  hope  presumption,  and  her  faith  a  lie  ; 

That  while  <vlie  dote^,  and  dreams  that  she  helleVM 

She  mocks  her  Maker*  aivl  herseif  dectivt-s^ 

Her  utmost  reai^h,  historical  a.nent, 

The  iloctrineir  warp'd  to  what  they  never  me«nt  i 

Tbat  truth  itself  is  in  her  head  a>s  <1uU 

And  u.«eless  as  a  candle  in  a  &cull, 

And  all  her  love  of  f^od  a  grouiidle-'is  claittif 

A  tri^k  upon  the  canvass,  painted  flame. 

Tell  h«^r  agaiti,  the  sneer  upon  her  fice. 

And  all  her  consurcs  of  the  work  of  grace. 

Are  insincere,  meant  oi>ly  to  conceal 

A  dreail  ^he  would  uot^  yrtt  is  fore^d  to  feel  * 

That  in  her  heart  the  Christian  she  i^veres, 

And  while  she  jieetns  to  seoni  liioif  only  feari, 

A  fioet  doen  not  work  by  square  or  line, 
A'i  smiths  and  joiners  perfect  a  desii^^n  ; 
At  least  we  moderns,  our  attenttgn  less. 
Beyond  tV  example  of  our  sires  di^re.^, 
And  clnim  a  right  to  team  per  and  run  widl, 
%\'herfVcr  chanre,  caprice",  or  fiiney  guide. 
The  Wiprld  and  I  fortuitou^y  met ; 
1  i>w'd  a  trifle  aiid  have  paid  tha  dfitt  ^ 
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Ana,  naviug  sirncK  me  DOiance,  now  proceea. 
Perhaps  however  as  tome  yean  have  past'd, 
Since  she  ao4  I  eonvers'd  together  le«t» 
And  t  have  liv'd  reclsfe  in  rural  shades, 
Which  leldom  a  distinct  report  pervades. 
Great  chancres  and  new  manners  have  occurred, 
And  blest  reforms,  that  I  have  never  heard, 
Antl  she  inay  now  be  as  discreet  and  wise. 
As  once  absurd  in  all  discerning  eyes. 
Sobriety  perhaps  may  now  be  found, 
Where  once  Intoxication  press'd  the  ground ; 
The  subde  and  injntious  may  be  just, 
And  he  grows  chaste,  that  was  the  slave  of  lust ; 
Arts  once  esteemed  may  be  with  shame  diraiisa'd ; 
Charity  nuiy  relax  the  miter's  Bst ; 
The  gamester  may  have  oast  his  cards  away, 
Forgot  to  curse,  and  only  kneel  to  pray. 
It  has  indeed  been  told  me  (with  what  weight. 
How  credibly,  'lis  hard  for  me  to  state) 
That  fables  old,  that  seem'd  for  ever  mute, 
Reviv'd  are  hastening  into  ire^h  repute. 
And  gods  and  goddesses,  discarded  long 
Like  useless  lumber,  or  a  stroller's  song. 
Are  bringing  into  vogue  their  heathen  traiOy 
And  Jo(}iter  bids  fair  to  rule  again  ^ 
That  certain  feasts  are  instituted  now, 
Where  Vpnus  hears  the  lover's  tender  vow  j    . 
That  all  Olympus  through  the  country  vovea, 
To  consecrate  o|ir  few  remaining  grove^ 
And  Echo  leams  politely  to  repeat    - 
The  praise  of  names  for  ages  obsolete ; 
That  having  prov'd  the  weakness,  it  should  seem. 
Of  revelation's  inefffctual  beam, 
To  bring  the  passions  under  sober  iway. 
And  give  the  moral  springs  their  proper  play, 
1'hey  mean  to  try  wluit  may  at  last  be  done, 
By  stout  substantial  gods  6f  wood  and  stone. 
And'  t^bether  Roman  rites  may  not  produce 
The  virtues  of  old  Rome  for  English  use. 
May  such  success  attend  the  pious  plan, 
I4ay  Mercury  once  more  embellish  m^, 
Grace  him  again  with  long  forgotten  arts. 
Reclaim  bis  taste,  and  l:^ighten  up  his  parts. 
Make  him  athletic  as  ip  days  of  old, 
LeamM  at  the  bar,  in  the  paJsestra  bold. 
Divest  the  rougher  sex  of  fenrmle  airs, 
And  teach  the  softer  not  to  copy  theirs : 
The  cbahge  shall  please,  nor  shall  it  matter  aught 
Wlio  works  the  wonder,  if  it  be  but  wrought. 
'Tis  time,  however,  if  the  case  stands  thus. 
For  us  plain  folks,  aod  all  who  side  with  us. 
To  build  our  altar,  confident  and  bold. 
And  say 'a^  stem  Elijah  said  of  old, 
The  strife  now  stands  upon  a  fair  award. 
If  Israers  Lord  l)e  God,  then  sei-ve  the  Lord  : 
If  be  be  silent,  faith  is  all  a  whim, 
Then  Baal  is  the  God,  and  worship  him. 
Digression  is  so  much  in  modem  use. 
Thought  is  so  rare,  and  foncy  so  profuse^ 
Soma  never  seem  so  wide  of  their  intent. 
As  when  returning  to  the  theme  they  meant; 
AV  mendicants,  whose  business  is  to  roam. 
Make  ev'ry  parish  but  thtir  own  their  home. 
Though  Quch  continual  zigzags  in  a  book. 
Such  drunken  reelings  have  an  awkward  look. 
And  I  had  rather  creep  to  what  is  true. 
Than  rove  and  itagger  with  no  nvk  in  tiew  ; 


I  ne  ireaxisn  nnmour  or  ine  present  ume : 

But  now  to  gather  up  what  seems  dispers'd. 

And  touch  the  subject  I  designed  «t  first. 

May  prove,  though  much  boide  the  rules  of  ar^ 

Best  for  the  public,  and  my  wisest  part. 

And  first,  let  no  man  charge  me,  that  I  mean 

To  close  in  sable  av'ry  social  scene. 

And  give  good  coro|)any  a  foce  severe. 

As  if  they  met  around  a  fiither's  bier ; 

For  tell  some  men,  that  pleasure  all  their  bent. 

And  laughter  all  their  work,  is  life  mi^pent. 

Their  wisdom  bursts  into  this  sage  reply, 

*•  Then  mirth  is  sin,  and  we  should  always  cry." 

To  find  the  medium  asks  some  share  of  wH, 

And  therefore  tis  a  mark  fools  nevm*  hit. 

But  though  life's  valley  be  a  vale  of  team, 

A  brighter  scene  beyond  that  vale  appeart. 

Whose  glory  with  a  light,  that  never  fodes. 

Shoots  between  scatter'd  rocks  and  op*Biiig  i 

And,  while  it  shows  the  land  the  soul  desirea. 

The  language  of  the  land  she  seeks  intpirts. 

Tluif  touch'd,  the  tongue  receives  a  saered  cofo 

Of  all  that  was  absurd,  prefone,  impure ; 

Held  within  modest  bounds,  the  tide  of  speech 

Pursues  the  course,  that  Troth  and  Nature  teach; 

No  longer  labours  merely  to  produce 

The  pomp  of  sound,  or  tiidcle  witho«it  me  t 

Where'er  it  winds,  the  salutary  stream. 

Sprightly  and  fresh,  enriches  ev^ry  these. 

While  all  the  happy  man  posess^d  before, 

llie  gift  of  nature,  or  the  classic  store. 

Is  made  subservient  to  the  grand  design. 

For  f  hich  Hea'vn  form'd  the  focnlty  divinei. 

So  should  ui  Miot,  while  at  large  he  atrayi. 

Find  the  sweet  lyre,  on  which  an  artist  plays. 

With  rash  and  awkward  force  the  choid  be  shak«» 

Aod  grins  with  wonder  at  the  jar  he  makea  ; 

But  let  the  wise  and  well-'mstructed  band 

Once  take  the  shell  beneath  bis  just  commaiid^ 

In  gentle  sounds  it  seems  as  it  complain*d 

Of  the  rude  injuries  it  late  snstain'd. 

Till  tun'd  at  length  to  some  innmortal  song. 

It  sounds  Jehovah^s  name,  aod  ponrshis  praise  aloBf* 
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Hacknst'd  in  iMiStnesa.  wearied  at  that  oar. 
Which  thousands,  once  mat  chained  to, quit  ao  more^ 
But  which,  when  Itfe  at  ebb  runs  weak  and  low. 
All  wish,  or  seem  io  wish,  they  could  forego  ; 
The  statesman,  lawyer,  merchant,  man  of  timde. 
Pants  for  the  refuge  of  some  rural  shade, 
Where,  all  bis  long  anxieties  forgot 
Amid  the  charms  of  a  soquester'd  spot. 
Or  recollected  only  to  gild  o'er. 
And  add  a  smile  to  what  was  sweet  befora; 
He  may  posses^  the  j<^  he  thinks  he  sees,. 
Lay  his  old  age  upon  the  lap  of  Ease, 
Improve  the  reoroaat  of  h'ls  wasted  span. 
And,  haTiqg  Inred  •  trifler,  die  a  nui. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


RETIREMENT. 


^43 


Thus  Coirteknre  pleads  hiJr  cause  wHbio  tb<J  br^*ist, 

Though  long  reUtfll'd  is  gainst,  not  yet  suppress  *d, 

And  calU  a  creatare  formed  for  OotI  alone, 

For  Heavn*»  bigli  porposesi  and  nut  hb  oww. 

Calls  him  mwciy  from  ftelfkb  cnAi  oiid  ajms, 

From  what  debiUtat«H  and  wlmt  inflame. 

From  cjtie*  hummtng  wiUi  a  rcstlKSii  cruw'd. 

Sordid  as  active,  igtitirntJt  as  luiiJ, 

Whose  liiguGbt  prAi«e  is  that  they  live  in  valo, 

Tlie  dtip4is  of  pleasure,  or  the  slaves  oF  gain, 

Where  work*  of  m^ii  aic  cJujtcr'd  ctose  aroynd. 

And  works  of  God  are  hurdly  tolie  found. 

To  regions  where,  in  spito  of  tin  and  wo. 

Traces  of  Blen  are  aiill  seen  b^dow, 

Where  mountain,  river,  forest,  field,  and  ^fove, 

Rcmiml  him  of  Uh  Maker*s  pow*r  and  love, 

»Tis  well  if,  lookM  for  nt  so  late  a  day, 

In  the  last  Eeene  of  su<:h  a  seniieless  play, 

True  Wisdom  will  attend  hit  feeble  call, 

And  grace  hii  action  ere  the  ciirtiin  fall. 

Souls,  that  hAve  loog  despis'd  Ibeir  heavhily  birth, 

Tlirir  wishes  alt  impregnated  with  Earth, 

For  threescore  ytars  employed  with  ceaseless  care 

In  catching  f  moke  and  feeding  upon  air, 

Convprsaut  tmlf  with  the  wayi  of  cum. 

Barely  redeijni  tjte  short  remaining  ten. 

loTet'ratc  habits  choke  th'  unfruitful  heart, 

Their  fibres  penetrate  it's  tendVcit  part, 

And,  draining  jl*s  nutritioits  pow'rs  to  feed 

Tbeir  noxious  (^^owth,  starre  cvVy  better  seed, 

Happy,  if  full  of  days— but  happier  far^ 
Ifj  ere  we  yet  discern  life's  ev'nfng  star, 
Sick  of  the  service  of  a  world,  that  feeds 
IV%  patient  dnidsfea  wiUi  dry  dmiTand  wetds. 
We  can  efi<:ape  from  Cuil(*ra^8  idiot  away, 
To  sct^'C  the  Sovereign  we  mere  born  t*  obey- 
Tfaen  sweet  to  muse  upon  his  liktll  displayed 
(Infinite  skill)  in  all  that  he  ht^  made  I 
To  traec  in  Nature's  most  minnte  design 
The  signature  and  stamp  of  power  divine, 
Cuntrivanee  intricate,  e>tprKS*d  with  ease, 
Wliere  unassisted  sight  no  beatity  pees. 
The  5hap<u]y  limb  and  lubriealed  joint, 
Within  tli/e  bmail  dimension!^  of  a  )H>int, 
Muwtc  and  nerve  miraculously  spun, 
Hi«f  mighty  work,  who  speaks  and  rt  is  done, 
Th'  invisible  in  things  scare^e  5*en  reveal'dj 
To  whom  an  atom  is  an  ample  field  , 
To  wonder  at  a  thousand  in  sect  form^a, 
These  hatch'd  and  tho?c  resnseitaleil  worms, 
Kew  life  ordained  and  brighter  scenes  to  sliare, 
Once  prone  on  earth,  iiow  buoyant  upon  air, 
\lliose  shape  would  make  them,  had  they  bulk  and 
II ore  hideous  fm^s  than  fancy  can  demise  ;        f^tjee, 
IVith  helmet- beads,  and  dra^on-tcales  adorned. 
The  mighty  myriads,  now  securely  scum'd, 
Would  mock  the  maj<?sty  of  man's  high  birtb, 
Xle»pi!)C  his  bidwarku,  and  unpeople  earth  : 
Tlien  with  a  glanee  of  fancy  ta  snney. 
Far  as  the  faculty  can  stretch  away, 
Ten  thousand  rivers  ponrM  at  iiij§  command 
From  nms,  that  never  fail,  through  ev'ry  land  ; 
These  like  a  deluge  with  impetuous  force, 
Tho$e  winding  mcxJestly  a  silent  course ; 
The  cloud^flur mounting  Alpj^,  the  fruitful  vales  ; 
£<^s,  on  which  cv'ry  nation  spreads  her  laih  ; 
The  Sun,  a  world  whence  other  worldiv  drink  Irght, 
The  crvcent  Mopn,  Vxt  diackm  of  night  j 


Stars  count  lew,  each  in  hit  tppointo^l  place, 

Fpst  anchored  in  the  deep  aby**  of  tpace^ 

At  stich  a  ^ght  to  catch  the  jjoet' s  flame. 

And  with  a  rapture  like  his  owr>  exctaim, 

**  These  are  thy  glorious  works,  thou  source  of  good, 

How  dimly  seen,  how  faintly  undersTood  I 

Thine,  and  upheld  by  thy  patLTnal  care. 

This  univfTi^'il  frame*,  thus  wondrous  fair ; 

Thy  powV  divine,  and  bounty  beyond  thought, 

Ador'd  3nd  prais'd  in  all  that  thou  hast  wrvugbL 

Al»sorb'd  in  that  immensity  I  see, 

I  shrink  ahai'd,  And  yet  aspire  to  thee  ; 

It^etnict  mp-,  guide  me  to  that  heavenly  dey. 

Thy  words,  more  clearly  than  thy  works,  display. 

That,  while  thy  truths  my  grosser  thoucrhtt  rcfiutp 

I  may  resemble  thee,  and  call  thee  rotue." 

O  blest  proficiency  !  surpa*?ing  all, 
That  men  erroneousty  their  glory  call. 
The  Te<x>mpertae  that  arts  or  arms  can  yieldj, 
The  bar,  the  ^cnate,  or  ibe  tented  fitdd. 
Compar'd  with  tills  suhlimesl  life  below, 
"^'e  kiiJi^s  and  rttlers,  what  have  conrLs  to  sliow? 
Tiujs  studitnl,  U5*d  and  coniecr^Led  thus, 
0«  Earth  what  is,  seems  fbrmVi  indec<t  for  us  4 
Not  as  the  plaything  of  a  froward  child, 
tretful  unless  divertetf  and  beguil'd, 
Much  less  to  feed  and  fan  the  falal  firci 
Of  pride,  ambition,  or  impure  deaires, 
But  as  a  scale,  by  which  the  soul  ascendfi 
From  mighty  means  to  more  important  ends. 
Securely,  though  by  ste[is  but  rarely  trud. 
Mounts  from  inferior  beings  up  to  Gud, 
And  sees  by  00  fallacious  light  or  dint, 
Earth  made  for  man,  and  itian  himself  for  him. 

Krit  111  at  I  mean  t^  approve^  or  wotdd  enforce 
A  superatittous  and  mfwjjistic  couree  * 
Truth  is  not  lot^al,  GVl  alike  pervades 
And  fdls  the  world  of  traffic  and  the  Mia<tes, 
And  may  be  fear'd  amidst  the  bnitiest  scenes, 
Or  scom'd  where  busjneAs  nercr  intervenes, 
liutUi^  ruDt  easy  with  a  mind  like  ours, 
Conscious  of  weakness  in  it'*  rmhie*t  pow^rs^ 
And  in  a  world  where,  other  ills  apart, 
The  mving  eye  tnlslcads  the  carclc^  heart, 
To  limit  Thought,  by  nature  prune  to  stray 
M'jiercvcr  ficakish  Fancy  point?  the  way ; 
Tu  bid  the  pleadings  of  Self-love  be  still. 
Resign  our  own  and  seek  our  Maker's  will ; 
To  ipi-ead  the  page  of  Scripture,  and  compart 
Our  conduct  with  the  laws  engraven  there  j 
T,>  mea*^ure'nll  that  pas!^s  in  thir  breast* 
Iviilhfully,  fairly,  bytbat  sacred  test  ^ 
Tu  divf^  itUo  the  secret  deeps  within, 
T(f  s|mre  no  passion  and  no  fnv'rite  sin. 
And  iciircli  the  themes,  important  aliO^e  alt, 
rJonekes,  and  our  reeov*ry  from  our  fail. 
But  leisiure,  !^i1cnce,  and  a  mind  released 
From  aipciuus  thoughts  how  wealth  may  be  incrcasM, 
Jlyw  to  s^^eure,  in  some  propitioii"*  hour, 
The  point  of  interest  or  the  jjuiit  of  pow'r, 
A  s'lul  tterene,  and  equally  rctir'd 
From  objr;i:Lf  tio  much  dreaded  ur  desir'd, 
t^afi*  from  the  chmnura  of  penerie  dispute. 
At  Eca^t  aie  friendly  to  tbp  great  pursuits 

0|>'iiing  the  map  of  Go-l^ji  extensive  pUti, 
We  find  a  littSc  isle  th;s  life  of  tn^n  ; 
F-ternity'i»  uiikuown  expanse  appears 
CircKuf  arouudftnd  UnuliJif  his  yean^ 
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The  btuy  race  examine  and  explore 
Each  creek  and  cavern  of  the  dang'roos  shore. 
With  care  collect  what  in  their  eyes  excels. 
Some  shining  pebbles,  and  some  weeds  and  shells ; 
Thus  laden,  dreap^  that  they  are  rich  and  great. 
And  happiest  he  that  groans  beneath  his  weight ; 
The  waves  overtake  them  in  their  serious  play. 
And  ev*ry  hour  sweeps  nmltitudes  away ; 
They  shriek  and  sink,  survivors  start  and  weep. 
Pursue  tbeir  sport,  and  follow  to  the  deep. 
A  few  f:>rsake  the  throng ;  with  lifted,  eyes 
A»k  wealth  of  Heay'n,  and  gain  a  real  prize. 
Truth,  wisdurt),  grace,  and  peace  like  tiiat  above, 
Seal'd  with  his  signet,  whom  they  serve  and  love  | 
Scom*d  by  the  rest,  with  patient  hope  they  wait 
A  kind  release  fipom  their  imperfect  state. 
And  unregretted  are  soon  snatched  away 
From  scenes  of^rrow  into  glorious  day. 

Nor  th^se  alone  prefer  a  life  recluse. 
Who  seek  retirement  for  it's  proper  use ; 
The  love  of  change,  that  lives  in  ev|ry  breast, 
Geniuf  and  temper,  and  desire  of  rest. 
Discordant  motives  in  one  centre  meet. 
And  each  inclines  it*s  vot*ry  to  retreat. 
Some  minds  by  nature  are  averse  to  noise. 
And  hate  the  tumult  half  the  world  enjoys, 
The  lure  of  av'rice,  or  the  pompous  prqee. 
That  courts  display  before  ambitious  eyes ; 
The  fruits  that  hiang  on  pleasure's  flow'ry  stem, 
Whate'er^nchants  them^  are  no  snares  to  them. 
To  thent  the  deep  recess  of  dusky  groves. 
Or  forest,  ^here  the  deer  securely  roves, 
The  fiall  of  waters,  apd  the  song  of  birds, 
And  hills  that  echo  to  the  distant  herds. 
Are  luxurie|i  excelling  all  the  glare 
The  World  can  boast,  aqd  her  chief  ftiv'rites  share. 
With  eager  step,  and  carelessly  array'd, 
For  such  a  ,cauBe  the  poet  seeks  the  shade. 
From  all  he  seei  he  catches  new  delight, 
Pleas'd  Fancy  claps  her  pinions  at  the  sight. 
The  rising  or  the  setting  orb  of  day, 
The  cloud^.tbat  fljt,  or  slpwly.  float  away, 
Katore  in  all  the  various  shapes  she  wears. 
Frowning  in  storms,  or  breathing  gentle  airs. 
The  snowy  robe,  her  wjo^  state  assumes. 
Her  summer  jieats,  her  fruits,  and  her  perfumes, 
All  A  all  alike  transport  the,  glowing  bard, 
S  nccess  in.  rhy  nje  his  glory  and  reward. 
O  Natujre  ^  whose  Hlysian  scenes  disclose 
His  bright  perfections^  at  whose  word  they  rose, 
Next  to  that  ppw^r,.w);jo  fprm*d  thee,  and  sustains^ 
Be  thou  the  grea^  inppjrer.oCmy  straii^ 
Still,  as  I  touch  theJyre,  do  thou  expand 
Thy  genuine  «hai:ms,  and  guifle  an  artless  ha|kd« 
That  I  may  catch  a  nx^  but  rarely  known. 
Give  useful  light;,  though  J  should  mist  renowp. 
And,  poring  on  thy  paffc,  whose  ev'ry  line  . 
Bears4>roQf  pf  ai>  intelligenqe  divine, 
Mky  feel  a  beaut  enricb'd  by  what  it  pays* 
That  builds  it>  glory  on  it's  taker's  prai9e.. 
Wo  to  the  man,  whose  wit  disclaims  it's  use, 
Glitfrmg  in.  vaip,  or  only  to  seduce. 
Who  studies  nature  with  a  wanton.eye, 
Admires  the  work,  but  slips  the  lesson  by; 
His  hours  of  lebure  and  reeess  employs 
In  drawing  pictures  of  forbidden  joys, 
Retires  to  blazon  his  own  worthless  name. 
Or  sboot  the  careleis  with  a  sorer  aim^ 


The  lover  too  sbmii  bosmaa  and  ajamiu 
Tender  idolater  of  absent  channs. 
Saints  offer  nothing  in  their  wannest  pray'r% 
That  he  devotes  not  with  a  zeal  like  theirs  ; 
Tis  consecration  of  his  heart,  soul,  time. 
And  ev'ry  thought  that  wanders  is  a  crime. 
In  sighs  he  worships  his  supremely  fair. 
And  weeps  a  sad  libation  in  dispair; 
Adores  a  creature,  and,  devout  in  vain. 
Wins  in  return  an  answer  of  disdain. 
As  woodbine  weds  the  plant  within  her  reach. 
Rough  elm,  or  sraooth-grain'd  ash,  or  gh)My  beed% 
In  spiral  rin^  ascends  the  trunk,  and  lays 
Her  golden  tassels  on  the  leafy  sprays. 
But  does  a  mischief  white  she  leads  a  grace, 
Strait'ning  it's  growth  by  such  a  strict  embnoa  $ 
So  love,  that  clings  around  the  noblest  minds. 
Forbids  thf  advancement  of  the  soul  he  binds^ 
The  suitor's  air  indeed  he  soon  improves^ 
And  forms  it  to  the  taste  of  her  he  loves. 
Teaches  his  eyes  a  language,  and  no  lest 
Refine  his  speech,  and  fis^ons  his  addresa^ 
But  farewell  promises  of  happier  fruits. 
Manly  designs,  and  learning's  grave  porsuiti^ 
Girt  with  a  cliain  he  cannot  wish  to  break. 
His  only  bliss  is  sorrow  for  her  sake  ; 
Who  will  may  pant  for  glory  and  excel, 
Her  smile  "liis  aim,  all  lugliar  aims  ferevell  f 
Thyrsis,  Alexis,  or  whatever  name 
May  least  offisnd  against  so  pure  a  flame. 
Though  sage  advice  of  friends  the  meet  siocers 
Sounds  harshly  in  so  delicate  an  ear. 
And  lovers,  of  all  creatures,  tame  or  wild. 
Can  least  brook  management,  however  laiUU 
Yet  let  a  poet  (poetry  disarms 
The  fiercest  animals  with  magic  charms) 
Risk  an  intrusion  on  thy  pensive  mood. 
And  woo  and  win  thee  to  thy  proper  fOod« 
pastoral  images  and  etill  retreatp, 
Vmbrageous  walks  and  solitary  aeati^ 
Sweet  birds  in  concert  with  harmunioai  i 
Soft  airs,  nocturnal  vigils,  and  day  dreama* 
Are  all  enchantments  in  a  case  like  Uune, 
Conspire  against  thy  peace  with  one  desiga, 
|ooth  thee  to  make  thee  but  a  sorer  prey, 
jLnd  feed  the  fire,  that  wastes  thy  pcMv'fa  avafw 
Up— God  has  form'd  thee  with  a  wiser  TieWp 
Kot  to  be  ted  m  chains,  but  to  subdue ; 
Calls  thee  to  cope  with  enemies,  and  first 
Points  out  a  oonfljct  with  thyseUT,  the  worst. 
Woman  indeed,  a  gift  he  would  destow 
When  be  design'd  a  Paradise  below. 
The  richest  earthly  boon  liis  bands  nSurd^ 
I)eserves  tabe  belov'd,  but  not  ador'd. 
Post  away.swiftly  to  more  active  scenes^ 
toUect  the  scatte^d  truths  that  study  gle«Mb< 
^  Its,  with  the  world,  but  with  it's  wiser  part» 

b  longer  give  an  image  all  thine  heart; 

;'s  empire  is  not  li^,  nor  is  it  thine,  - 
1^  God's  just  claims  prerogaUve  dJviae» 

Virtuoas  ami  faithfol  Heierden,  whose  ikili. 
Attemps  no  task  it  cannot  well  fulfil. 
Gives  melancholy  up  to  Nature's  cace. 
And  sends  the  patient  into  purer  aln 
Look  where  he  comes— in  this  embow'r'd  alooWi 
Stand  close  conoeal'd^  and  see  a  statue  noove  : 
Lipa  busy,  and  eyes  fia'd,  foot  foiling  slow^ 
Arms  haogipf  idly  domn^  handu  pla^M  betoi|^ 
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IfiUrprrt  to  tlie  trtulcinf  eye  distreM, 

Such  n9  iVs  symptoms  can  alone  expreja. 

That  lon|[^iie  is  silent  dov  ;  that  s'tlent  tongue 

Could  argue  <incc^  caijld  jest  or  jmti  Ihe  *.oiig,, 

Can  Id  give  advice,  coitld  c  ensure  or  oommeiid, 

Or  charm  the  sorrowft  &f  a  drooptog  friends 

Benuiiiie'd  alike  il*s  oMce  aiid  il'i  spprt. 

If  a  brisker  and  it'»  i^  raver  strains  fall  short ; 

Hut  h  fail  bcnt'ath  a  fever'«  secret  swuy, 

^tid  like  a  summer-brook  are  past  avaj. 

TTiis,  li  a  light  for  Pity  to  peruse, 

Till  ihe  refremUU:  foioily  what  shi-  vieirsp 

Till  Sympathy  contract  a  kiudred  pain, 

P'lerc'd  ^ith  the  voes  that  abe  lamciitt  in  vain. 

This  of  all  inaladic!s  that  man  infest, 

Claims  most  £X>mpasJioD  and  receives  the  least : 

JoIj  felt  (t,  whrii  he  groan*d  beneath  the  rod 

And  the  harb'd  arrows  of  a  frowning  God  i 

And  such  emollients  as  hli  friend »cou Id  iport;. 

Friends  such  as  hii  for  modem  Jobt  prepare. 

Blest,  rather  cnnU  with  hearts  that  never  feel. 

Kept  snug  m  caekt'ts  «fclose-hammer*d  steel, 

Witt^  mouths  made  only  to  ^ rtn  wide  and  eat. 

And  mindir,  that  deem  derided  pain  a  treat, 

With  lioibs  of  Ilritish  oaki  and  nerves  of  wire. 

And  wit  that  puppet-prom pten«  might  iiiFpire, 

Their  wv* reign  no^rum  is  a  clumsy  joke 

Or  pan^  enlbrc'd  with  GoclVs  severest  stroke^ 

But  vjth  a  PK>ul,  that  ever  fidt  the  sting 

Of  sorrow,  sorrow  is  a  sacred  thing : 

Not  to  molest,  or  irritate,  or  rai^ 

A  laugh  at  his  expense,  is  slender  praise  ; 

He,  that  has  not  usurped  the  name  of  man, 

Jkiej  aU,  and  ciecmf  too  Utile  all,  he  canji 

T*  assuage  the  ih robbings  of  a  fester'd  part, 

And  stanch  the  bleedings  of  a  broken  hearty 

n*is  not  J  af  heads  that  never  ache  sup[iose, 

P-org^ry  of  fancy,  and  a  dream  of  wocsj 

^laii  Im  a  harp,  whole  chon^s  elude  the  sight, 

Each  yielding  hannony  dispp^Vl  aright  j 

The  screws  reversM  (a  task  which  if  he  please 

God  In  a  moment  executes  with  ease), 

Ten  thousand  thousand  strings  at  once  go  toose^ 

Ijitt,  till  he  tunc  ttieni,  all  tbelr  pow'r  and  ose. 

Then  neither  heathy  wilds,  tior  scenes  as  fair 

As  ever  recompeui^d  the  peasant's  care. 

Nor  soft  declivities  with  tufted  hills, 

Nor  itnew  of  waters  turning  busy  mil  Is  ^ 

parks  in  which  Art  preccptre?^;  Nature  wedi. 

Nor  gardens  mterspors^d  with  Jlfiw'ry  beds, 

Nor  gales,  that  catch  the  ^cetit  of  bioorning  groves, 

And  watt  it  lo  the  mourner  as  be  roves. 

Can  call  up  life  into  his  faded  eye, 

That  passes  all  he  sees  unbeeilffJ  by  ; 

No  wounds  like  tho^e  a  woitmlcd  spirit  feels, 

No  cure  for  such,  til!  GmI  who  makes  them,  heals* 

And  thoUj,  sad  sufferer  under  nameless  ill, 

That  yields  not  to  tbe  touch  nf  human  skill. 

Improve  the  kind  occaiiion,  understand 

A  Father ^s  frown,  and  kiss  his  chaist'ning  bandp 

To  thee  tbe  day  spring,  and  the  blajue  of  notm. 

The  purple  ev'nrng  and  re^plf-udoiit  Moon, 

Tbe  stars,  that,  sprinkled  o'er  the  vault  of  night, 

Stem  drops  descending  in  a  show'r  of  fight, 

Shine  not,  or  undesir'd  and  hated  shine, 

Seen  through  the  medium  of  a  clond  tike  Ibmc  : 

Yet  seek  him,  in  hi*  favour  life  is  found, 

All  him  beside  »  sbad^ow  ar  a.  Eoimd : 


Then  Itaav^n,  eclipsed  to  loo(r>  and  tliii  dull  Eartliv 
Shall  seem  to  start  into  a  sscood  birth  ; 
Nature,  assuming  a  more  lovely  face, 
liorr'wing  a  beauty  fn;»m  tht;  worki  uf  grace, 
Shallbc  despis'd  and  overlook^  no  more, 
Shalt  fill  thee  with  dehghts  unfelt  before. 
Impart  to  things  inanimate  a  voice. 
And  bid  her  mountains  and  her  htlli  rejolee  ; 
The  sound  fhall  run  along  the  winding  Tales, 
And  thou  enjoy  an  Eden  ere  it  fails. 

Ye  groves  (the  statesman  at  h'ts  desk  e)tcl«im«» 
Sick  of  a  thouiiAnd  disappointed  aims,) 
My  patrimonial  treasure  and  ray  pritle, 
Beneath  your  shades  your  gray  pos^esior  Indt, 
Receive  me  langnkhing  for  that  repase, 
The  !;efvant  of  the  public  never  knows. 
Ve  itaw  me  once  (ah  those  rcE^rclted  day*, 
WTien  boyjdh  innocence  wa?  all  my  praj^  ^ 
Hour  aftcfr  hour  delightfully  allot 
To  *tudia  ihen  familiar,  since  forgot. 
And  cultiTate  a  taste  for  ancient  aong, 
Catching  it's  ardour  ai  I  mits'd  along  ; 
Nor  seldom,  as  propitious  Heav'n  might  send. 
What  once  I  valued  and  could  boast,  a  friend. 
Were  wjtnesies  how  cordially  1  pressed 
HiJa  undissembling  virtue  to  my  breast ; 
Receive  me  now,  not  uncorrupt  as  then, 
Nor  guiltless  of  corrupting  other  men. 
But  vers'd  in  arts,  that,  while  they  seem  to  itiy 
A  falling  empire,  hasten  it*s  decay. 
To  the  fair  haven  of  my  native  home. 
The  wreck  of  what  I  was,  fatigueil  I  come  ; 
For  once  J  can  appmve  the  pat  riot's  v«ice, 
And  make  the  course  he  recoran sends  my  choice  ; 
We  meet  at  tast  in  one  sincere  desire. 
His  wish  and  mine  both  prompt  me  to  retire, 
* Tia  done—be  steps  into  the  welcome  chaise, 
IjdIIs  at  his  ease  behind  fitur  handiiome  bays. 
That  wh\r\  away  from  business  and  debate 
,  The  di^iencumber'd  Atlas  of  the  stale. 
Aflk  not  the  boy,  who,  when  the  breexe  of  mom 
First  shakes  the  glittVing  drops  from  ev'ry  thorn. 
Unfolds  hli  flork,  then  under  bank  or  buidi 
Sits  linking  cherry  stones,  or  platting  rn^h, 
How  fair  ia  Freedom  ? — be  was  always  free ; 
To  carve  his  rustic  name  upon  a  tiee» 
To  snare  tbe  mole,  or  with  ill -fashioned  hook 
To  draw  th^  incautiou;:  ttiinnow  from  the  brool^ 
Arc  life's  prime  pleasures  to  his  simple  view. 
Hi;*  flock  Ihe  chief  ccrticem  he  ever  kn«w ; 
She  shineti  but  little  in  his  heed  lets  eyes, 
The  good  ife  neter  miKs  wc  rardy  prize : 
But  ask  the  noble  drudge  in  ^tate  affairs, 
l-iiap'd  from  office  and  it's  constant  caret, 
Wh:it. charm  ft  he  sees  in  Freedom's  smile  express'^, 
f  n  FfccdiLim  lo^t  so  long,  now  repossetu'd  ;  [maad«. 
The  tongiae,  whose   strains   were  cogent  at  com- 
Re^'erM  at  home,  and  felt  in  foreign  landfv, 
Siiall  own  tt&«Ef  a  itammVer  in  that  cause. 
Or  plead  iVs  silence  a^  it^s  best  applause. 
He  kuow^  inrfced  that  whether  drc^s-i'd  or  rudej^ 
Wild  without  art,  orarlfuMy  ^ulHltied, 
Nature  in  evVy  form  iuspires  delight. 
Rut  nev^r  marky  ber  with  so  Just  a  sight. 
Her  hedge -row  shrubs,  a  variegated  t^tore, 
V^'iih  woodbine  and  wild  rrsses  mantled  o'er,  fspreadi 
Green  balks  and  furrow 'd  lands,  the  stream  tint 
It's  cooling  vapour  o'er  tEie  dewy  mtiadi^ 
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Beauties  be  lately  slighted  as  he  pass'd, 
Seeat  all  created  ploce  he  traveird  last 
faster  of  all  tb*  enjoyments  be  designed. 
No  rough  annoyance  rankling  in  hb  mind,      » 
IVhat  early  philosophic  hours  he  keeps. 
How  regular  bis  meals,  how  sound  he  sleeps ! 
Not  sounder  be,  that  on  the  mainmast  head^ 
"While  morning  kindles  with  a  windy  red, 
IBegina  a  long  look-out  for  distant  land. 
Nor  quits  till  ev'oing  watch  his  giddy  stand. 
Then  swift  descending  with  a  seaman's  haste. 
Slips  to  bis  hammock,  and  forgets  the  blast. 
He  chooses  company,  but  not  the  squire's, 
^Vbose  wit  is  rudeness,  whose  good  breeding  tires; 
Nor  yet  the  parson's,  who  would  gladly  (5omc, 
ObsequbuB  when  abroad,  though  proud  at  home  ; 
Nor  can  be  much  affect  the  neighboring  peer, 
Whose  toe  of  emulation  treads  too  near; 
But  wisely  seeks  a  more  convenient  friend. 
With  whom,  dismissing  forms,  he  may  unbend  ; 
A  man,  whom  marks  of  condescending  grace    . 
Teach,  while  they  flatter  him,  bis  proper  place; 
Who  comes  when  call'd,  and  at  a  word  withdraws. 
Speaks  with  resevre,  and  listens  with  applause  ; 
Stime  plain  mechanic,  who,  without  pretence 
To  birth  or  wit,  nor  gives  nor  takes  offence  ; 
On  whom  he  rests  well-pleas'd  his  weary  pow'rs. 
And  talks  and  laughs  away  bis  vacant  hours. 
The  tide  of  life,  swift  always  in  it's  course, 
May  ruQ  in  cjTies  with  a  brisker  force. 
But  no  where  with  a  current  so  serene. 
Or  half  so  clear,  as  in  the  rural  scene. 
Yet  how  fallacious  is  all  earthly  bliss. 
What  obvious  truths  the  wisest  heads  may  miss ; 
Some  pleasures  live  a  month,  and  some  a  year. 
But  sboK  the  date  of  all  we  gather  here  ; 
No  happiness  is  felt  except  the  true^, 
That  does  not  charm  the  more  for  being  new. 
This  observation,  as  it  chanc'd,  not  made, 
Or,  if  the  thought  occurr'd,  not  duly  weigh'd. 
He  sighs — for  after  all  by  slow  degrees 
The  spot  ke  lov'd  has  lost  the  pow'r  to  please  ; 
To  cross  his  ambling  poney  day  by  day, 
Seems  at  the  best  but  dreaming  life  away  ; 
The  prospect,  such  as  might  enchant  despair. 
He  views  it  not,  or  sees  no  beauty  there; 
With  aching  heart,  and  discontented  looks. 
Returns  at  naon  to  billiards  or  to  books, 
But  feels,  while  grasping  at  hb  faded  joys, 
A  secret  thirst  of  hb  renounc'd  employs. 
He  chides  the  tardiness  of  ev'ry  post. 
Pants  to  be  told  of  battles  won  or  lost. 
Blames  his  own  indolence,  observes,  though  late, 
'Tis  criminal  to  leave  a  sinking  state, 
Flifes  to  the  levee,  and  receivM  with  grace, 
Kneeb,  kisses  bauds,  and  shines  again  in  place. 

Suburban  villas,  highway- side  retreats. 
That  dread  th'  encroachment  of  our  growing  streets. 
Tight  boxes,  neatly  sai»h'd,  and  in  a  blaze 
With  all  a  July  sun's  collected  rays. 
Delight  the  citizen,  who,  gasping  there. 
Breathes  clouds  of  dust,  and  calls  it  country  air. 
O  sweet  retirement,  who  would  balk  the  thought. 
That  could  affonl  retirement,  or  could  not? 
'Tb  such  an  easy  walk,  so  smooth  and  straight. 
The  second  milestone  fronts  the  garden  gate  ; 


There,  prisonM  in  a  parlour  snug  and  small. 
Like  bottled  wasps  upon  a  southern  wall. 
The  man  of  business  and  hb  friends  compress'd 
Foi^t  their  labours,  and  yet  find  no  rest; 
But  still  ^b  rural — trees  are  to  be  seen 
From  ev'ry  window,  and  the  fields  are  green; 
Ducks  paddle  in  the  pood  before  the  door. 
And  what  could  a  remoter  scene  show  more? 
A  sense  o^  elegance  we  rarely  find 
The  portion  of  a  mean  oir  vulgar  mind. 
And  ignorance  of  better  things  mal^^  man. 
Who  can^  much,  rejoice  in  what  be  can ; 
And  he,  that  deems  his  leisure  well  bestow^ 
In  contemplation  of  a  turnpike  road. 
Is  occupied  as  well,  employs  bis  hours 
As  wisely,  and  as  much  improves  hb  pov'tf. 
As  he,  that  slumbers  in  pavilions  grac'd 
With  all  the  charms  of  an  accompt'shM  taste. 
Yet  hence,  alas !  insolvencies ;  and  hence 
Th'  unpitied  victim  of  ill-jndg'd  expense. 
From  all  his  wearisome  engagements  freed. 
Shakes  bands  with  busnsess,  and  retires  ihdeed. 

Your  prudent  grand-mammas,  ye  modem  betlas, 
Content  with  Bristol,  Bath,  and  Tunbridge  Welb^ 
When  health  required  it  would  consent  to  roao. 
Else  more  attachM  to  pleasures  found  at  bomct 
But  now  alike,  gay  widow,  virgin,  wife. 
Ingenious  to  diversify  dull  life. 
In  coaches,  chaises,  caravans,  and  boys. 
Fly  to  the  coast  for  daily,  nightly  joys. 
And  all,  impatient  of  dry  land,  agree 
With  one  consent  to  rush  into  the  fKtu^-' 
Ocean  exhibiu,  fathomless  and  broad. 
Muck  of  the  pow'r  and  majesty  of  God. 
He  swathes  about  the  swelling  of  the  deep. 
That  shines  and  rests,  as  infants  smile  and  sieqi ; 
Vast  as  it  is,  it  answers  as  it  flows 
The  breathings  of  the  lightest  air  that  hlows; 
Curling  and  whit'ning  over  all  the  waste. 
The  rising  waves  obey  th'  increasing  blast. 
Abrupt  and  horrid  as  the  tempest  roars. 
Thunder  and  flash  upon  the  ttedfast  shores. 
Till  he,  that  rides  the  whirlwind,  checks  the  rei% 
Then  all  the  world  of  waters  sleeps  agam. — 
Nereids  or  Dryads,  as  the  fesbion  leads. 
Now  in  the  floods,  now  panting  in  the  meads, 
Vot'ries  of  Pleasure  still,  wherever  she  dwell^ 
Near  barren  rocks,  in  palaces,  or  cells, 
O  grant  a  poet  leave  to  recommend 
(A  poet  fond  of  Nature,  and  your  friend) 
Her  slighted  works  to  your  admiring  view  ; 
Her  works  must  needs  excel,  who  f^ionM  yoe. 
Would  ye,  when  rambling  in  your  morning  ride, 
With  some  unmeaning  coxcomb  at  yonr  side. 
Condemn  the  prattler  for  bis  idle  pains. 
To  waste  unheard  the  music  of  hb  strains,' 
And,  deaf  to  all  th'  impertinence  of  tongue. 
That,  while  it  courts,  aflOronts  and  does  3rou  wrong, 
Mark  well  the  finbh'd  plan  without  a  failH, 
The  seas  globose  and  huge,  th*  o*er-archiog  vault, 
Earth's  millions  daily  fed,  a  worid  employ'd 
In  gath'ring  plenty  yet  to  be  enjoy'd. 
Till  gratitude  grew  vocal  in  the  praise 
Of  God,  beneficent  in  all  hb  ways ; 
Orac'd  with  such  wisdom,  how  would  beauty  shiaal 
Ye  want  but  that  to  stem  indeed  divine. 


T'tkii  to  redeem  bis  time,  but  bis  estate, 
AimI  play  be  ibol,  but  at  a  cheaper  rate. 
*riiere,  hid  in  loath'd  obscurity,  remov'd 
Prom  pleasures  left,  but  never  more  belov'd, 
He  just  endures,  and  with  a  sickly  spleen 
Sighs  o*er  the  beauties  of  the  charming  scene. 
>Iatare  indeed  looks  prettily  in  rhyme ; 
Stioims  tinkle  sweetly  in  poetic  chime : 
The  warblings  of  the  blackbird,  clear  and  stroag, 
^re  musical  enough  in  Thomson^s  song ; 
.Asm!  Cobham's  groves,  and  Windsor's  green  retreats, 
When  Pope  describes  them,  have  a  thousand  sweets; 
He  likes  the  country,  but  in  truth  must  own, 
B^Iost  likes  ity  when  he  studies  it  in  town. 

Poor  Jack — no  matter  who— for  when  I  blame, 
I  pity,  and  must  therefore  sink  the  name, 
Uv'd  in  his  saddle,  lov'd  the  chase,  the  course,' 
And  always,  ere  he  mounted,  kiss'd  his  horse. 
The  estate,  his  sires  had  own'd  in  ancient  years. 
Was  quickly  distaoc'd,  matched  against  a  peer's. 
Jack  vanished,  was  regretted  and  forgot ; 
Tis  wild  good-nature's  neVcr-failing  lot. 
At  length,  wheu  all  had  long  suppos'd  him  dead. 
By  coM  submersion,  razor,  rope,  or  lead. 
My  lord,  alighting  at  his  usual  place. 
The  Crown,  took  notice  of  an  ostler's  face.' 
Jack  knew  his  friend,  but  hop'd  in  that  disguise 
He  might  escape  the  most  observing  eyes. 
And  whistling,  as  if  unconcem'd  and  gay. 
Curried  his  nag,  and  look'd  another  way. 
Convinc'd  at  last,  upon  a  nearer  view, 
^vas  be,  the  same,  the  very  Jack  he  knew, 
0*erwbeIm'd  at  once  with  wonder,  grief,  and  joy. 
He  press'd  him  much  to  quit  his  base  employ ; 
His  oountenance,  his  purse,  his  heart,  his  hand. 
Influence  and  pow'r,  were  all  at  his  command : 
Peers  are  not  always  gen'rous  as  well  bred. 
But  Granby  was,  meant  truly  what  he  said. 
Jadbbow*d,  and  was  oblig'd — oonfess'd  twas  strange. 
That  so  retir'd  he  should  not  wisli  a  change, 
But  kneir  no  medium  between  guzzling  beer, 
And  his  old  stint— >three  thousand  pounds  a  year. 

Thus  some  retire  to  nourish  hopeless  wo  ; 
Some  seeking  happiness  not  found  below ; 
Some  to  comply  with  humour,  and  a  mind 
To  social  scenes  by  nature  disioclin'd ; 
SooM  fway'd  by  fiaishion,  some  by  deep  disgust ; 
Some  self-impov'rish'd,  and  because  they  must ; 
But  few,  that  court  Retirement,  are  aware 
Of  half  the  toils  they  must  encounter  there. 

Lucrative  offices  are  seldom  lost 
For  want  <^  pow'rs  {miportion'd  to  the  post : 
Give  ev'n  a  dunce  th'  employment  he  desires. 
And  he  soon  6ods  the  talents  it  requires  | 
A  business  with  an  income  at  it's  heels 
Furnishes  always  oil  for  its  own  wheels. 
But  in  his  arduous  enterprise  to  close 
His  active  years  with  indolent  repose. 
He  finds  the  labours  of  that  state  exceed 
His  utmost  fausulties,  severe  indeed. 
Tis  easy  to  resign  a  toiUome  place. 
But  not  to  manage  leisure  with  a  grace  ; 
Abeence  of  occupation  is  not  rest, 
A  mind  quite  vacant  is  a  mind  distressed. 
The  vet'ran  steed,  excus'd  his  task  at  length, 
1b  kind  compasiton  of  bii  failiog  strQogtfa, 


There  feels  a  pleasure  perfect  in  it's 
Ranges  at  liberty,  aod  sfCuffs  the  wii 
But  when  his  lord  would  quit  the  bu 
To  taste  a  joy  like  that  he  bad  bcstc 
He  proves,  less  happy  than  his  favoi 
A  life  of  ease  a  difficult  pursuit. 
Thought,  to  the  man  that  never  tbii 
As  natural  as  when  asleep  to  dream 
But  reveries  (for  human  minds  will 
Specious  in  show,  impossible  in  fact, 
Those  ilimsy  webs,  that  break  as  soc 
^  Attain  not  to  the  dignity  of  thought 
Nor  yet  the  swarms,  that  occupy  th 
Where  dreams  of  dress,  intrigue,  and 
Nor  such  as  useless  conversation  br( 
Or  lust  engenders,  and  indulgence  f< 
Whence,  and  what  are  we  ?  to  what 
What  means  the  drama  by  the  lyorl 
Business  or  vain  amusement,  care  o 
Divide  the  frail  inhabitants  of  Earth 
Is  dnty  a  mere  sport,  or  an  employ 
Life  an  intrusted  talent,  or  a  toy  ? 
Is  there,  as  reason,  conscience,  Scri] 
Cause  to  provide  for  a  great  future 
When,  Earth's  assign'd  duration  at 
Man  shallbe  summonM  and  the  de 
7*he  trumpet — will  it  sound  ?  the  cii 
And  show  th'  august  tribtii\al  of  the 
Where  no  prevarication  shaft  avail. 
Where  eloquence  and  artifice  shall 
The  pride  of  arrogant  distinctions  fa 
And  conscience  smd  ouf  conduct  jo^ 
Pardon  me,  ye  that  give  the  midnig 
To  learned  cares  or  philosophic  toil, 
TTiough  I  Tcvcre  your  honourable  n 
Your  useful  labours  and  important  \ 
And  hold  the  world  indebted  to  5rou 
Enrich'd  with  the  discov'ries  ye  hav 
Vet  let  m6  stand  excus'd,  if  I  esteei 
A  mind  employ'd  on  so  sublime  a  tl 
Pushing  her  bold  inquiry  to  the  6bU 
And  outline  of  the  jiresent  transient 
And,  after  poising  her  advenOrous  i 
Settling  at  last  upon  eternal  things, 
Far  more  intelligent,  and  better  tau 
The  strenuous  use  of  profitable  thot 
Than  ye,  when  happiest  and  enligh 
And  highest  in  renown,  can  justly  b 
A  mind  unnerv'd,  or  mdispos'd  to 
The  height  of  subjects  worthiest  of  1 
Whatever  hopes  a  change  of  scene 
Must  change  her  nature,  or  in  vain 
An  idler  is  a  watch,  that  wants  both 
As  useltts  if  it  goes,  as  when  it  stan 
Books  therefore,  not  the  scandal  of 
In  which  lewd  sensualists  print  out 
Nor  those,  in  which  the  stage  gives 
With  what  success  let  modem  man 
Nor  his,  who,  for  the  bane  of  tbousi 
Built  God  a  church,  ancf  laugh'd  hi 
Skilful  alike  to  seem  devout  and  ju! 
And  stab  religion  with  a  sly  sidc-th 
Nor  those  of  leam'd  philologists,  w» 
A  panting  syllable  through  time  an 
I  Start  it  at  home,  and  hunt  it  in  th€ 
I  To  Gaul,  to  Greece,  and  into  Noah 
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But  Much  as  learning  withovt  &]ie 

The  friend  of  truth,  th'  associate  of  found  feme. 

And  such  aa  in  the  zeal  of  good  desip. 

Strong  judgment  lab'ring  in  the  Scnpttire  mine. 

All  such  as  manly  and  great  soolt  prodocey 

Worthy  to  lire,  and  of  eternal  use : 

Behold  in  these  what  leisure  hours  demand. 

Amusement  and  true  knowledge  hand  in  hapd. 

Luxury  pves  the  mind  a  ehtldish  cast, 

And,  while  she  polishes,  perverts  the  taste; 

UabiU  of  dose  attention,  thinking  heads. 

Become  more  rare  as  dissipation  spreads. 

Till  authprs  hear  at  length  one  gen'rgl  cry. 

Tickle  and  entertain  ns,  or  we  die. 

The  loud  demand,  from  year  to  year  the 

B^gars  Invention,  and  makes  Pan  c^  lame  ; 

Tin  farce  itself,  most  mournfully  jqune. 

Calls  for  the  kind  assistance  of  a  tune; 

And  novels  (witness  ev*ry  montli's  review) 

Belie  their  name,  and  offer  nothing  new. 

The  mind,  relaxing  into  needful  sport. 

Should  turn  to  writers  of  an  abler  sort. 

Whose  wit  well  managed  and  whose  classic  style. 

Give  truth  a  lustre,  and  make  wisdom  smile. 

Friends  (for  I  cannot  stint,  as  some  have  done. 

Too  rigid  in  my  view,  that  name  to  one ; 

Though  one,  T  grant  it,  in  the  gen'rous  breast 

Will  stand  advanced  a  step  above  the  rest : 

Plow*rs  by  that  name  proouscuously  ve  call. 

But  one,  the  rose,  the  regent  of  them  all)^- 

Friends,  not  adopted  with  a  schoolboy's  baste^ 

But  chosen  with  a  nice  discerning  taste, 

M^ell-bom,  well^isciplin'd,  who,  placM  apart 

From  vulgar  minds,  have  honour  much  at  heart. 

And,  thougb  the  world  may  think  th*  ingredients Q4d, 

The  love  of  virtue,  and  the  fear  of  God  ! 

Such  friends  prevent  what  else  would  soon  succeed, 

A  temper  rustic  as  the  life  we  lead. 

And  keep  the  polish  of  the  manners  clean. 

As  theirs  wlEio  bustle  in  the  busiest  scene  ; 

For  solitude,  however  some  may  rave. 

Seeming  a  sanctuary,  proves  a  grave, 

A  sepulchre,  in  whieb  the  living  lie. 

Where  all  good  qualities  pow  sick  and  die. 

I  praise  the  Frenchman  i,  h»  remark  Was  shvtwd— 

How  sweet,  how  passing  sweet,  is  solitude ! 

But  grant  me  still  a  friend  in  my  retreat. 

Whom  I  may  whisper— solitude  is  sweet 

Yet  neither  these  delights,  nor  aught  beside. 

That  appetite  can  ask,  or  wealth  provide. 

Can  save  us  always  from  a  tedious  day. 

Or  shine  the  dulness  of  still  life  away  ; 

Divine  communion,  carefully  enjoy'd. 

Or  sought  with  energy,  must  fill  the  void. 

O  sacred  art,  ta  which  alone  life  owes 

It's  happiest  seasons,  and  a  peaceful  close, 

Scom'd  in  a  world,  indebted  to  that  scorn 

For  evils  daily  felt  and  hardly  borne. 

Not  knowing  thee,  we  reap  with  bleeding  hands 

Flowers  of  rank  odour  upon  thorny  lands. 

And,  while  experience  cautions  us  in  Vain, 

Grasp  seeming  happiness,  and  find  it  pain. 

Despondence,  self-deserted  in  her  griel^ 

Lost  by  abandoning  her  own  relief. 

Murmuring  and  ongratefnl  Discontent, 

That  scorns  afflictions  mercifbUy  meaift, 

Those  humours  tart  as  wines  upon  the  fret, 

Which  idleness  and  weariness  beget  3 

»  Bruyere. 


These,  andathouf^jplagnai,  ttwtliMntibB  bnpit» 

Fond  of  the  phantom  of  an  eaitiily  rest. 

Divine  communkm  chases,  as  the  day 

Drives  to  their  deoB  th'  obedient  ^easta  of  pttf» 

See  Judab's  promised  king  bereft  of  all, 

Driv'n  ont  an  exile  from  the  lace  of  Saul, 

To  distant  caves  the  lonely  wanderer  flies. 

To  seek  that  peace  a  tyrant's  frown  deniea. 

Hear  the  sweet  accents  of  bis  tuneful  voice. 

Hear  him,  o'erwbelm'd  with  sorrow,  yet  ttjfiictti 

No  womanish  or  wailing  grief  has  part. 

No,  not  a  moment,  in  his  itiyal  heart ; 

Tis  manly  music,  sucii  as  martyr*  ni^b^ 

Soaring  with  gladness  for  a  Saviour's  sake; 

His  soul  exults,  hope  animates  his  lays. 

The  sense  of  mercy  kindles  indto  praise. 

And  wilds,  familiar  with  a  lion's  roar. 

Ring  with  ecstatic  sounds  unheard  befocet 

Tis  love  li)Le  his,  that  can  alpne  defeat 

The  foes  of  man,  or  make  a  desert  sweeL 

ReligkM  does  not  censure  or  exclude 
Uonumber'd  pleasures  harmlessly  pursued; 
To  study  culture,  and  with  artful  tqtl 
To  meliorate  and  tame  the  stubbom  soil  > 
To  give  dissimilar  yet  fruitful  lands 
The  grain,  or  herb,  or  plant,  th^  each  deipandfi 
IV)  cherish  virtue  in  an  humble  state, 
And  share  the  joys  your  bounty  may  create  ; 
To  mark  the  matchless  workings' of  the  pom*T, 
That  shuts  within  it's  seed  the  future  flo^'r. 
Bids  these  in  elegance  of  form  excel. 
In  colour  these,  and  those  delight  the  smell. 
Sends  Nature  forth  the  daughter  of  the  skiea, 
To  dance  on  Earth,  and  charm  all  human  eyes  ; 
To  teach  the  canvass  innocent  deceit, 
Or  lay  the  landscape  On  the  snowy  sheet — 
These,  these  are  arts  pursu'd  without  a  crima^ 
That  leave  no  stain  upon  the  wipg  of  Timei. 

Me  poetry  (or  rather  notes  that  aim 
Feebly  and  vainly  at  poetic  fiune) 
Employs,  shut  out  from  more  important  vi«ir% 
Past  by  the  banks  of  the  slow  winidUng  Ooae  ^ 
Content  if  thus  sequester'd  I  may  n^ise 
A  monitor's,  though  not  a  poet's  praise. 
And  while  I  teach  an  art  too  little  known. 
To  dose  life  wisely,  may  not  waste  my  awB« 


Tni'tEARLY  DISTRESS, 


TITHING  TIME  AT  STOCK,  IN  ESSEX. 
VExsss  ADDansxn  to  a  oooimtT  cutorvAir  com- 

rLAINIVO  or  TBB  niSAGRBlABCXKtSS  OF  TIK  DAT 
ANNUALLY  APPOlMTBn  FOX  XBCBIVlllO  TBS  MIlS 
AT  THB  rABSONAOB. 

Comb,  ponder  well,  for  tis  no  jei^ 

To  laugh  it  would  be  wroqg. 
The  trofubles  of  a  worthy  piiet^t. 

The  burden  of  my  song. 
This  priest  he  merrv  is  and  blitha 

Three  quarters  of  a  year. 
But  oh  \  it  cots  him  like  a  sitbe, 

mieo  tithing  time  draws  near. 
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He  then  Si  fill!  of  fright  atid  feara. 

SONNET 

As  one  at  pamt  to  di^^ 
And  limp  befure  the  dmy  »ppear» 
Ug  heav^  lip  maoy  a  iigti< 

Ann»r»3tti  TO  BBKaf  COWPRB,  esq.  oh  Hit  EMtMAfl- 
CAL  AHD   IXTlRKtTIHC   nELH-ERf    01    Tni    tJEPHtd 

or  wAnt£!f    BAmvGs,  lia.  w  iris  uotria  or 

For  then  tim  fiirmers  come  jog,  jog, 

Loans, 

Along  thfi  miry  road^ 
EiHJh  heart  a»  heary  at  a  log, 

CowpEa,  whoio  ailirer  voice»  tasked  sometimes  haul. 

To  make  their  imymenti  good. 

Legends  prolix  deliTcrs  in  the  ears 

C  Attentive  when  thou  read'st)  of  England's  pccra,            , 

To  sooth,  the  lorfow  of  Kuch  dayi 

Let  verse  at  length  yield  thee  thy  Jii^t  reward. 

I*  not  to  be  expr^ia'd. 
When  he  that  takes  and  h«  that  payg 
Are  both  aUke  dMress'd* 

Thou  wast  not  heaid  with  drowsy  disregard, 
Expending  late  oo  all  th^t  length  of  plea 
Thy  gen'rous  pow'nt^  b^it  silence  honoured  th««f 

Kow  a!l  unwelcotne  at  hU  galea 

Mute  as  c^er  gaz^d  on  orator  or  burd. 

The  clumiiy  nraini  atight, 

Thou  art  not  toiee  alone,  but  hast  ho  side        faweet 

With  t\kM  faces  and  bald  pate^^                             i 

Both  heart  ami  head ;  and  couldst  with  music 

lie  tremblt^  at  the  sight. 

Of  Attie  (Jirase  and  -lenalcirisil  time, 

And  well  he  may,  for  well  he  kuowa 

Each  bumpkin  of  Ihc  cbn, 
Instead  oLpa>  ing  what  he  owes. 

Like  thy  renownM  furefalheri,  far  and  wide 
Thy  fame  diffuse,  praiaM  not  for  ntf  ranee  mcel 
or  other's  speech,  hut  magic  of  thy  own. 

Wit  I  cheat  him  if  he  can. 
So  in  thciy  comi? — each  makes  hii  leg. 

And  dings  hh  head  before, 
Ami  looks  as  tf  he  came  to  tieg, 

LINES  A  DBnESSED  TO  DR.  nARWlN^ 

And  not  to  quit  a  »core* 

AVTROa    OF  THE    BOTANtC    GAlDaH 

"  And  how  doe<  misi  acd  madatB  dci. 

Two  Poets  \  (poott,  by  reportj 

Thehttleboyandall?'* 

Not  oft  so  well  a^rec) 

"  AN  tight  and  vdL  Atid  how  do  you. 

Sweet  Harmonist  of  Plura-s  oottrt ! 

Good  Mr,  What-d'ye-call  ?" 

Conspire  Xxt  honour  Thee 

The  dinner  cornea,  and  down  they  ilt : 

They  heal  can  judge  a  poet*s  worth. 

Were  e\T  luch  hungry  folk  ? 

Who  oft  themselves  have  known 

There's  ^ttle  talking,  and  uo  wit  J 

The  panjrs  of  a  poetic  birth 

It  Uno  i^ime  to  joke. 

By  labours  of  their  own. 

One  wjpea  bis  aoae  upon  his  aleeire. 
One  spitJ  upon  the  floor, 

We  therefore  ple^s'd  extol  thy  songp 

Though  varioii*  yet  complete^ 
Kleh  in  embelli&hnient  as  strong. 

UiiW  up  the  cloth  before. 

And  learned  aa  ^Us  sweet. 

No  envy  mingles  with  our  praise. 

The  punch  ii:oeg  rouBd,  and  ihey  are  dall 

Thoitu'h}  could  our  heails  repine 

And  lumpish  still  as  ever  j 

At  any  pwXS  happi^  lays. 

Ijke  barrels  with  their  bellies  fut}» 

They  would— they  tnuit  at  thin*. 

They  only  weigh  the  heavier. 

But  we,  in  mutual  bondage  ktiit 

At  length  the  busy  time  begins. 

1      Of  frienckhip^s  eloaest  tie, 

*^  Cutue  neighbours*  «fe  must  wag—** 

Cat)  ga:^.e  on  even  Darwin^s  vit 

llie  money  chinks,  down  drop  their  chit», 

With  an  unjaundiced  eye  j 

J£ach  ItJggEng  out  hjs  bag. 

And  dcetn  the  baid,  whoever  he  be. 

One  talks  of  mildew  and  of  frost. 
And  one  of  !>torms  of  hail, 

Aud  huwiiocver  known. 
Who  would  nut  twine  a  wreath  for  Thee; 

And  otjc  of  pig?,  Ihnt  he  hai  loit 

Unworthy  of  his  awn. 

By  maggots  at  the  tail. 
Quoth  one^  **  A  rarer  man  than  joa 

In  pulpit  none  Hhall  bear  : 

OK 

But  yet  niethnik:i,  to  tell  you  tmej 

You  sell  it  plaguy  dear." 

MRS,  :M0NTACU'S 

0  why  are  farmers  mnde  so  coan^. 

FEA  TMER  -HANGINGS. 

Or  Hergy  made  m  fine  ? 
A  kickt  that  $;carce  would  more  a  hortej 

The  birds  put  off  their  ev'ry  hue. 

May  kill  a  sound  divine. 

T'>  drcs.<  a  room  for  Montagu, 

The  Peacock  semi  a  his  heavenly  dyes. 

Then  let  the  boobies  stay  at  home; 

His  rainbows  and  his  starry  eyia  ; 

Two  old  cost  him  J  1  dare  s^j. 

Lesis  trouble  taking  twice  the  fiuiu. 

,       >  Alluding  to  the  poem  by  Mr.  Hayle/j  which 

Witliout  the  clgwiu  that  pmj« 

accon^panied  the&e  liaui. 
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The  Plietttnt  plumes*  which  round  mfbld 
His  mantliDg  neck  with  downy  gold ; 
The  Cock  his  archM  tail  azure  show ; 
And,  river-blanch*d,  the  Swan  his  snow* 
All  tribes  beside  of  Indian  name. 
That  glossy  shine,  or  vivid  flame. 
Where  rises,  and  where  sets  the  day. 
Whatever  they  boast  of  rich  and  gay. 
Contribute  to  the  gorgeous  plan. 
Proud  to  advance  it  all  they  can. 
This  plumage  neither  dashmg  show'r. 
Nor  blasts,  that  shake  the  dripping  bow*r. 
Shall  drench  again  or  discompose. 
But,  screened  firam  ev'ry  storm  that  blowS| 
It  boasts  a  splendour  ever  new. 
Safe  with  protecting  Montagn. 

To  the  same  patroness  resort. 
Secure  of  favour  at  her  court. 
Strong  Genius,  from  whose  fbrge  of  thought 
Forms  rise,  to  quick  perfection  wrtnight, 
Which,  though  new-bom,  with  vigour  move, 
like  Pallas  springing  armM  from  Jove- 
Imagination  scattering  rotmd 
Wild  roses  over  fiinrow'd  ground. 
Which  Labour  of  his  frown  beguile. 
And  teach  Philosophy  a  smile--* 
Wit  flashing  on  Religion's  side. 
Whose  fired,  to  sacred  Truth  applied. 
The  gem,  though  luminous  before. 
Obtrude  on  human  notice  more. 
Like  sunbeams  on  the  golden  height 
Of  some  tall  temple  playing  bright— 
Well-tutor'd  Learning,  from  his  books 
DismissM  with  grave,  not  haughty,  looks, 
Thdr  order  on  bis  shelves  exact. 
Not  more  harmonious  or  compact 
Than  that,  to  which  he  keeps  oonfin'd 
The  various  treasures  of  his  mind— 
All  these  to  Montagu's  repair, 
Ambitiotu  of  a  shelter  there. 
There  Genius,  Learning,  Fancy,  Wit, 
Their  ruffled  plumage  calm  refit, 
(For  stormy  troubles  loudest  roar 
Around  their  flight  who  highest  soar) 
And  in  her  eye)  and  by  her  aid, 
Shine  safe  without  a  fear  to  fisde. 

She  thus  maintains  divided  sway 
With  yon  bright  regent  of  tlie  day  ; 
The  plume  and  poet  both  we  know 
Their  lustre  to  his  influence  owe ; 
And  she  the  works  of  Phoebus  aiding. 
Both  poet  saves  and  plupe  from  fading. 


VERSES 

€7PP0»0  TO  BB  WBITTEV  BT  ALKXANDBB  IBLCns* 
DUBIKO  HIS  SOLITART  ABODB  IN  TBE  IILAMD  OP 
JUAN  FBRNAKDSa. 

I  AM  momaroh  of  all  I  survey. 

My  right  there  is  none  to  dispute  ; 
From  the  centre  all  round  to  the  sea, 

I  am  lord  of  the  fowl  and  the  brute* 
O  Solitude !  where  are  the  charms. 

That  sages  have  seen  in  thy  face  } 
Better  dwell  in  the  m)dst  of  alarms. 

Than  rci^  in  this  horrible  £lact» 


I  am  out  of  hnmioity^  reach, 

I  must  finish  my  journey  alone. 
Never  hear  the  sweet  music  of  speech, 

I  start  kt  the  sound  of  my  own.  ^ 
The  beasts,  that  roam  over  the  plain. 

My  form  with  indifference  see; 
They  are  so  unacquainted  with  man. 

Their  tameness  is  shocking  to  me. 

Society,  friendship,  and  love. 

Divinely  bestowed  upon  man, 
O,  had  I  the  wingi  of  a  dove. 

How  soon  would  I  taste  you  again  ! 
My  sorrows  I  then  might  assuage 

In  the  ways  of  religion  and  truth. 
Might  learn  from  the  wisdom  of  age. 

And  be  cheer'd  by  the  sallies  of  yduth. 

Religion !  what  treasure  untold 
•  Resides  in  that  heavenly  word ! 
More  precious  than  silver  and  gold. 

Or  all  that  this  Earth  can  aflbrd. 
But  the  sound  of  the  church-gomg  bell 

These  valUes  and  rocks  never  beard. 
Never  sigh*d  at  the  sound  of  a  knell. 

Or  smilM  when  a  sabbath  appeared. 

Ye  winds,  that  have  made  me  your  qpoit. 

Convey  to  this  desolate  shore 
Some  cordial  endearing  report 

Of  a  land,  I  shall  visit  no  more. 
My  friends,  do  they  now  and  then  send 

A  wish  or  a  thought  after  me  } 
O  tell  me  I  yet  have  a  friend. 

Though  a  friend  I  am  never  to  see. 

How  fleet  b  a  glance  of  the  mind  ! 

Compared  with  the  speed  of  it's  flight. 
The  tempest  itself  lags  behind. 

And  the  swift-winged  arrows  of  light. 
When  I  think  of  my  own  native  land. 

In  a  moment  I  seem  to  be  there^ 
But  alas  1  recollection  at  hand 

Soon  hurries  me  back  to  despair. 

But  the  sea-fowl  is  gone  to  her  nest. 

The  beast  is  laid  down  in  hb  lair  ; 
Even  here  is  a  season  of  rest. 

And  I  to  my  cabin  repair. 
There's  meroy  in  every  place, 

And  meroy,  encouraging  thought  I 
Gives  even  affliction  a  grace. 

And  reconcUet  man  to  his  lot. 


ON  THE   PROMOTION  Ot 

ED^jiRD  THVRhOW,  ESS. 

TO  TBI  LORD  HIGH  CBANCELBORSHtP  OP  SXCLANBi 

Round  Thurlow's  bead  in  early  youth* 

And  in  his  qM>rtive  days. 
Fair  Science  pourM  the  light  of  truths 

And  Oeniui  shed  hb  rays. 
"  See  !"  with  united  wonder  eried 

Th'^  experiencM  and  the  sage» 
<*  Ambition  in  a  boy  supplied 

WithaUtbBi)f3llofBgtl 
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x^ruciBuui  iiiui  wn  u  mi  dwhjt 

The  balaiioe  in  the  highest  plice. 

And  bear  the  palm  away." 
Tbe  praJK  bettov'd  was  jost  and  wise; 

He  sprang  impetuous  forth 
Secure  of  conquest,  where  the  prize 

Attends  superior  worth. 
So  tbe  best  courser  on  the  plain 

Ere  yet  he  starts  is  known, 
And  does  but  at  the  goal  obtain 

What  all  bad  deemed  bis  own. 


.^DE  TO  PEACE. 

Com«  peace  of  mind,  delightful  gaest  1 
Sctura  and  make  thy  downy  nest 

Once  more  in  this  sad  heart ; 
Kor  riches  I  nor  pow^  pursue. 
Nor  bold  forbidden  jo3rs  in  view  ; 

We  therefore  need  not  partL 

'Where  wilt  thou  dwell,  if  not  with  me, 
Fkom  av'rice  and  ambition  free. 

And  pleasure's  fatal  wiles  ? 
For  whom,  alas  !  dost  thou  prepare 
The  sweets,  that  1  was  wont  to  share, 

Tbe  banquet  of  thy  smiles  ? 
Tbe  great,  the  gay,  shall  they  partake 
Tbe  Heav'n  that  thou  alone  canst  make  ? 

And  wilt  then  quit  the  stream, 
That  murmurs  through  the  dewy  mead, 
Tbe  grore  and  tbe  sequester'd  shed. 

To  be  a  guest  with  them } 
For  thee  I  panted,  thee  I  prized. 
For  thee  I  gladly  sacri6c*d 

Whatever  I  iot'd  before  ? 
And  shall  I  see  thee  start  away, 
And  helpless,  hopeless,  hear  thee  say-^ 

"  Farewell !  we  meet  no  more  ?" 


I  The  breath  of  Heav'n  must  swell  the  sai 
Or  all  the  toil  is  lost 


HUMAN  FRAILTY. 

Weak  and  irresolute  is  man  ' 

The  purpose  of  to  day, 
W^iren  with  pains  into  bis  plan. 

To  morrow  rends  away. 

Tbe  bow  well  bent,  and  smart  the  spring. 

Vice  seems  already  slain; 
Bot  Passion  rudely  snaps  the  string. 

And  it  rerives  agam. 
^ome  foe  to  hb  upright  intent 

Pinds  out  his  weaker  part; 
Virtue  engages  his  assent. 

But  Pleasure  wins  his  heart. 
Tis  here  the  folly  of  the  wise 

.  Through  all  his  art  we  view ; 
And,  while  his  tongue  the  charge  denies, 

Uis  conscience  owns  it  true. 

Bound  on  a  royage  of  awful  length 

And  dangers  little  known, 
A  stranger  to  superior  strength, 

Alan  vainly  trusts  his  own. 


THE  MODERN  PATRI01 

RisBLLiON  is  my  theme  all  day ; 

I  only  wish  *t  would  come 
(As  who  knows  but  perhaps  it  may  ?) 

A  little  nearer  home. 
Yon  roaring  boys,  who  rave  and  6ght 

On  t'other  side  th'  Atlantic, 
I  always  held  them  in  the  right. 

But  most  so  when  most  frantic. 
When  lawless  mobs  insult  the  court. 

That  man  shall  be  my  toast. 
If  breaking  windows  be  the  sport. 

Who  bravely  breaks  the  most. 
But  O !  for  him  my  ^ncy  culls 

The  choicest  flow*rs  she  bears. 
Who  constitutionally  pulls 

Your  house  about  your  ears. 
Such  civil  broils  are  my  delight, 

Though  some  folks  can*t  endure  them 
Who  say  the  mob  are  mad  outright. 

And  that  a  r6pe  must  cure  them. 
A  rope  !  I  wish  we  patriots  had 

Such  strings  for  all  who  need  'em— 
What !  bang  a  man  for  going  mad  ! 

Tbenfuewell  British  freedom. 


ON  OBSERVING  SOME  NAMES  O 
NOTE  RECORDED  IN  THE  Bl 
PHIA  BRITANNICA. 

Off,  fond  attempt  to  give  a  deathless  lo 
To  names  ignoble,  born  to  be  forgot ! 
In  vain,  recorded  in  historic  page. 
They  court  the  notice  of  a  future  age : 
Those  twinkling  tiny  lustres  of  the  land 
Drop  one  by  one  from  Fame's  neglectini 
Lethean  gulfs  receive  tbem  as  they  fall, 
And  dark  oblivion  soon  absorbs  tliem  all 
So  when  a  child,  as  playful  children  i 
Has  burnt  to  tinder  a  Stale  last  year*s  n 
The  flame  extinct,  he  views  the  roving  i 
«  There  goes  my  lady,  and  there  goes  1 
There  goes  the  parson,  oh  illustrious  spi 
And  there,  scarce  less  illustrious,  goes  t 
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OP  AM  ADJOSOin  CASE,  NOT  TO  BB  FO 
or  TBB  BOOKS. 

BrrwEBK  NoM  and  Eyes  a  strange  coni 
The  spectacles  set  them  unhappily  wi 

The  point  in  dispute  was,  as  all  the  wor 
To  which  the  said  spectaclei  ought  U 
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COWPER'S  POEMS. 


So  Tongue  wag  the  lawyer,  and  aiyned  the  caoie 
With  a  great  deal  of  tkiU,  and  a  wig  foU  of 
learpiogs 

While  chief  baroa  Ear  sat  to  balance  the  laws. 
So  fiun*d  for  his  talent  in  nicely  disconing. 

«'  In  behalf  of  the  Nbse  it  will  quickly  appear. 
And  your  knrdship/'  he  said,  «  will  undoubtedly 
find. 

That  the  Nose  has  had  spectacles  always  in  wear. 
Which  amounts  to  posKtsioo  time  outt>f  mind." 

Then  holding  the  spectacles  up  to  the  court — 
*'  Your  lordship  obaerves  they  are  made  with  a 
straddle, 

As  wide  as  the  ridge  of  tiie  Nose  is!  in  short. 
Designed  to  sit  close  to  it,  just  like  a  saddle. 

**  Again,  would  your  lordship  a  moment  suppose 
CTis  a  case  that  has  happened,  and  may  be  again) 

Tliat  the  visage  or  countenance  had  not  a  Nose, 
Pray  who  would,  or  who  could,  wear  n>ectaclef 
then? 

^'  On  the  whole  it  appears,  and  my  argument  shows 
With  a  reasoning,  the  court  will  never  condemn. 

That  the  spectacles  plainly  were  made  for  the  Nose, 
And  the  Nose  was  as  plainly  intended  for  thenu*' 

Then  shifting  his  side,  (as  a  lawyer  knows  how) 
He  pleaded  again  in  bebalf  of  the  Eyes  i 

But  what  were  his  arguments  few  people  know. 
For  the  court  did  not  think  they  were  equally  wise. 

So  his  lordship  decreed  with  a  grave  solemn  tone. 
Decisive  and  clear,  with<kit  one  i/*  or  but — 

That,  whenever  the  Nose  pqt  his  spectacles  on. 
By  day  light  or  candle-light— Eyesshould  be  shut  1 


I^VRNINO  OF  LORD  MANSFIELD*S 
LIBRARY. 

TOGETHER  WITH  HIS  MSS., 

ar  TBs.Moa,  in  thb  moktb  of  jum,  1780, 

So  then — the  Vandals  of  our  isle, 

Sworn  foes  to  sense  and  law. 
Have  buftot  to  dust  a  nobler  pile. 

Than  ever  Roman  saw ! 
And  Murray  sighs  o^er  Pope  and  Swift, 

And  many  a  treasure  more. 
The  wetl-jodg>d  purchase,  and  the  g1!L 

That  grac'd  bis  letter*d  store. 
Their  pages  mangled,  burnt,  and  tor% 

The  loss  was  his  alone  ; 
But  ages  yet  to  come  shall  mourn 

The  burning  of  Am  own. 


ON  THE  SABIE. 


Wbsn  wit  and  genius  meet  their  doom 

In  all  devounng  flame, 
lliey  tell  us  of  the  fate  of  RomtL 

Aad  bid  lis  fear  the  SMBaw 


O'er  Murray's  tew  the  Muses  wept. 

They  felt  the  rode  afeim. 
Yet  bless'd  the  guardian  caie,  that  kedl 

His  sacred  head  feom  haim. 

There  MemV>  Bke  the  bee,  that's  fed 

From  Flora's  balmy  store. 
The  quintessence  of  alt  he  read 

Had  treasnr'd  up  before. 

The  lawless  herd,  with  fory  blind. 
Have  done  him  cruel  wrrag ; 

The  flow*n  are  gone—  but  still  w«  find 
The  hooey  on  his  tongue. 


THE  LOVE  OF  THE  WORLD  REPROVED; 


HYPOCRISY  DETECTED  K 

Thus  says  the  prophet  of  the  Turk, 
*<  Good  mussulman,  abstain  from  poik; 
There  is  a  part  in  ev'ry  swine 
No  friend  or  follower  of  mine 
May  taste,  whate'er  his  incl'mation. 
On  pain  of  excommunicaUon." 
Such'  Mahomet's  mysterious  charge. 
And  thus  he  left  the  point  at  large. 
Had  he  the  sinful  part  ezpress'd. 
They  might  with  safety  eat  the  rest; 
ilut  for  one  piece  they  thought  it  baid 
From  the  whole  hog  to  be  debarr'd  ; 
And  set  their  wit  at  work  to  find 
What  joint  the  prophet  had  in  mind. 
Much  controversy  straight  arose. 
These  choose  the  back,  the  belly  those  ; 
fiy  some  'tis  confidently  said 
He  meant  not  to  forbid  the  bead  ; 
While  others  at  that  doctrine  rail. 
And  piously  prefer  the  tail. 
Thus,  conscience  freed  from  er'iy  dog, 
Mahometans  eat  up  the  hog. 

You  laugh  »*tiB  well — ^The  tale  applied 
May  make  you  laugh  on  t'other  side. 
"  Renounce  the  world"  the  preacher  criou 
«  We  do,"  a  multitude  replies. 
While  one  as  innocent  regards 
A  snog  and  ftriendly  game  at  cards  ; 
And  one,  whatever  you  may  say. 
Can  see  no  evil  in  a  play ; 
Some  love  a  concert  or  a  race  ; 
And  others  shooting,  and  the  chase* 
Revil'd  and  lov'd,  rcnounc'd  and  followed. 
Thus,  bit  by  bit,  the  world  is  swallow'd  ; 
Fach  thinks  his  neigbbour  makes  too  firte. 
Yet  likes  a  slice  as  well  as  he  : 
With  sophistry  their  tauoe  they  sweeten, 
Tdl  quite  from  tail  to  flnone  tis  eaten. 

>  Itmay  beproper  to  inform  the  reader,  tbatthli 
piece  has  already  appeared  in  print,  having  fbood 
it's  way,  though  with  some  umecessary  addttibas 
by  an  unknown  hand,  into  the  Leeds  Jottmal.  idtb- 
jDttt  the  author's  privity. 
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(VOW  LADY)  THROCKMORTOira 
BULFINCff. 


Yb  oympht !  if  e*er  yoar  tyes  were  red 
With  tears  o'er  haple«  fmr'ritet  shed, 

O  share  Biaria's  grief ! 
Her  favorite,  even  ia  hit  cage, 
(What  will  not  hunger's  cruel  rage  ?) 

AMassin'd  by  a  thief. 
Where  Rbeoot  strays  his  Tines  among. 
The  egg  was  laid  from  which  he  sprung; 

Ami  though  by  nature  mute. 
Or  only  with  a  whistle  blest. 
Well  taught  he  all  the  sounds  ezpress'd 

Of  flagelet  or  flute. 
The  honours  of  his  ebon  poll 
Were  brighter  than  the  sleekest  mole. 

His  boiom  of  the  hue, 
With  which  Aurora  decks  the  skies. 
When  piping  winds  shall  soon  arise. 

To  sweep  away  the  dew. 

Abore,  below,  in -all  the  house. 
Dire  foe  alike  of  bird  and  mouse. 

No  cat  had  leave  to  dwell ; 
And  Bully's  cage  supported  stood 
On  props  of  smoothest-sbaren  wood, 

Lsrge-built  and  lattic'd  well. 
Well-lattic'd,  but  the  grate,  alas ! 
Not  rough  with  wire  of  ^teel  or  brass. 

For  Bully's  plumage  sake, 
Bat  smooth  with  wands  from  Ouse's  side. 
With  which,  when  neatly  peel'd  and  dried. 

The  swains  their  baskets  make. 
Night  veiPd  the  pole :  all  seem'd  seenrt : 
When  led  by  instinct  sharp  and  sore, 

Subsistence  to  prpvide, 
A  beast  forth  sallied  on  the  scout, 
Long-back'd,  kxig-tail'd,  with  whiskerM  nont. 

And  badger-colour'd  bale.  ' 

He,  enf  ring  at  the  study-door. 
It's  ample  area  'gan  exph^re ; 

And  somethipg  hi  the  wind 
Conjectnr'd,  sniffing  round  and  roand. 
Better  than  all  th^  books  ha  fioaad. 

Food  chiefly  for  the  mind. 
Just  then  by  adverse  fate  impress'd, 
A  dream  disturb'd  poor  Bully's  rest| 

In  sleep  he  seem'd  to  view 
A  rat  Cut  clinging  4o  the  cage, 
And,  screaming  attheMdpreia^. 

Awoke  and  found  it  true. 

For,  aided  both  by  ear  and  scent, 
Bif^t  to  his  mark  the  monster  went^ 

Ah  Muse!  Ibrbear  to  speak 
Bfinute  the  horrors  that  easii'd  ; 
His  teeth  weresUmiftf  the  cage<WM 

He  left  poor  Bully's  beak.. 
O  had  he  made  that  too  Us  prey; 
That  beak,  whence  issu'd  many  m  lajt 

Of  iucfa  meUifluQoaloiM^ 
Might  have  repaid  him  w'eU*! 
Jor  silencmg  so  sweet  a  ihioali 

Fait  stock  within  hl» 
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On  Tbracian  Hebma'  side 
The  tree-enchanter  Orpheos  fell. 
His  head  akine  remaia'd  to  tell 

The  cmel  death  he  died. 


THE  ROSE. 

Tbb  rose  had  been  wash'd,  just  wash'd  in  a  showV, 

Which  Bfary  to  Anna  convey'd. 
The  plentiful  moisture  encumber'd  the  flow*r, 

Aod  weigh'd  down  it's  beautiful  head. 
The  cup  was  all  fiU'd,  and  the  leaves  were  all  wet. 

And  it  seem'd  to  a  fanciful  view, 
To  weep  for  the  buds  it  had  left  with  regret. 

On  the  flounshing  bush  where  it  grew. 
I  hastily  seiz'<]  it,  unfit  as  it  was 

For  a  nosegay,  so  drippmg  and  drown'd. 
And  swinging  it  rudely,  too  rudely,  alas ! 

I  snapp'd  it,  it  fell  to  the  ground. 
"  And  such,"  I  exdaimM,  *'  is  the  pitileM  pait 

Some  act  by  the  delicate  mind. 
Regardless  of  wringing  and  breaking  a  heart 

Already  to  sorrow  resign'd. 

"  This  elegant  rose,  had  I  shaken  it  less, 
:    Might  have  bhx>m'd  with  it's  owner  a  while  ; 
And  the  tear,  that  is  wip'd  with  a  little  address, 
.    May  be  foUew'd  perhaps  by  a  smile." 


THE  DOVES. 

Rbas'niko  at  ev'ry  step  he  treads, 

Man  yet  misti^kes  his  way. 
While  meaner  things,  whom  instinct  leadsp 

Are  rarely  known  to  stray. 
One  silent  eve  I  wander'd  late. 

And  heard  the  voice  of  leve  ; 
The  turtle  thus  a^dress'd  her  mate. 

And  sooth'd  the  list'ning  dove : 

<<  Our  mutual  bond  of  iuth  and  truth 

No  time  shall  disengage. 
Those  blessings  of  our  early  youth 

Shall  cheer  our  latest  age : 
**  While  innocence  without  disguise. 

And  constancy,  sincere. 
Shall  fill  the  circles  of  tiioee  eyet. 

And  mine  can  read  tbam  there ; 

*'  Those  ills,  that  wait  on  all  below. 

Shall  ne'er  be  feh  by  ma. 
Or  gently  felt,  and  only  so. 

As  being  shar'd  with  tfaee. 

"  When  lightnings  flash  among  thfl  trees, 

Or  kites  are  bov'rtng  near, 
I  fiear  lest  thee  akme  they  seiae^ 

And  know  no  other  fear. 
«  Tis  then  I  fieel  myself  a  wife. 

And  press  thy  wedded  side, 
Resolv'd  a  uuob  fbrai'd  for  life 

Death  nevat  shall  divida. 
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*'  But  oh  f  if  fickte  and  micbaste, 

(Forgive  a  transieDt  thought) 
Thoa  could  become  unkind  at  last. 

And  scorn  thy  present  lot, 
"  No  need  of  lightnings  from  on  high. 

Or  kites  with  cruel  beak  ; 
Denied  th*  endearments  of  thine  eye. 

This  widow'd  heart  would  break." 
Thus  sang  the  sweet  sequestered  bird. 

Soft  mk  the  passing  wind. 
And  I  recorded  what  I  heard, 

A  lesson  tor  mankind. 


ji  fabLe. 

A  KA7I1I,  while  with  glossy  breast 

Her  new-laid  eggs  she  fondly  press'd. 

And,  on  her  wickerwork  high  mounted, 

Her  chickens  prematurely  counted, 

(A  &ult  philosophers  might  blame 

If  quite  exempted  from  the  same) 

Enjoy'd  at  ease  the  genial,  day ; 

Twas  April,  as  the  bumpkins  say. 

The  legislature  cali'd  it  May. 

But  suddenly  a  wind  as  high. 

As  ever  swept  a  whiter  sky. 

Shook  the  voong  leaves  about  her  ears. 

And  fill'd  her  with  a  thousand  fears. 

Lest  the  rude  blast  should  snap  the  bough. 

And  spread  her  golden  hopes  below. 

But  just  at  eve  the  blowing  weather. 

And  all  her  fears,  were  bush'd  together : 

"  And  now,**  quoth  poor  unthinking  Ralph, 

"  Tis  over,  and  the  brood  is  safe  j" 

(For  ravens,  though  as  birds  of  omen 

They  teach  btAh  conjurers  and  old  women. 

To  tell  us  what  is  to  befall. 

Cant  prophesy  themselves  at  all.) 

The  morning  came,  when  neighbour  Hodge, 

Who  long  had  mark'd  her  airy  lodge. 

And  destined  all  the  treasure  there 

A  gift  to  his  expectmg  fair. 

Climbed  like  a  squirrel  to  his  dray. 

And  bore  the  worthless  prize  away. 

MOtAL. 

Tis  Providence  alane  secures 
In  ev'ry  change  both  mine  and  yoorss 
Safety  consists  not  in  escape 
From  dangers  of  a  frightful  shape; 
An  earthquake  may  be  bid  to  spare 
The  man  that*s  strangled  by  a  hair. 
Fate  steals  along  with  silent  tread. 
Found  ofl'nes^  in  what  least  we  dread. 
Frowns  ip  the  storm  with  angry  brow. 
But  in  the  sunshine  strikes  the  blow* 


A  COMPARISON. 

The  lapse  af  titne  and  rivers  is  the  same. 
Both  speed  their  journey  with  a  restless  stream  ; 
The  silent  pace,  with  which  they  steal  away, 
No  wealth  can  bribe,  no  pray'rs  persuade  to  stay  ; 
Alike  irrevpcable  both  when  past, 
And  a  wide  ocean  twallowi  bolti  «t  lait. 


COWPER'S  POEMS. 


Though  each  resemble  etch  in  cv'iy  part, 
A  difference  strikes  at  length  the  musing  heart ; 
Streams  never  flow  in  vahi ;  where  streams  aboool; 
How  laughs  the  land  with  various  plenty  crowned ! 
But  time,  that  should  enrich  the  nobler  mind. 
Neglected  leaves  a  dreary  waste  behind. 


ANOTHER. 

ADDRBSSKD  TO  A  TOUNO  LAST. 

SwBBT  stream,  that  winds  through  yonder  glads^ 

Apt  emblem  of  a  virtuous  maid--' 

Silent  and  chaste  she  steals  along, 

Far  from  the  world's  gay  busy  throng' ; 

With  gentle  fet  prevailing  force, 

Intent  upon  her  destined  course  ; 

GraceAil  and  useful  all  she  cbes, 

Blesdng  and  blest  where'er  she  goes, 

Pure-bojomM  as  that  wat'ry  gUus, 

And  Heav'n  reflected  in  her  ftoe. 


THE  POET'S  NETT^YEAWS-GIFT. 

TO  MRS.  (now  lady)  TBaOCKMOtTOlT. 

Maiia  !  I- have  ev*ry  good 

For  thee  wish*d  many  a  time. 
Both  sad,  and  in  a  cbeerftil  mood. 

But  never  yet  in  rhJme. 

To  wish  thee  feh^r  is  no  need, 

More  prudent,  or  mora  sprightly. 
Or  more  ingenious,  or  more  feeed 

Fhmk  temper-flaws  unsightly. 
What  fevoor  then  not  yet  possess'd 

Can  I  for  thee  require. 
In  wedded  love  already  blest. 

To  thy  whole  heart's  desire  } 
None  here  is  happy  but  in  part : 

Full  bliss  is  bliss  divine ; 
There  dwells  some  wish  in  ev'ry  heart. 

And  doubtless  ane  m  thine. 
That  wish  on  some  felr  future  day, 

Which  Fate  tfhall  brightly  gik!, 
(Tis  blameless,  be  it  what  it  may) 

I  wish  it  all  fulfill'd. 


ODE  TO  APOLLO. 

CM  AH  IKC-OLASS  ALMOST  DtXU  IM  TBB  SVIT. 

Patron  of  all  those  luckless  brains. 

That,  to  the  wrong  side  leaning. 
Indite  much  metre  with  much  pains. 

And  little  or  no  meaning. 
Ah  why,  since  oceans,  rivers,  strcum^ 

That  water  all  the  nations. 
Pay  tribute  to  thy  glorious  beams, 

lo  constant  exhalations. 
Why,  stoofung  from  the  noon  of  day. 

Too  covetous  of  drink, 
Apollo,  hast  thou  stol'n  away 

A  poet's  drop  of  ink} 

.,gitized  by  Google 


It  floftlB  a  Tapour  now, 
Impeird  tbrdngh  regions  dease  and  rare^ 

By  all  the  winds  that  blow. 
Ordain*d  perhaps  ere  summer  flies, 

Combin'd  with  miUioM  more. 
To  form  an  Iris  in  the  skies, 

Though  black  and  foul  before. 
lUostrious  drop  !  and  happy  then 

Beyond  the  happiest  lot, 
Of  all  that  ever  passM  my  pen. 

So  toon  to  be  turgot ! 
PboBbus,  if  such  be  thy  design. 

To  place  it  in  thy  bow, 
QiTe  wit,  that  what  ii  left  may  shJna 

With  equal  grace  below. 


PJIRINO  TIME  ANTICIPATED: 

A  PABLB. 

I  SHALL  not  ask  Jean  Jaqnes  Roonean  *, 
If  biids  confobulate  or  no  ; 
lis  clear,  that  th«y  were  always  able 
To  hold  discourte,  at  least  in  foble ; 
Aod  e*en  the  child  who  knows  no  better. 
Than  to  interpret  by  the  letter, 
A  story  of  a  cock  and  bull, 
Most  have  a  most  oncommon  skull. 
It  chanc*d  then  on  a  winter's  day, 
Bat  warm,  and  bright,  and  cahn  as  May, 
The  birds  conceiving  a  design 
To  forestal  sweet  St  Valentine, 

In  many  an  orchard,  copse,  and  grove. 

Assembled  on  affairs  of  love. 

And  with  much  twitter  and  much  chatter. 

Began  to  agiute  the  matter. 

At  length  a  Bnlfinch,  who  could  boast 

More  years  and  wisdom  than  the  most,         ^ ' 

Eutreated,  opening  wide  his  beak, 

A  moment's  liberty  to  speak ; 

And,  ftilence -publicly  enjoin*d, 

Hrliver'd  briefly  thus  his  mind. 
"  My  frieods  1  be  cautious  bow  ye  treat 

The  subject,  wm  which  we  meet ; 

1  fear  we  shaQhave  whiter  yet." 
A  Fmch,  whose  tongue  knew  no  control. 

With  gfMen  wing,  and  sattin  jpnl, 

A  last  year's  bird,  who  ne*er  had  tried 

What  marriage  means,  thus  pert  replied : 
'*  Methmks  the  gentleman,"  quoth  she, 

'*  Opporitain  the  apple  tree, 

By  his  good  will  would  keep  us  single 

Till  yonder  Heav'n  and  Earth  shall  mingle^ 

Or  (which  is  likelier  to  befoll)  . 

Tin  death  exterminate  us  alL 

I  msrty  without  more  ado. 

My  dear  Dick  Redcap,  what  say  yon  V* 

^  It  was  one  of  the  whimsical  specuhitioQS  of  this 
philosopher,  that  all  Cables,  which  ascribe  reason 
and  speech  to  animab,  should  be  withheld  from 
children,  as  being  only  vehicles  of  deoeptam.  But 
what  child  was  ever  deceiv|^  by  than,  or  ^aa  be, 
against  the  «Tidaic«  of  hit  Mtmes?       ^ 


ITummg  short  round,  strutting  ana  sideimg. 
Attested,  glad,  his  approbation 
Of  an  immediate  conjugation. 
Their  sentiments  so  well  express'd 
Infloenc'd  mightily  the  rest. 
All  pair>d,  and  etfch  pair  built  a  nest. 
But  though  the  birds  were  thus  in  haste. 
The  leaves  came  on  not  quite  so  fast. 
And  Destiny,  that  sometimes  bears 
An  aspect  stem  on  man*s  affairs. 
Not  altogether  smtl'd  on  theirs. 
The  wind,  of  late  breath'd  gently  forth. 
Now  shifted  east,  and  east  by  north ; 
Bare  trees  and  shrubs  but  ill  you  know. 
Could  shelter  thens  from  rain  or  snow. 
Stepping  into  their  nests,  they  paddled. 
Themselves  were  chili'd,  their  eggs  were  addled. 
Soon  ev'ry  fisither  bird  and  mother 
Grew  quarrelsome,  and  peck'd  each  other. 
Parted  without  the  least  regret, 
Exc^  that  they  had  ever  met. 
And  leam*d  In  future  to  be  wiser. 
Than  to  neglect  a  good  adviser. 


MORAL. 

Mtaaes !  the  tale  that  I  relate 

This  lesson  seems  to  carry- 
Choose  not  alone  a  proper  mate. 
Bat  proper  time  to  marry. 


THE  DOG  AND  THE  JTATERLILT: 


Thb  noon  was  riiady,  and  soft  airs 

Swept  0080*8  silent' tide. 
When,  'scap'd  from  literary  cares, 

I  wander'd  on  his  fide. 
My  spaniel,  prettiest  of  his  race. 

And  high  in  pedigree, 
(Two  nymphs  ^  adorned  with  ev*ry  g^race 

That  spaniel  found  for  me.) 
Now  wantoned  lost  in  flags  and  reeds. 

Now  starting  into  sight 
Pnrsued  the  swallow  o  er  the  meads 

With  scarce  a  slower  flight. 
It  was  the  time  when  Ouse  display'd 

His  lilies  newly  blown  i 
Their  beauties  I  intent  sarvey*d 

And  one  I  wish'd  my  own. 
With  cane  extended  far  I  sought 

To  steer  it  close  to  land ; 
But  still  the  prize,  though  nearly  caught, 

Escap'd  my  eager  hand. 
Beau  mariL'd  my  unsuccessful  pains 

With  fix'd  consid'rate  foce. 
And  puzzling  set  his  puppy  brains 

To  comprehend  the  case. 

But  with  a  chernp  dear  and  stioog. 

Dispersing  all  his  dream, 
I  thence  withdrew,  and  followed  long 

The  wmdings  of  the  stream. 

>  Sir  Bobart  Ckmaing^  daughteifl. 
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My  ranMe  endcdyi  MtorM  | 

Beau,  trotUoif  im  belbrey 
The  floating  wreath  agai^  ditoeni'd. 

And  plunging  left  the  thope. 
I  saw  him  with  that  Uty  cropp'd 

Impatient  swim  to  meet 
My  quick  apprdaohi  and  8000  he  dftypp^d 

The  treasure  at  my  feet* 
Chann'd  with  the  rfght,  •*  The  world,»»  1  cried, 

"  Shall  hear  of  this  thy  deed  : 
My  dog  shall  mortify  the  pride 

Of  man's  super^r  br^ : 

"  But  chief  myself  I  will  enjoin. 

Awake  at  duty's  call. 
To  shew  a  lo^e  as  protf^  at  thine 

To  Him  who  givea  me  aU." 


THE  POET,  TBE  OYSTEU,  AtTD  8ENSI- 
TIVBPLAST. 

An  Oyiter,  cast  upon  the  shore» 
Was  beard,  though  nerer  beard  before, 
Complainmg  in  a  speech  "well  worded. 
And  worthy  thus  to  be  recoiled— 

"  Ab^  hapless  wretch !  cond^mii'd  to  dwell 
For  ever  in  my  native  shell ; 
Ordain'd  to  move  when  others  please, 
Not  for  my  own  content  or  ease; 
But  toss'd  and  buffettad  about^ 
Now  in  the  water  and  now  cut, 
Twere  better  to  be  bora  a  stone. 
Of  ruder  shape,  and  fueling  none. 
Than  with  a  tendemeas  like  mine^ 
And  sensibilities  so  fine  ! 
I  envy  that  unfeehn^ehrub^ 
Fast  rooted  against  ev'ry  rub;" 
The  plant  he  meant  grew  not  ftlr  off> 
And  telt  the  sneer  with  scorn  enoogh  | 
Was  hurt,  disgusted,  mortified. 
And  with  asperity  replied. 

When,  cry  the  botanists^  and  stare. 
Did  plants  calPd  sensitive  grow  there  ? 
No  matter  when — a  poet's  muse  is 
To  make  them  grow  jost  where  she  chboses. 

"  You  shapeless  nothing  in  «  dish; 
You  that  are  buTahiioit  a  fish, 
I  scorn  your  coarse  insimtatloii. 
And  have  most  plentifvl  odtaftlDay 
To  wish  myself  the  rock  I  vlear. 
Or  such  another  dolt  to  jMt« 
For  many  a  grave  and  learned  deric^ 
And  many  a  gay  unletter'dvpark^ 
With  curious  touch  examinee  me. 
If  I  can  feel  as  well  as  he ; 
And  when  I  bend,  retire,  and  shrink. 
Says — « Well,  tis  more  than  one  would  think !' 
Thus  life  is  spent  (oh  fie  upon't !) 
In  being  touch'd,  and  crying—*  Don't  p  >»  '  • 

A  poet,  in  his  ev^ing  walk, 
Cerheard  and  check'd  this  idle  talk. 
•«  And  yoor  fine  seoM,**  be  saM,  "  and  yoai^ 
Whatever  evil  it  endures. 
Deserves  not,  if  so  soon  ofiended. 
Much  to  be  pitied  or  commended. 
Dtsputes,  though  short,  are  &r  too  long, 
Whcrt  bgtti4dik»aie  h)  the  wxo««  I  . 


Your  feelings  In  their  full  1 
Are  all  upon  your  own  1 

*'  You,  in  your  grotti 
Complain  of  being  thus  ezpos'd  $ 
Yet  nothing  fsel  in  that  rough  poat. 
Save  when  the  knife  is  at  your  throat. 
Wherever  driv'n  by  wind  or  tide. 
Exempt  from  ev'ry  iU  beside. 

**  koA  as  for  yon,  my  ladv  Saoeamish, 
Who  reckon  ev'ry  touch  a  blemtsb. 
If  all  ^e  plants,  that  can  b^  fbund 
Bmbellishing  the  soAe  around, 
Shoukl  droop  and  wither  where  they  grow. 
You  would  not  feel  at trtl*  iiat  yon. 
The  noblest  minds  their  vhrtue  prove 
By  pity,  sympatlnr,  and  love : 
These,  these  are  feelings  tnily  fine. 
And  prove  their  owner  half  divine." 

Hb  censure  reach'd  them  as  he  dealt  it. 
And  each  by  shrinking  shoved  he  felt  it 


THE  SHRUBBERY. 

wtnrtxir  nr  a  nm  of  APFUcnoir. 

Ob,  happy  shades- -to  nie  unblest  I 

Friendly  to  peace,  but  not  to  me  f 
How  ill  the  scene,  that  ofiers  rest, 
•    And  heart,  that  cannot  rest,  agree ! 
;This  ghusy  stream,  that  spronding  pine, 
>    Those  aiders  quiv*ring  to  the  breese. 
Might  sooth  a  soul  less  hurt  than  mine, 
i    And  please,  if  any  thing  could  please. 
!But  fix'd  unalterable  Care 
I    Forgoes  not  what  she  feels  witliin, 
(Shows  the  same  sadness  ev'ry  where. 

And  slights  the  season  and  the  soeoe. 
jFor  all  that  pleas'd  in  wood  or  lawn. 

While  Peace  possess'd  these  silent  bow*i^ 
|Ier  animating  smile  withdrawn. 

Has  lost  if  s  beauties  and  it's  pow'^ 
The  saint  or  moralist  should  treid 

This  moss-grown  all^  musing^,  skm ; 
They  seek  like  me  the  secret  shade. 

But  not  like  me  to  nourish  wp !  ' 
Me  firuitful  scenes  aiid  prospects  waste 
I    Alike  admonish  not  to  roam  ; 
These  tell  me  of  erfjoyments  past; 

And  those  of  sorrows  yet  to  come. 


THE  WINI^R  NdSEGjtrC 

yf BAT  Natore,  alas !  has  deined 

To  the  delicate  growth  of  our  isle. 
Art  has  in  a  measure  supplied. 

And  Winter  is  deck'd  with  a  sibiTe. 
See,  Mary,  what  beauties  I  brmg 

Firom  the  shelter  of  that  sunny  shed. 
Where  the  flow'rs  have  the  charms  of  the  sprin|^ 

Though  abroad  they  are  firozen  and  dead. 
TSi  a  bow^  of  Areadtan  sweets, 

Wher»  Flora  is  still  in  her  prNnc, 
A  fortrenrto  wMch  die  rptreats 
J  From  the  cruel  ^sMiiiMi  of^^BP-dtflMw' 
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Mthe  fairest  and  sweetest,  that  bi<m 

Op  the  beautiful  bosom  of  May. 
See  bow  they  have  safely  surrivM 

The  frowns  of  a  sky  so  severe ; 
Such  Mary's  true  love,  that  has  Iiv'4 

Through  nany  a  turbulent  year. 
The  charms  of  the  late  blowing  rose 

Seem  gracM  with  a  livelier  hue. 
And  the  winter  of  sorrow  best  shows 

The  troth  of  a  friend  such  as  you. 


MVTUAL  FORBEAJtASCE 

ncsasAiT   TO   tbk   happiness   of   the   married 

STATE. 

Thi  lady  thai  address'd  her  spouse — 
'*  What  a  mere  dungeon  is' this  house ! 
By  no  means  large  enough ;  and  was  it, 
Yet  this  dull  room,  and  that  dark  clos^, 
Those  hangings  with  their  woru-out  graces. 
Long  beards,  long  noses,  and  pale  fiices. 
Are  such  an  antiquated  scene. 
They  overwh.elm  me  with  the  spleen." 
Sir  Humphrey,  ihooting  in  the  dark,     ^ 
Intakes  answer  quite  beside  the  mark : 
*<  No  doubt,  my  dear,  J  bade  him  come, 
£ogag*d  myself  to  be  at  home. 
And  than  expect  him  at  the  door. 
Precisely  when  the  clock  strikes  four.»» 
**  You  are  so  deaf,"  the  lady  cried, 
(And  rais'd  her  voice,  and  frowuM  beside] 
*«  You  are  so  sadly  deaf,  my  dear, 
What  shall  I  do  to  make  you  hear  ?" 

**  Dismiss  poor  Harry  !"  he  replies  ; 
**  S6me  people  are  more  nice  than  wise. 
Tor  one  slight  trespass  all  this  stir  I 
What  if  he  did  ride  whip  and  spur, 
Twas  but  a  mile — your  fav'rite  horse 
.     Will  neret  look  one  hair  the  Vorse." 

"  Well,  I  protest  His  \«rt  all  bearing—*' 
"  Child  !  I  am  rather  hard  of  hearing—*' 
"  Y«s,  truly — one  must  scream  and  bawl : 
I  teU  yon,  you  can't  hear  at  all  !" 
Then,  with  a  voice  exceeding  low, 
'*  No  matter  if  you  hear  or  no." 
Alas  !  and  »  domestic  strife. 
That  sorest  ill  of  human  life, 
A  plague  so  littJe  to  be  fear'd. 
As  to  be  wantonly  inearr'd. 
To  gratify  a  fretful  passkni. 
On  ev*ry  trivial  prorocation  ? 
The  kindest  and  the  happiest  pair 
WDl  find  occasion  t'^  forbear ; 
And  something  er^ryrday  they  Ihre, 
To  pity,  and  perhaps  forgive. 
.   But  if  infirmities,  that  fsU 
lo  common  to  the  lot  of  all, 
A  blemish  or  a  sense  impair'd. 
Are  crimes  so  little  to  be  spar'd. 
Then  fsrewell  all,  that  roust  create 
The  comfort  of  the  wedded  state; 
Instead  of  harmony,  'tis  jar, 
And  tniDTilt,  and  intestine  war< 
Vol.  SVItL 


jrreserv  a  uy  virwie  iruiu  *icviia§»iwM, 

Becomes  not  weary  of  attention ; 
But  live?*,  when  that  exterior  grace, 
Which  finst  inspired  the  flame,  decays. 
'Tis  gentle,  delicate,  and  kind. 
To  faults  compassionate  or  blind, 
And  will  with  sympathy  endnre 
Those  evils,  it  would  gladly  cure : 
But  angry,  coarse,  and  harsh  expression 
Shows  love  to  be  a  mere  profession ; 
Proves  that  the  heart  is  none  of  his^ 
Or  soon  expels  him  if  it  is. 


NEGRO'S  COMPLAINT. 

Forc'd  from  home  and  all  iffe  pleasures, 

Afric*s  coast  I  left  forlorn ; 
To  increase  a  stranger's  treasures. 

O'er  the  raging  billows  borne. 
Men  from  England  bought  and  sold  me. 

Paid  my  price  in  paltry  gold  ; 
But,  though  slave  they  have  eoroU'd  me. 

Minds  are  never  to  be  sokl. 

Still  in  thought  as  free  as  ever. 
What  are  Eogland's  rights,  I  aik. 

Me  from  my  delights  to  sever, 

•    Me  to  torture,  me  to  task  ? 

Fleecy  locks  and  black  complexion 
Cannot  forfeit  Nature's  claim  ; 

Skins  n^ay  diflfer,  but  affection 
Dwells  in  white  and  black  the  same. 

Why  did  all-creating  Nature 

Make  the  plant,  for  which  we  toil  ? 
Sighs  must  fan  it,  tears  must  water. 

Sweat  of  ours  must  dress  the  soil. 
Think,  ye  masters  iron-hearted. 

Lolling  at  your  jovial  boards  ; 
Think  how  many  backs  have  smarted 

For  the  sweets,  your  cane  affords. 

Is  there,  as  ye  aometimes  tell  us, 

Is  there  one,  who  reigns  on  high  ? 
Has  he  bid  you  buy  and  sell  ns. 

Speaking  from  his  throne  the  sky  > 
Ask  him,  if  your  knotted  scourges. 

Matches,  blood-extorting  screws. 
Are  the  means,  that  duty  urges 

Agents  of  his  wiU  to  use  ? 

Hark  I  he  answers — ^wild  tornadoes. 

Strewing  yonder  sea  with  wrecks ; 
Wasting  towns,  plantations,  nieadow<(. 

Are  the  voice  with  which  he  speaks. 
He,  foreseeing  what  vexatkms 

Afric's  sons  should  undergo, 
Fix'd  their  tyrants'  hahitationr 

Where  his  whiriwinds  answer— No» 

By  our  blood  in  Afric  wasted, 
Ere  our  necks  receiv'd  the  chain ; 

By  the  mis'ries  that  we  tasted, 
Crosatng  in  your  barks  the  main  j 
Uu 
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By  our  safiPrings,  since  ye  broi^jbt  at 

To  the  man-degrading  mart ; 
AH  sustained  by  palieoce,  taught  us 

Only  by  a  biroken  heart ; 
Deem  our  nation  brutes  no  longer. 

Till  some  reason  yc  shall  fin4 
Worthier  of  rejtard,  and  stronger 

Than  the  coloiu*  of  our  kind. 
Slaves  of  gold,  vbose  sordid  dealings 

Tarnish  all  yoiir  boasted  pow'rs, 
Prove  that  you  have  human  feelings^ 

£re  yoQ  proudly  question  ouis  ! 


PITY  FOR  POOR  AFRICAI^S. 

Video  meliora  proboque, 
Deteriora  sequor.— 

I  own  1  am  shocVd  at  the  purchase  of  slaves, 
And  fear  those,  who  buy  them  and  sell  them,  are 
knaves;  [groans. 

What  I  bear  of  their  hardships,  their  tortures,  anil 
Is  almost  enough  to  draw  pity  from  stones. 
I  pity  them  greatly,  but  I  must  be  mum, 
For  how  could  we  do  without  sugar  and  rum  ? 
Especially  sugar,  so  needful  we  see  ? 
What,  give  up  our  deserts,  our  coffee,  and  tea ! 
Besides,  if  we  do,  the  French,  Dutch,  and  Danes, 
Will  heartily  thank  us,  no  doubt,  for  our  pains ; 
If  we  do  not  biiy  the  poor  creatures,  they  will. 
And  toitures  and  groans  will  be  multiplied  still. 
If  foreigners  likewise  would  give  up  the  trade. 
Much  more  in  behalf  of  your  wish  might  be  said  I 
But^  while  they  get  riches  by  purchasing  blacks. 
Pray  tell  me  why  we  may  not  also  go  snacks  ? 
Your  scruples  and  arguments  bring  to  my  mind 
A  story  so  pat,  you  may  think  it  is  coin'd. 
On  purpose  to  answer  you,  out  of  my  mint; 
But  I  can  assure  you  I  saw  ii  in  print  * 
A  youngster  at  school  n»ore  sedate  than  the  rest. 
Had  once  his  integrity  put  to  the  test ; 
His  comrades  had  plotted  an  orchard  to  rob, 
And  ask'd  him  to  go  and  assist  in  the  job. 

He  was  shocked,  sir,  like  you,  and  igaswer'd — *'Oh  no ! 
What !  rob  our  good  neighbour !  I  pray  you  don*t  go ; 
Besides  the  man's  poor,  his  oichard's  his  bread. 
Then  think  of  his  chiklren,  for  they  must  be  fed." 
'*  You  speak  very  fine,  and  you  look  very  grave. 
But  apples  we  «;ant,  and  apples  we*  II  have ; 
If  3rou  will  go  with  ns,  you  shall  have  a  share, 
If  not,  you  sliall-have  neither  apple  nor  pear.*^ 
They  spoke,  and  Tom  ponder'd — *<  I  see  they  will  go : 
Poor  man  I  what  a  pity  to  injure  him  so  I 
Poor  nnan  !  I  wuuld  save  him  hts  fruit  if  I  could. 
But  staying  behind  will  do  him  no  good. 

•*  If  the  matter  depended  alone  upon  me,      prec ;. 
His  apples  might  hang  till  they  dropp'd  firom  the 
But,  since  they  will  take  them,  I  think  1*  11  go  too. 
He  will  lose  none  by  roe,  though  I  get  a  fisw.'* 

Hit  scruples  thu^  silenc'd,  Tom  felt  more  at  ease. 
And  went  with  his  comrades  the  apples  to  seize ; 
He  blam'd  and' protested,  but  joined  in  the  plan  : 
He  fbar'd  in  the  plunderj  but  pitied  the  mai)« 


TBS 

MORNING  I^REAM. 

*TwA8  in  the  glad  season  of  spring. 

Asleep  at  the  dawn  of  the  day, 
I  dre^m*d  what  1  cannot  but  ud%. 

So  pleasant  it  seem'd  as  I  lay. 
I  dream'd  that,  on  ocean  afloat. 

Far  hence  to  the  westward  I  sail'd. 
While  the  billows  high-lif^ed  the  boat. 

And  the  fresh-blowmg  breeze  never  fiiird. 
In  the  steerage  a  woman  I  saw. 

Such  at  least  was  the  form  that  she  wore. 
Whose  beauty  impressed  me  with  awe. 

Ne'er  taught  me  by  woman  before. 
She  sat,  and  a  shield  at  her  side 

Shed  light,  like  a  sun  on  the  waves. 
And  smiling  divinely,  she  cried — 

••  I  go  to  make  freemen  of  slaves." — 
Then  raising  her  voice  to  a  strain 

The  sweetest,  that  ear  ever  heard. 
She  sung  of  the  slave's  broken  chain, 

Wherever  her  glory  appear'd. 
Some  clouds,  which  had  over  us  hung. 

Fled,  chas'd  by  her  melody  clear. 
And  mcthought  while  she  liberty  sung, 

'Twas  liberty  ohly  to  hear. 
Thus  swiftly  dividing  the  flood,    - 

To  a  slave-cohur'd  island  we  came. 
Where  a  demon,  her  enemy,  stood — 

Oppression  his  terrible  name. 
In  hb  band,  as  the  sign  of  bis  sway, 

A  scourge  hung  with  lashes  he  bore. 
And  stood  looking  out  for  his  prey 

From  Africa's  sorrowful  shore. 
But  soon  as  approaching  the  land. 

That  goddess-like  woman  he  view'd, 
The  scourge  he  let  fall  from  his  band. 

With  blood  of  bis  subjects  imbru'd. 
I  saw  him  both  sicken  and  die. 

And  the  moment  the  monster  expir'd, 
Hear'd  shouts,  that  ascended  the  sky. 

From  thousands  with  rapture  inspir'd. 
Awaking,  how  coald  I  but  muse 

At  what  Mich  a  dream  should  betide^ 
But  soon  my  ear  caught  the  glad  news. 

Which  serv'd  my  weak  thought  for  a  guide— > 
That  Britannia,  renown'd  o^er  tha  waves 

For  the  hatred  she  ever  has  shown 
To  the  black-sceptr^  rulers  of  stavea^ 

Resolves  to  have  none  of  bar  own. 


NIGUTINGJLE  AND  GLOW^WOUM. 

■•V 

A  NicHTiNGALB,  that  all  dayUug 
Had  cheer'd  the  village  with  bis  song. 
Nor  yet  at  eve  his  note  suspended. 
Nor  yet  when  eventide  was  ended, 
Began  to  feel,  as  well  he  might. 
The  keen  demands  6f  appetite  ; 
When,  looking  eagerly  around, 
He  spied  far  off,  upon  the  ground, 
A  something  shining  in  the  dark. 
And  knew  the  glow-worm  by  his  qiark  ; 


• 
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Tbe  worin,  aware  of  bb  intent, 
Haran^u'd  him  thus,  right  eloquent*- 

•*  Did  you  admire  my  lamp,"  quoth  he, 
"  As  xnnch  as  I  your  minstrelsy. 
You  would  abhor  to  do  me  wrong. 
An  much  as  I  to  spoil  your  song; 
For  *twas  the  selfeame  powV  divine 
Taught  you  to  sing,  an<]  me  to  shine ; 
That  you  with  music,  I  with  light. 
Might  bcsftutify  and  cheer  the  night" 
Tbe  soogster  heard  his  short  oration. 
And  warbling  out  his  approbattoo, 
Releas'd  him,  as  my  story  tells. 
And  found  a  supper  somewhere  else. 

Hence  jarring  sectaries  may  learn 
Tb«ir  riial  int'rest  to  discern; 
That  brotlier  should  not  war  with  brother. 
And  worry  and  devour  each  other  ; 
llut  smg  and  shine  by  sweet  consent. 
Till  life's  poor  transient  night  is  spent. 
Respecting  in  each  other's  case 
^  Tbe  gifts  of  nature  and  of  grace. 

Those  Christians  best  deserve  the  name. 
Who  studiously  make  peace  their  aim  ; 
Peace  both  the  duty  and  the  prize 
Of  him  that  creeps  and  him  that  flies. 


O^A  GOLDFINCH 

STAKVBD  TO  BBATH    I!i  HIS   CAOC. 

Time  was  when  I  was  free  as  air. 
The  thistle's  downy  seed  my  fare. 

My  drink  tbe  morning  dew ; 
I  perch'd  at  will  on  ev'ry  ^ray. 
My  form  genteel,  my  plumage  gay. 

My  strains  for  ever  new. 
fiat  gaudy  plumage,  sprightly  strain^ 
And  form  genteel,  were  all  in  vain. 

And  of  a  transient  date  ; 
For  caught,  and  csg^d,  and  stanr'd  to  death, 
^  dying  siglfii  my  little  breath 

Soon  pass'd  tbe  wiry  grate. 
Thanks,  gentle  swain,  for  all  my  woes. 
And  thanks  for  this  tisrectual  close 

And  cure  of  evVy  ill ! 
More  cruelty  could  none  express  ; 
And  I,  if  you  had  shown  me  less,      « 

Had  been  your  prisoner  still. 


THE   PINB- APPLE  AND  THE  BEE. 

The  pine-apples,  in  triple  row. 
Were  basking  bat,  and  all  in  blow  ; 
A  bee  of  most  discerning  taste 
FetceW^d  the  fragrance  as  he  passed. 
On  eager  wing  the  spoiler  came. 
And  searched  for  crannies  in  the  frame, 
Urg'd  his  attempt  on  ev'ry  side. 
To  cv»ry  pane  his  trunk  applied ; 
But  still  in  vain,  the  frame  was  tight. 
And  only  penioos  to  the  light : 


"  Methinks,"  I  said,  "  in  thee  I  find 
The  sin  and  madness  of  mankind. 
To  joys  forbidflen  man  aspires, 
Coosnmes  his  soul  with  vain  desires ; 
Folly  the  spring  of  his  pursuit. 
And  disappointment  all  the  fruit. 
While  Cynthio 'ogles,  as  she  passes, 
Tbe  nymph  between  two  chariot  glasses, 
Sbc  is  the  pine-apple,  ziA  he 
The  silly  unsuccessful  bee. 
The  maid,  who  views  with  pensive  air 
The  show-glass  fraught  with  glitt'ring  ware. 
Sees  watches,  bracelets,  rings,  and  lockets. 
But  sighs  at  thought  of  empty  pockets ; 
Like  thine,  her  appetite  is  kc«n. 
But  ah,  \he  cruel  glass  between  I" 

Our  dear  delights  are  often  such. 
Exposed  to  view,  but  not  to  touch  ; 
Tbe  sight  our  foolish  heart  intlames. 
We  long  for  pine-apples  in  frames ; 
With  hopeless  wish  on«$  looks  and  lingers ; 
One  breaks  the  glass,  and  cuts,  his  fingers  ; 
But  they  whom  truth  and  wisdom  lead. 
Can  gather  honey  from  a  weed. 


HORACE,  Booic  H.  Ode  X. 

Receive,  dear  friend,  the  truths  I  teach. 
So  shalt  thou  live  beyond  the  reach 

Of  adverse  Fortune's  pow'r; 
Not  always  tempt  the  distant  deep. 
Nor  always  timorously  creep 

Along  the  treach'rous  shore. 
He,  that  holds  fast  tbe  golden  mean. 
And  lives  contentedly  between 

The  little  and  the  great. 
Feels  not  t|ie  wants,  that  pinch  the  poor, 
Nor  plagues,  that  haunt  the  ridi  man's  door, 

Imbitf  ring  all  his  state. 
The  tallest  pines  feel  most  the  pow'r 
Of  wint'ry  blasts ;  the  loftiest  tow'r 

Comes  heaviest  to  the  ground ; 
The  bolts,  that  spare  the  mount^m'S  side. 
His  doud-capt  emmence  divide. 

And  spread  the  ruin  round. 
The  well  inform'd  philosopher 
Rejoices  with  a  wholesome  fear. 

And  hopes,  in  spite  of  pain ; 
If  winter  bellow  fiom  the  north. 
Soon  the  sweet  Spring  coones  dandng  forth. 

And  Nature  laughs  again. 
What  if  thine  Heav'n  be  overcast, 
Tlie  dark  appearance  will  not  last ; 

Fjcpect  a  brighter  sky. 
The  God,  that  strings  the  silver  bow. 
Awakes  sometimes  the  Muses  too. 

And  lays  his  arrows  by. 
If  hhklrances  obstroct  thy  way, 
Thy  magnanimity  display. 

And  let  thy  strengtli  be  seen  ; 
But  Oh  i  if  Fortune  fill  thy  sail 
With  more  than  a  propitious  gale. 

Take  half  thy  canvass  io. 
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A  REFLECTION  ON  THE  FOREGOING  ODE. 

Anfi  is  this  all  ?    Can  Reason  do  no  more, 
Than  bid  roe  shun  the  deep,  and  dread  the  shore  ? 
Sweet  moralist !  afloat  on  life's  rough  sea, 
The  Christian  has  a'n  art  unknown  to  thee. 
He  holds  no  parley  with  anmanly  fears  ; 
WhereDuty  bids,  he  confidently  steers. 
Faces  a  thousand  dangers  at  her  call, 
And|  trustiiig  in  his  God,  surmounts  them  alL 


THE  LILY  AND  THE  ROSE, 

The  nymph  must  lose  her  female  friend^ 

If  more  admir'd  than  she — 
But  where  will  fiexce  contention  end, 

If  flow'rs  can  disagree  ? 
Within  the  garden's  peaceful  scene 

Appeared  two  lovely  Iocs, 
Aspiring  to  the  rank  c^  queen. 

The  Lily  and  the  Rose. 
The  Rose  soon  reddened  into  rage,  « 

And,  swelling  with  disdain, 
AppeaPd  to  many  a  poet's  page 

To  prove  her  right  to  reign. 
The  Lily's  height  bespoke  command, 

A  fcir  imperial  flowV  ; 
She  seem'd  designed  for  Florals  hand. 

The  sceptre  of  her  powV. 
This  civil  bick'ring  and  debate 

The  goddess  chanc'd  to  hear. 
And  flew  to  save,  ere  yet  too  late, 

The  pride  of  the  parterre. 
*«  Yours  is,"  she  said,   "  the  nobler  hue. 

And  yours  the  statelier  mien  ', 
And,  till  a  third  surpasse^t  you, 

Let  each  be  deem'd  a  queea." 
Thus,  aooth'd  and  reconcil'd,  each  seeks 

The  fairest  British  fair. 
The  seat  of  empire  is  her  checks. 

They  reign  united  there. 


IDEM  LATINE  REDDITUM. 

Htu  inimicitias  quoties  p^irit  semula  forma, 

Quam  raro  pulchrtt  pulchra  placere  potest  ? 
Sed  fines  ultra  solitos  dieoordia  teodit. 

Cum  florcs  ipsos  bilis  et  ira  movent. 
Hortus  ubi  dulees  prasbet  tacitosque  recessus^ 

Se  rapit  in  partes  gens  animosa  duas ;  , 

Hie  sibi  regales  Amaryllis  candidrcultus, 

Illic  purpureo  vindicat  ore  Uosa. 
Ira  Rosam  et  tneritis  qussita  stiperbia  tangunt, 

Multaque  fenrenti  vix  cohibenda  sinu, 
Bum  sibi  iautomm  ciet  undique  nomina  vatumi 

Jusque  suum,  multo  carmine  folta,  probat. 

Altior  emicat  ilia,  et  celso  vertice  nutat, 
Ceu  flores  inter  non  habitura  parem, 

t^Bfitiditque  alios,  et  nata  videtur  in  usus 
imperiii  sceptrum,  Flora  quod  ipsa  gtrat 


Nee  Dea  noa  sensit  ciTilis  murmiin  riss. 

Cot  eursD  eat  pictas  pandere  niris  opes. 
Delieiasque  suas  nonquam  non  proropta  tucri« 

T)um  licet  et  locus  est,  ut  tueatur,  adest. 
**  Et  tibi  forma  datnr  procerior  omnibus^"  inqoit; 

"  Et  tibi,  prindpibus  qui  solet  esse,  color; 
Et  donee  viucat  quoedam  formosior  ambas, 

Et  tibi  regina;  nomen,  et  esto  tibu" 
His  ubi  sedatus  furor  est,  petit  utraque  nympbam, 

Qu^lam  inter  Veneres  Anglia  sola  pant ; 
Hanc  penes  impcrium  e^^t,  nihil  optant  amplius,  byjns 

Regnant  in  nitidis,  etbinc  lite,  genis. 


;  THE  POPLAR  FIELD. 

The  poplars  are  felled,  farewell  to  the  shade. 
And  the  whi.<ipering-  tOKoA  of  the  cool  collonadc ; 
The  winds  play  no  longer  and  sing  in  the  leaver, 
Nor  Ouse  on  his  bosom  their  image  receives. 
Twelve  years  have  elaps'd,  since  I  last  took  a  view 
Of  my  favVite  field,  and  the  bank  where  they  grew  ; 
And  now  in  the  grass  behold  they  are  1^, 
And  the  tree  is  my  seat,  that  once  lent  me  a  shade. 
The  blackbird  has  fled  to  another  retreat. 
Where  the  hazels  afibfd  him  a  screen  from  the  heat, 
And  the  scene,  where  his  melody  cfaarni'd  mc  bcibre. 
Resounds  with  his  sweet-flowing  ditty  no  wore. 
My  fugitive  years  are  all  hasting  away, 
And  I  must  ere  long  lie  as  lowly  as  they. 
With  a  turf  on  my  breast,  and  a  stone  at  my  head. 
Ere  another  such  grov^  shall  arise  in  \\S  stead* 
*Tis  a  sight  to  engage  me,  if  any  thing  can. 
To  muse  on  the  perishing  pleasures  of  man  ; 
Though  his  life  be  a  dream,  his  ei^oymcnts,  I  see, 
Ha%*e  a  being  less  durable  even  than  he  ^ 


1D?M  LATINE  REDDITUM. 

PowM*  cecidit  gratissima  copia  silvse, 

Conticu^  stisnrri,  omoisque  evanuit  umbra. 

Nulls  jam  levibus  se  miscent  finondibus  aurx, 

Et  nulla  in  fluvio  ramoniui  ludit  imagu. 

Hei  mihi !  bis  senos  dum  luctu  tdrqueor  amioit 

His  cogor  si  I  vis  suetoque  carere  recessu. 

Cum  scr6  rediens,  stratasquc  in  gramine  cehaent, . 

Insedi  arlx>ribus,  sob  quels  errare  solebam. 

Ah  ubi  nunc  memis  cantus  ?  Felicior  illooi 

SSIva  tegit,  durs  nondom  permiasa  bipenni  ^ 

Scilicet  exustos  colles  campoaque  patentes 

Odit,  et  indigoanii  et  non  reditu  rus  abivit. 

Sed  qui  succisas  doleo  succidar  et  ipse, 

Et  prii!is  huic  parilis  qu^  creverit  altera  silva 

•Flebor,  et,  exeqniis  parvis  donatus,  habebo 

Defixum  lapidem  tumulique  cutnntis  acervum. 

>  Mr.^bwper  afterward  altered  this  last  stanza 
in.the  following  manner : — 

The  change  both  my  heart  and  my  fancy  employs, 
I  reflect  on  the  frailty  of  man,  and  his  joys  ; 
Short-liv'd  as  we  are,  yet  our  pleasures,  we  see. 
Have  a  still  shorter  date,  and  die  sooner  than  we. 
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T,«rn  fwhltb  ppril*e  vlckrj*  tam  f!ijnni  man  ere, 
S*t  lieM  ip-i**  Ijn'vi?,  vf>Uicriqiie  nimill^mui  nmbpic. 


rOTUM* 


*^>  nfmtira,  rt  ljt?In-  m'i^  ff]it  Pmi  berlitr, 
Gr^tmind  i^illc^,  el  naiiciiffi  in  vatJibus  timbre  [ 
i'nta  KHrtUi  ilcdcrint  (|its»s  onm  m  turc  pateroo 
Delk'iiis,  piXK  111  sirtc^  pro^ul  (brrniclmc  novi, 
Qaatn  vclk-iii  ignotu*,  qnod  mens    rn«^    semper 

Ante  brem  pr  iprinm  ptaciJam  pTpectarr^  s^-nectam, 

£»ortiri  UtmTm  iaptt^cint  duI  eiib  ctspite  conji ! 


CICSNDELA 


BV    VINCENT  BOU»!JE* 


Sva  wep'*  <&x>i?Mtim  ntt^  nee  rar^  m  inJififfiiie  ripas 

H«'p(i|e,  i]i]MA  liicct  n»*1f?,  <li«iue  latet. 
Vtrrnin  hrif'cl  spflcU'm,  setl  liabei  dc  (limine  noracm  ; 

At  pr^wift  ft  f^mi  nrtn  h*\^wtf  imde  mii:pL 
Pleriqvj?'  Ji  cauilA  cr*<!iint  pn«:^dsiTe  Lumen  ; 

Nt?c  lit'snti*,  errtluni  qui  mtitare  caput. 
K^im  snperaq  sJellaa  qu^B  nox  qccendil,  tt  illi 

Panaui  eiidem  luc^m  Mat,  mcKJtiluqOi  parcto. 
Fcirsitan  Imc  prmlffns  vohiit  Natura  cavcri, 

Nf*  (Ktle  quk  flnrfl  reptile  otmtororet, 
Exi^iinm,  jn  trfi'^bri^  nf:  frri  s$um  alfpinJeret  ullu*, 

Pr^tt-mJi  Tolinf  fyrs((nn  ill;i  facpm*  ,     , 

Sivp  ti^um  liiittc  Ndtnra  parrri^,  ff  u  main  it  itintrt, 

f  Litiid  riii-tr.\  nf'ceh^a  rst  lus,  radiiqnc  dati- 
^unitK  vi>$  fa^tnSi,  hnmile.^  i«ie  spi^rmtc,  mngni  » 

Quandu  habet  ct  mniimum  raptile^  quad  nitcat- 


/,     THE  GLOJV  WORM 

TBAN'IIATTON  OF  Tlit  lMill£aG]NC« 

BeocAth  t!ip  h«dgc,  or  n^nr  the  stream, 

A  iTHirm  i^  knijtwn  to  sJr.iy  ; 
Thill  s^hows  by  n;i;:tlit  a  Inciil  tKsaii], 

Which  disappears  by  day* 
Dispute?  h:tve  bcf'ii.  and  ft  ill  prevailj 

Fmm  «hf*nep  \m  fays  pfoceed  ; 
Some  5^11  f  that  hotiour  to  bis  i9A\, 

And  <jtbers  to  hi^  hfcad. 

But  thi*  U  sure — thp  bund  of  mi^htj 

Tbat  kindled  op  the  skie^, 
Circf  A^n;  iL  modicnTTi  ^r  light 

ProportiopM  to  hh  size, 
Perhaps  iriduli^ent  Nat n re  mcatit, 

By  «iit;b  a  himp  b^tnw'd^ 
Jo  bid  the  travMkr  hm  be  went, 

Be  carefiU  where  he  trotl  ; 
Nor  crush  a  worm,  whose  iisf^fnl  Itjjlit 

Mii^ht  K-rre,  howL-vrr  siua.ll. 
To  bbow  a  ittuTijbhii^  iUmti  by  Digbtj 

And  triTc  him  Inmi  *  falL 


Whatever  ?hc  mi*aiit.  thU  trulh  diTJne 

.   U  legible  ami  plain, 

'Ti^  pow'r  almighty  bids  hi  in  shine, 

Nor  Udi  himi  shmc  Ui  mio, 
\'i'  tirond  .ind  npitthy,  kl  ibii  theme 

•"t'aeb  fmmbler  thong bti  to  you, 
Sint'e  mch  a  reptilt?  hai  it'i  gem. 

And  boasts  ]i%  splendour  loo. 


CORNICULA. 


BV  TJNCEKT  nOUK^iC. 


■SicPAi  inter  ars  aTi>  ^t,  qncti  piurlma  tnmef, 

Atitiqusi  cdei,  cetsacine  Fana;  eollt. 
Nd  tatn  siiblimo  eitt,  quud  nofl  audsice  rolatUj 

Merits  sperucri^  mfBr|i>ra,  pcstit. 
Quo  nemo  a<iceTid«l,  cui  tr<kri  vertigo  t?«*rfbfutii 

Cbiripinl^  rerti  bune  «eligit  ilia  ldc«m» 
Qnn  vis  k  t^TTl  tu  fu^piciji  absque  tremjre, 

Ubt  metklf  expert  ineolumisque  scdeL 
Ijimtna  dulubri  j^nprii  Faitigia,  venlg* 

Qna  iceli  jpirct  de  regfone,  docet ; 
Hljeic  oa  prjE  refiquU  iwivwlt,  socura  pencil, 

Ntc  eurat,  Doditm  co^gitat,  unde  cadat. 
Kf^s  ind»^  hnmauaii,  4cd  summa  per  osja,  ^ipectnt, 

Et  nihil  ad  k^m^^  quas  vidi^t,  e»ic  videl. 
Conenri*n*  spectat,  ptat«;&qtic  negotia  in  ornni. 

Omnia  prrt  nugia  at  sapi tenter  bah(?t. 
Clamores,  qnas  infra  aiidit^i  forsitAn  audit. 

Pro  rcbtis  Dibili  ne^lif^it,  el  crocit:.iU 
Illc  tibi  invideitt,  felm  Comicula^  jientui% 

Qui  sic  bumani*  rebus  abesse  Tuht. 


H.     THE  JACKDAW. 

TRA^il^ATtOsr  Of  Ttii  POnHOOtNO^ 

T«JF,np  i«  II  bird  J  who  by  hi*  coat, 
And  bv  the  boaTtenea.Ti  of  his  iiatCj 

Mitibt  ht  snpposM  a  crow  ; 
A  irreat  ffrqucnter  i>f  the  ehurch^ 
Whorr'  bishop  hkc  he  find^  a  perch. 

And  drirmjtory  too- 
Ah'>ve  the  slecptc  shines,  a  plaLe, 
That  turns  and  toms,  tomdicote 

Frjm  what  pouit  blciws  ibe  wtathcr ; 
Lfx>k  np—  your  braifis  bc^iu  to  Hwim, 
'  I  jri  in  the  clmuh — that  pleases  bitsi, 

Ito  cbooiOf  it  the  raihur. 
Fond  of  the  fpccnlatire  helEEhC, 
TbithtT  be  witi^  bis  airy  Q^gbt^ 

And  ihi*nce  securely  sees 
The  bu^tlr  and  Hie  raiee*&bow, 
'i'h.it  occupy  mankind  bclow^ 

S«jcurc  and  at  bis  eaie,  ^ 

You  think,  iiodcmbtf  be  lits  and  muie^ 
On  future  broktiD  buues  and  hruti^, 

If  he  sbotild  cliance  to  fjlL 
Nu ;  uat  a  ^in^le  thougbl  like  tbal 
t'mpbyA  his  philosophic  pate, 

Or  troubles  it  at  alL 
He  sees,  that  this  ^reat  muiid-aboutt 
Tie  \\'orId,  wjtb  all  it's  luutley  rCfut, 
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Chufcb,  army,  physic,  law. 
Iff  customs,  and  it*s  businesses. 
Is  no  concern  at  all  of  bis, 

And  says-^-wbat  i^ays  be  ?— Caw. 
Thrice  happy  bird  !  I  too  have  seen 
Much  of  the  vanities  of  men ; 

And,  sick  of  having  seen  'em, 
Would  cbeerfuUy  these  limbs  resign 
For  such  a  parr  of  wings  as  thine. 

And  such  a  bead  between  'em. 


jiD  GRILLUM. 

AKACRBONTlCtJIL 

ST  Vincent  bouini. 

O  ovi  meae  culinx 
Argntnlns  choraules, 
£t  hospcs  es  canorus, 
Quacunque  commorerii;, 
Felicitatis  omen ; 
Jucnndioro  cantu 
Siquando  me  salute, 
Et  ipse  te  rependam, 
£t  ipse,  qu4  vatebo, 
Remunerabo  musL 
Dicfiris  innocensque 
F^  gratus  inqtiilinus ; 
Nee  viotitait^  rapiuis, 
Ut  sorices  voraces, 
Muresve  curiosi, 
Furumque  delicatum 
Vulgtis  domesticorum ; 
Sed  tutus  in  camini 
Recessibus,  quiete 
Contentus  et  Calore. 

Beatior  Cicodd. 
Quae  te  n  ferre  form^, 
Quae  \*oce  te  videtur ; 
TX  sakitans  per  herba«, 
Untus,  baud  secund^e, 
JEstatis  est  cborista : 
Tu  carmen  tntegratam 
Reponis  ad  Decembrem, 
Lstus  per  universum 
Incontinenter  annum. 
Te  nulla  lux  relinquit, 
Te  nulla  nox  rc%-i8it, 
Non  q;iusica!  vacantero, 
Curisve  non  solutum : 
Quin  amplies  canendo, 
"Quin  rfmplies  frnendo, 
iEtatularo,  vel  oniiii, 
Quam  nos  homuncioncs 
Absumimus  qufrendo, 
£tate  ioDgiorem. 


COWPER'S  POEMS. 


IIL    THE  CRICKET. 

TRA14SLATI0N  OF  THE  FORBOOINC. 

Little  inmate,  ftill  of  mirth, 
Cliirping  on  my  kitchen  bcarth. 


l^lieretoe^er  be  thine  abode. 
Always  harbinger  of  gaod; 
Pay  me  for  thy  warm  retreat 
With  a  song  more  soft  and  sweet ; 
In  return  thou  shall  receive 
Such  a  strain  as  I  con  give. 
Thus  thy  praise  ?.hall  be  expressed. 
Inoffensive,  welcome  g«iest ! 
While  the  rat  is  on  the  scout. 
And  the  mouse  with  curious  snout. 
With  what  vermin  else  infest 
Ev*ry  dish,  and  spoil  the  best ; 
Frisking  thus  before  the  fire. 
Thou  hast  all  tjiiue  heart's  desire. 
Though  in  voic«  and  shape  they  be 
Form'd  as  if  akin  to  thee, 
Thou  surpassest,  happier  far 
Happiest  grass-hoppers  that  are  $ 
Theirs  is  but  a  sumoter'i  song. 
Thine  endures  the  winter  kttm, 
Unimpair*d,  and  shrill,  and  dear. 
Melody  throughout  the  yetr. 
Neither  night,  nor  dawn  of  day, 
Puts  a  period  to  thy  play  : 
Sing  then-^and  extend  thy  span 
Far  beyond  the  date  of  man. 
Wretched  man,  wh  >se  years  are  spent 
In  repining  discontent. 
Lives  not,  aged  though  he  be. 
Half  a  span,  compared  with  thee. 


SIMILE  AGir  IN  SIMILE. 

BY   VINCENT   BOURNE. 

CftiSTATDS,  piclisque  ad  Thaida  Psittacas  alis. 

Missus  ab  Eoo  munus  amante  venit. 
Aucillis  mandat  primam  furmafe  loqoelam, 

ArchididascaliaD  dat  sibi  Thais  optts. 
Psittacc,  ait  Thais,  fingitque  sonantia  molle 

P*asia,  quae  docilis  molle  refingit  avis. 
Jam  captat,  jam  dimidiat  tyrunculus  ;  et  jam 

Iiitegrat  auditos  artlcuiaTquesonos. 
Psittace  mi  pulcher  pulchelle,  hera^dicit  alnnmo; 

Pi^ittacc  mi  pulcher,  reddit  alumnus  bene. 
Jamque  canit,  ridet,  deciesque  regrotat  in  horkf 

Et  vocat  ancillas  nomine  quamqtie  sao. 
Multaque  scurratur  mendax,  et  rouKa  jocatur, 

Ht  lepido  populum  dctinet  augurio. 
Nunciremulum  illudetfratrem,  qvii  suspidt,  et  Pol ! 

Carualis,  quisquis  te  docet,  inqait,  homo  est ; 
Argute  nunc  stridct  an^  argutulus  instar; 

Respicit,  et  nebulo  es,  quisquis  es,  inquit  anus. 
Quando  fait  melior  tyro,  meliorve  magistra  l 

Quando  duo  in^rcniis  tam  coilre  pares  ? 
Ardua  discenti  nulla  est,  res  nulla  doceoti 

Ardua ;  cum  doceat  ficmina,  discat  avis. 


IV.    THE  PARROT. 

TRANSLATION   OV  TRB  FOBIGOINC. 

In  painted  plumes  superbly  dress'd, 
A  native  of  the  gorgeous  eesli 
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Hy  many  a  h\\Uv  leitsMi 
Poll  ft^ijTis  at  JpRiiih  the  British  shore, 
part  of  the  ci^ptafnS  pnecicms  &loiic, 

A  prcienl  to  his  toast. 

Bolindii'i*  maiil^  are  swon  pripferrM, 
To  trncU  liim  now  aiul  iht  n  a  ^ord. 

Aft  poll  raM  master  il  ; 
Bill  'tis  hnr  iiwn  iTii]»ortnnt  cliarjje. 
To  <|inlifv  him  nituv  at  hrp?, 

AihI  inak«'  luiii  *]Uttc  a  wit, 

"  Swpfft  Poli !"  hi?  ilontsn.sc  mktn^  erietj 
'*  Si^rct  Ffill !''  the  mimic  bird  replies; 

And  c^illsaloutt  lor  sack* 
She  nrxt  tmtnicLs  him  in  the  ki??s; 
'Fm  raiw  ft  lilt  [t*  iJiie,  Itk*^  MfjiM, 

And  mm  n  hearty  sriincL 

At  fir-t  hp  ftirtis  at  nrhnt  Uc  hean  j 
And,  liist^fiing  ubi^r  with  buh  htsean, 

Ju«t  rjitPhe«  nt  the  wunt! ; 
Unt  soon  articiitAt<!s  alonU, 
^uch  l4>  III'  amust'iijt'nt  ol'  the  cmiwd. 

And  situii^the  nci^hbuuri  round. 

A  querulous  old  womiiii's  roice 
liis  humV'juij  taluiit  next  employs. 

He  sc^oldr^,  and  gives  thu  he. 
Atul  liow  lie  sinjt*,  iiii<l  now  in  sjck, 
•*  Here  Sally,  Susan^  nmnc,  conte  quick. 

Poor  Pollia  like  to  die!" 

Belinda  and  her  blni !  His  i^re. 

To  miH-twiiii  sutih  a  well  matchM  pair, 

Tlio  lkin:^iiA>Bre  and  the  tone, 
F^tc'li  f  haraefpr  in  evVy  part 
Su^tain'd  with  bo  uuu'h  gtm'^  and  art. 

And  Ijoth  in  unison. 

When  cUildren  first  hcpin  to  spoil, 
And  stammer  out  n  sj'Ibbte, 

Wr*  think  them  tcdtons  creatur^f  ^ 
But  difTieuUre^f  '^odii  abatCf 
When  bicrls  are  to  hf^tatij:ht  to  prate. 

And  women  are  the  teachers. 


TRANSLATtOS    OP 

PRIOR'S  CHLOE  AND  BVBHELIA. 

MsRCATOK,  rjdies  or  id  US  iit  ffillere  possitg 
Nomine  snh  ficto  trans  mare  mitiitop^'^  ; 

Len*^  sor>ai  liquidumqiie  tneis  Euphrlia  chordi^p 
Si^  sol.tm  exoptant  te,  nie;i  voia,  Chloc* 

Ad  sppcn Tnm' Omaha t  nIlMt*s  EnphcTia  rrines^ 
tjunv  dlitd  mm  \v\k,  ht?u*»,  canej  flume  lyi-am* 

Niiriiqiie  fyram  juxln  posiiLim  e«m  curmiTie  vidit. 
Suave  fpiidem  carmen  duldsonanvquc  tyram. 

niii  I3*t3?  rocemfiuc  paroj  suf^ptria  surgunt, 
Et  tni-Hc^ent  uumcris  murmurs  nia"iU  meis 

Tlumquc"  tux^  m'mi>ri  btiUes,  Fiiphdifi,  forma?. 
Tola  anima  iuterti  pen  Jet  ab  \jt\i  Cbloef, 

Sidirubet  ilia  ptirlore^  et  contrahit  altera  froiili^m, 
Me  ttirqiti^t  inc*i  mens  conscia,  psallo^  trcm-j  j 

Atquf*  liiipi J«iv  a  tiixit  Dca  t  iurla  cnrnnft^ 
Ihvi !  fallt'udi  arttiu  qtiam  didiccre  porum* 


TWE  Dive&TlHQ 


msTonv  OF  jauN  aiLPiK  i    * 

lirOWJ^G  now  MB  WEKT  FAltTEriR  THAK  >!£  INTEWUKO, 
ASDCAHK  £4»  BOUn  ACAIH« 

Jon>i  Cttmy  wjis  a  citiziui 

Of  trflilit  and  reniwn^ 
A  tmindund  cnptain  «ke  wai  ha 

tif  fmnotis  fjondott  t£»tm. 
John  r*i1|rtn*s  iqiduse  Kaltf  to  hrr  dear^ 

*'  TliQugh  wedded  we  have  been 
The^c  tmice  ten  tedious  years,  yet  we 

No  hulidi^y  Imve  «et^d. 

**  T*>  mflrruw  h  onr  weddinf  day,  ' 

And  wi*  will  theii  r^pak 
Unto  the  Bell  at  Kdmonte)ti 

AU  ia  a  c^uuse  and  pair< 

**  My  flisler,  and  mv  sislef't  ehild^ 

My  self  J  and  child  r<^n  three, 
Will  fill  ttic  ch(tite  ;  so  you  must  ride 

On  horseback  aflcr  we.** 

He  soon  replied,  "  J  du  admire: 

Of  ivomankiud  but  one. 
And  you  are  she  my  dcarMi  dear. 

Therefore  ii  shah  twj  done* 
**  I  am  a  linen-draper  bold, 

A*  all  tlie Vofld  doth  know, 
And  ttjy  gO'^l  friend  the  calender 

Will  lend  his  horse  tfi  go." 

Qui»th  Mrs,  Gilpjn,  **  That's  weU  said; 

And  for  thsit  wine  h  ilcar, 
We  n  ill  be  fciinliliM  with  our  own, 

Which  in  both  bright  and  clear/' 

John  ttilpin  kissM  hia  Inving  wife  |. 

O^f'^rifjy'd  was  he  to  Gad, 
That,  though  on  pleasure  sbe  was  bcat^ 

She  liad  a  frugal  mind. 
The  morning  came,  the  chaise  was  brought, 

lint  yet  was  not  allow'd. 
To  drive  up  to  ihe  door,  Icit  all 

Should  ii:iy  that  she  wa§  proud. 
So  thrf!e  doors  off  the  chaii<^e  was  fitay*dj 

Where  they  did  all  get  in ; 
Six  pri^dan^  sauh,  and  all  ago^ 

To  da&h  through  thick  aud  thin« 
Smack  went  the  whip,  round  went  the  wbeeli. 

Were  never  fjlk  so  glad. 
The  stones  did  rattle  imdem^tb, 

Ar  if  t^heapsidc  were  msd. 
J^^hu  Gilpiu  at  his  hoTiie*^  ivlt-i 

Seiz'd  fast  the  flowing  tnane. 
And  up  be  (Erot,  in  haite  to  ride, 

Tidt  sogn  came  down  again  ; 

Far  saddle-tree  scarce  reachM  badh^ 

HK  jdumcy  to  be^p 
When,  timing:  round  his  head,  he  nw 

Three  cu^itumers  come  itt. 

Sa  flown  he  t>amc  j  F)r  loss  of  time. 

Although  it  gTJiiv'd  him  sore; 
Yet  lii?5S  of  pence*  full  well  he  knew. 

Would  trouble  him  much  inorci 
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COWPERS  POEMS. 


•TwM  long  before  tjie  customers 

Were  fuited  to  their  mind. 
When  Betty  screaming:  came  down  stain},^ 

•*  The  wine  is  left  behind  !" 
*'  Good  lack  V*  quoth  he — "  yet  bring  it  me. 

My  leathern  betl  likewise. 
Id  which  I  bear  my  tirusty  sWord, 

When  I  do  exercise." 
Now  mis^i^s  Gilpin  Xcareful  soul !) 

Had  two  stone  bottles  found, 
To  bold  the  liquor  tl^t  she  lov'df 
t     And  keep  it  &afe  and  sound. 

Each  bottle  had  a  curnng  ear. 

Through  which  the  belt  he  drew. 
And  bung  a  bottle  on  each  side. 

To  make  his  balance  true. 
Then  over  all,  that  be  might  be 

Equipped  from  top  to  toe. 
His  long  red  cloak,  well  brush'd  and  neat, 

He  raanftilly  did  throw. 
Now  see  him  mounted  once  again 

Upon  his  nimble  steed. 
Full  slowly  padiog  o'er  tho  stones. 

With  caution  and  good  heed. 
•But  finding  soon  a  smoolKerToad 

Beneath  his  well  shod  feet. 
The  snorting  beast  bdgan  to  trot. 

Which  gall'd  him  in^  his  seat. 
So,  "  Fair  and  softly,"  John  he  cried. 

But  John  he  cried  in  rain  ; 
That  trot  became  m  gallop  soon. 

In  spite  of  curb  and  rem. 

So  stooping  down,  as  needs  he  must. 

Who  cannot  sit  upriglit, 
fie  grasp'd  the  nutne  with  both  his  hands. 

And  eke  with  all  bis  might 
fiis  horse,  who  never  in  that  sort 

Had  handled  been  before. 
What  thing  upon  his  back  bad  got 

Did  wonder  more  aud  mora. 
Away  went  Oitphi,  neck  or  nooght; 

Away  went  hat  and  wig ; 
He  little  dreamt,  when  be  set  out. 

Of  running  such  a  rig. 
The  wind  djd  blow,  the  cloak  did  fly. 

Like  streamer  long  and  gay, 
Till,  loop  and  button  failing  both. 

At  4ast  it  flow  away. 
Then  might  all  people  well  disoera 

The  bottles  he  had  slUttf ; 
A  bottle  swinging  ft  each  -side, 

As  hath  been  said  or  sung. 

The  do^sdid  bark,  the  children  scream'd. 

Up  flew  the  whKtgws  all ;    ' 
And  e7*ry  soul  cried  out,  »■  Well  done !" 

As  k)ad  as  he  could  bawl. 
Away  went  Gilpin — ^who  but  he  ? 

His  fame  soon  spread  around, 
*'  He  carries  weight !  he  rides  a  race ! 

*Th  for  a  thousand  pound  !" 
And  still  as  tut  aa  be  drew  near, 

Twas  wonderful  to^view, 
How  in  a  tf  ice  the  tunipika  men 

Their  gates  wkie  a|>en  threw. 


And  now,  as  he  went  bowing  dowa 

His  reeking  head  full  Ipw, 
The  bottles  twain  behind  his  back 

Where  shattered  at  a  blow. 
Down  ran  the  wine  into  the  road,  ~     • 

Most  piteous  to  be  teen. 
Which  made  his  borse^s  fianks  to  smoke 

As  they  bad  basted  been. 
But  still  he  seemM  to  carry  weight. 

With  leathera  girdle  bracM; 
For  al]  might  see  the  bottle-necks 

Still  danglii^  at  his  waist. 
Tims  all  through  merry  Islington 

These  gambols  he  did  play. 
Until  he  came  unto  the  Waih 

Of  Edmonton  co  gay ; 
And  there  he  threw  the  wash  abont 

On  both  sides  of  the  way« 
Just  like  unto  a  trundthig  mop. 

Or  a  wild  goose  at  play. 
At  Edmonton  his  loving  wtfe- 

From  the  balcony  spied 
Her  tender  husband,  woodVing  much 

To  see  how  he  did  ride. 
*•  Stop,  stop,  John  Gilpin  ! — Here's  the  hoose— 

They  all  at  once  did  cry ; 
"  The  dinner  waits,  and  we  are  tii*d  :*• 

Said  Gilpin—'^  So  am  1 1" 

But  yet  his  horse  was  not  a  whit 

IncIinM  to  tarry  there ; 
For  why  ? — his  owner  bad  a  boose 
^  Full  ten  miles  off,  at  Ware, 
So'  like  an  arrow  swift  he  flew. 

Shot  by  an  archer  strcmg; 
So  did  he  fly — which  brings  me  to 

The  middle  of  my  song. 
Away  went  Gilpin  out  of  lireath. 

And  sore  against  his  will, 
Till  at  his  friend  the  calender's 

His  horse  at  last  stood  still. 
The  calender,  amaz*d  to  see 

His  neighbour  in  such  trim, 
Laid  down  his  pifie,  flew  to  the  gate. 

And  thus  accosted  him :         ^       •     ' 
"  What  news  ?  what  news  ?  your  tidings  tell ; 

Tell  me  you  must  and  shall — 
Say  why  bareheaded  you  are  come. 

Or  why  you  come  at  all  ?" 
Now  Gilpin  had  a  pleasant  wit. 

And  lov'd  a  timely  joke  ! 
And  thus  unto  the  calender 

In  merry  guise  he  spoke : 
'*I  came  becatise  your  horse  would  come; 

And,  if  I  well  forebode, 
My  hat  and  wig  will  soon  be  hers^ 

They  are  upon  the  road.»* 
The  calender,  right  glad  to  find 

His  friend  in  merry  pin, 
Returo'd  him  not  a  single  word. 

But  to  the  house  went  in  ! 

Whence  straight  he  came  with  hat  and  wig  | 

A  wig  that  flow'd  behind, 
A  hat  not  much  the  worse  for  y 

Each  comely  in  it's  kind. 
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Ut  beU  them  up,  ami  in  hit  tam 

Tbiii  Htiow'tl  liJ8  ready  wH, 
"  My-  lictid  his  twice  as  bij?  aa  yocirf, 
T\\cy  tlicrcforc  needs  m«s4  fit* 

'*  But  lot  me  BCrnpe  lh(?  dirt  away, 

Thll  liatit?!i  upon  vciiir  face  ; 
Anil  Uop  aad  eat,  for  welj  you  roaj 

Be  in  a  Uuiigry  ij:ase.'* 

Salil  Juhii,  "  It  U  Riy  wieildiii^-dayf 

And  Jill  the  world  would  ^.tare^ 
irwifcshihuld  dine  al  Fj|incitjU>ti, 

And  1  ihoiihl  ill  we  at  Ware  J' 

So  turning  to  hi*  \vyr^e,  he  said, 

'"•  f  (iin  m  hai^itc  to  dine  ; 
Twas  Fi»r  your  pfeasnre  yoti  Ciim&  bcrifj 

Ydu  ihaJI  go  hack  fur  mjiv^."' 

Ah  lucklew  specrh.  nnrl  t>oolie4ii  boastl 

Fur  which  h*^  paid  KuU  desirj 
For,  while  Lie  s^iakc,  a.  bmyiof;  ass 

Did  sing  iDti^Sht  luLid  and  f  Icar  | 

Whoi^at  his  hftrsc  did  niort,  as  hi 

Hml  heard  jilkmroor. 
And  pilbp'd  off  with  all  hts  mifht. 

Aft  his  had  done  bef  jre* 

Away  went  Gilpin,  mid  aw«y 

Went  U^i1pin'»hat  and  wig  : 
lie  loit  rbrm  sooner  than  ul  lirs!, 

Fwr  why  ? — *hey  were  tuo  big. 

Now  mis-tins  Gilpin^  vihen  fhc  saw 

Her  hush,m£l  pustki^  down 
Into  the  ciJimtry  far  away, 

She  pnird  nut  half  a  crown  j 

Aod  thus  imto  the  yniith  Fhe  ^id,i 

That  dmvfl  them  to  th<^  RlI^ 
"  Thi»  shnU  be  yours,  when  you  bring  hack 

My  bue»band  safe  ariil  well," 

The  youth  did  riJ«,  and  soon  did  meet 

John  comnig  Uack  amain  ; 
Whom  io  a  tric^c  he  U'tGil  to  isiopt 

By  eatching  at  h]&  reinj 

But  not  pcrforminc  ^'hat  he  meant. 

And  eladly  would  hate  done. 
The  fi  igliti^'d  strt^l  hf  ffij^hted  mort. 

And  mad  I!  him  (aster  ruru 

Away  went  Gil  pin ,  and  awiiy 

Went  postboy  at  hU  heel;*, 
Thp  post  boy  *F  hnrsc  ri|tht  i;lad  to  mlm 

The  tuuvbrtiig  of  the  whetjU. 

SiJi  gentTcmon  upon  thi^  road^ 

Thus  fteeing  GiTpm  fly. 
With  p'jstUjy  fccaniirriii^'-  in  the  rear. 

They  raia'd  thtr  hue  and  cry  :- — 

'*  Stop  thief!  stop  thief  I— »  higltwaTiiian  1" 

N^ptoiie  of  them  was  miite; 
And  nil  a»d  each  that  pas^'d  that  Waj 

Did  join  ia  the  piiriiuit. 

And  now  the  turopikt^  gat^.*!  again 

Fluw  open  in  *khort  space  ; 
The  li^ll  men  tliinfciiig  a^  hefor*', 

That  Gilpin  rode  a  raca  ^ 


And  Eo  he  did,  and  wen  it  too, 

Por  be  got  fintt  to  town  ; 
Nor  f topped  tdt  where?  ho  had  gOt  ap 

He  did  agaiti  get  tlowo. 

Now  \H  w  King,  long  tiirei  the  king, 

AikI  Gdpin  long  live  he; 
And,  whfit  he  next  d^^tb  ride  aUroadp 

May  I  be  there  to  »ee  l 


AH  EPISTLE 

TO  AM  AffUClMD  rmOTBSTANT  LAtflT  IN  rtCANCEp 
MADAM, 

A  ST^EATiGtit'*  purpose  m  lhc*e  lays 
H  to  coniTiatuhitf  r  and  not  tjo  |rrai*e. 

To  give  the  ci^atun^  ttie  Creator's  dnc 
Were  im  in  mr,  and  an  ofl«f>rcto  you. 
From  man  to  mnfo,  or  et*n  to  woman  paid, 
Praiiic  k  the  medium  of  a  kntTi^h  iradf?, 
A  eoiii  by  Craft  for  Futly't  u*e  designed, 
Spiiriont^  nni  only  current  with  tht*  blind. 

The  path  of  sorrow,  and  that  path  alotie, 
Ijcafb  to  the  land  wherr  sorrow  la  unknot  ii; 
No  trav'^ler  ever  reached  that  blest  abode. 
Who  found  not  thorn*  and  briers  in  his  ryad. 
The  World  may  dcince  along  the  fljwVy  plain, 
ChePf'd  a^  tht?v  goby  rautiy  a  *pnghLiy  utrain. 
Where  Nature  has  her  masty  \eket  spread. 
With  undii"Nl  fei'l  I  hey  y«t  securely  tread, 
Admooi^iri],  M.'iH'n  the  eniitVon  and  the  fr  end^ 
Tkfut  all  on  ptemiurp*  heedless  of  it's  end. 
But  he,  who  kiww  what  human  heaiU  wonid  proTC^ 
How  slow  tu  Irarn  the  dictates  of  his  love, 
Tlmt,  hard  by  nattirt.^  and  of  <ilnht>orn  w\U, 
A  life  uf  ea^  would  make  them  harder  itilt^ 
In  pity  to  the  «>u1i  hi»  ffraee  de<fjtn*r| 
To  reacoe  from  the  mlns  of  nmnkini, 
Cnl\*f\  for  a  tloud  toUarkeii  all  their  years, 
Attd  taid,  **  Go  fpcnd  them  in  the  vale  of  lean. ", 
O  Kilmy  giles  of  soul  re^'iying  air  I 
O  ^nlnturv  rtr^?aro%  that  mtirnmr  there ! 
These  flowing  from  Ihf  faunt  of  grace  above, 
Thn*e  breath-d  from  tips  nf  cverlaiitirv;  love. 
TTif  flinty  soit  ind«?tl  their  fret  aTinoys ; 
t'bdl  bh9t5  of  tronble  nip  their  springing  jof»; 
An  enirioii?  World  will  interpose  *iV%  teomn, 
To  mat  didjghts  superior  to  it's  own  ; 
And  many  a  pang,  entperienCd  stJll  withlti, 
ftcmiud*  them  of  their  haled  inmate,  Sin  : 
But  lit??  of  erVy  shape  and  e%-'ry  namt^, 
Transform'd  to  blessings,  mis«  their  cruel  aim  j 
And  ev-ry  moment^s  calm,  that  soothe*  ihc  bica^^t, 
Is  tn'^ti  in  earne5:t  of  etetiial  rest. 

Ah*  be  nf»t  sad,  although  thy  lot  tie  co-'t 
Far  from  tb**  flock,  and  in  a  boundless  waste  \ 
Ko  shepherd *s  t^^nti  within  thy  view  appear, 
Hut  the  chief  :^hephefd  cveti  there  is  near; 
Thy  tender  sorrows  ond  tljy  plaiutife  strain 
Flow  in  a  foreign  land,  hut  not  in  vain  ; 
Thy  tears  all  issue  from  a  source  divine, 
And  er*ry  drnp  heftpeaks  a  Saviour  thine — 
Ko  i-mf  e  in  f^ideon*s  fleece  thedew^  were  fjnnd^ 
And  dfuughl  on  all  the  drooping  hurbs  aroniid. 
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REK  m  CAWTHORNE  UNfriH. 

Ukwim,  I  should  but  ill  repay 

The  kindness  of  a  frieod. 
Whose  worth  deserves  as  warm  a  lay^ 

As  ever  Friendship  penn'd. 
Thy  name  omitted  in  a  page. 
That  would  reclaim  a  vicious  aga. 

A  union  fbrmV],  as  mine  with  thee. 

Not  rashly,  or  in  sport, 
May  be  as  fervent  in  degree, 

And  faithful  in  it*8  sort. 
And  may  as  rich  in  comfort  prove. 
As  that  of  tnie  paternal  love. 

The  bud  inserted  in  the  rhitul. 

The  bud  pf  peach  or  rose. 
Adorns,  though  diffVing  in  it*s  kind, 

The  stock  whereon  it  grows. 
With  flower  as  sweet,  or  fruit  as  £aur. 
As  if  produced  by  Nature  there. 
Not  rich,  I  render  what  I  may, 

I  seize  thy  name  in  baste. 
And  place  it  in  this  first  essay. 

Lest  this  should  prove  the  last. 
Tis  where  it  should  be — in  a  plan. 
That  holds  in  view  the  good  of  man. 
The  poet*8  lyre,  to  fix  his  fame, 

Shoitld  be  the  poet's  heart; 
Affection  lights  a  brighter  flame 

Than  ever  blazM  by  art. 
No  Muses  on  these  lines  att'snd, 
I  sink  the  poet  in  the  fncnd. 


THE  TASK. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 
The  history  of  tlie  following  production  if  briefly 
this  :  A  lady,  fond  of  blank  verse,  cjemandeil  a  po- 
em of  that  kind  from  the  author,  and  gave  him  the 
8oPA  for  a  subject  He  obeyed  ;  and  having  much 
leisure,  connected  another  subject  with  it :  and 
pursuing  the  train  of  thought,  to  which  his  situa^ 
tion  and  turn  of  mind  lod  him,  brought  forth  at 
length,  instead  of  the  trifle  which  he  at  first  intend- 
ed, a  serious  affair^  a  volume* 

In  the  poem  on  the  subject  of  Kilucation,  be 
would  be  very  sorry  to  stand  suspected  of  having 
aimed  his  censure  at  any  particular  school  His 
objections  are  such,  as  naturally  apply  themselves 
to  schools  in  general.  If  there  were  not,  as  for  the 
most  part  there  is,  wilful  neglect  in  those  who 
manage  them,  and  an  omission  even  of  such  disci- 
phne  as  they  are  susceptible  of,  the  objects  are  yet 
too  numerous  for  minute  attention ;  and  the  aching 
hearts  of  ten  thousand  parents,  mourning  under  the 
bitterest  of  all-disappoiotments,  attest  the  truth  of 
the  allegation.  His  quarrel  therefore  is  with  tha 
mischief  nt  Urge,  and  not  with  any  particular  in- 
stance cf  it. 

Book  I. 
THE  SOFA. 

AKGUMBNT  OP  THE    PIUST   BOOK. 

Historical  deduction  of  teats,  from  the  stool  to  the 


Sofa. — A  flchool)N>y's  ramhle.-^A  vmlk  hi  thft 
cuuntry.->The  scene  desecibed — Rural  sounds  at 
weU  as  sights  delightfol. — Another  wa^k« — ^liit- 
take  concerning  the  charms  of  solitude  correcied. 
—Colonnades  conmiended — Alcove,  and  the  view 
from  it. — The  wildemeai. — The  grove.— The 
thresher. — ^The  necessity  and  the  benefits  of  exer- 
cise.— ^The  woijM  of  nature  superior  to,  and  hk 
some  instanaes  inimitable  by,  art^-^TW  veaci- 
someness  of  what  is  commonly  called  a  life  oC 
pleasure. — Change  of  scene  sometimes  expedient. 
— A  common  described,  and  ihe  character  oC 
crazy  Kate  Introduced. — Gipsies, — ^The  blessings 
of  civilized  life. — ^That  state  most  £ivonrable  to 
virtue. — ^The  South  Sea  idandert  oompasuooated, 
but  chiefly  Omai. — His  present  state  of  mmd 
suppo6ed."-Civilized  life  friendly  to  virtue,  but 
not  great  cities. — Great  cities,  and  London  in 
particular,  allowed  their  due  praises,  but  cen- 
sured.— Fete  cbampetre. — ^The  book  conclodes 
with  a  reflection  on  the  &tal  effects  of  dissipa- 
tion and  effeminacy  vpon  our  public  measures. 


I  siKG  the  Sofa.    T,  who  lately  sang* 

Truth,  Hope,  and  Charity  i,  and  touch'd  with  awa 

The  solemn  chords,  and  with  a  trembling  band. 

Escaped  with  pain  from  that  adventurous  flight. 

Now  seek  repose  upon  an  humbler  theme; 

The  theme  though  humble,  yet  august  and  prood 

Th*  occasion— for  the  Fair  commands  the  song. 

Time  was,  when  clothing  sumptuous  or  for  use. 
Save  their  own  painted  skins,  our  sires  had  none. 
As  yet  black  breeches  were  not ;  satin  smooth. 
Or  velvet  soft,  or  plush  with  shaggy  pile: 
The  hardy  chief  upon  the  nigged  rock  . 
Washed  by  the  sea,  or  on  the  grav»IIy  bank 
Thrown  up  by  wintry  torrents  roaring  loud. 
Fearless  of  wrong,  reposed  his  weary  strength. 
Those  barb'itHis  ages  past,  succeeded  next 
The  birth-day  of  Invention ;  weak  at  first, 
Doll  in  design,  and  clumsy  to  per^rm. 
Joint  stools  were  then  created ;  on  three  leg9 
Upborne  they  stood.    Three  legs  upholding  firm 
A  massy  slab,  in  fashion  square  or  round. 
On  such  a  stool  immortal  Alfred  sat, 
And  sway'd  thB  sceptre  of  his  infant  realms  t 
And  such  in  ancient  halls  and  manstom  drear 
May  still  be  seen  ;  but  perforated  sore, 
And  drilPd  in  holes,  the  solid  oak  is  foand. 
By  worms  voracious  eating  through  and  through. 

At  length  a  generation  more  refin'd 
Improved  the  simple  plan  ;  made  three  legi  four, 
Gave  them  a  twiitad  form  vermicular. 
And  o'er  the  seat,  with  plentnous  wadding  stuff^i. 
Induced  a  splendid  cover,  green  and  blue. 
Yellow  and  red,  of  tap'stry  richly  wrought 
And  woven  close,  or  needle- work  sublime. 
There  might  ye  see  the  piony  spread  wide. 
The  full-blown  rose,  the  shepherd  and  bis  lass, 
Lapdog  and  lambkin  with  Vlack  staring  eyes. 
And  parrots  with  twin  dierries  in  their  bosk. 

Now  came  the  cana  (Vom  India  smooth  and  bright 
With  Nature's  varnish  ;  severed  into  stripes. 
That  interlaced  each  other,  these  supplied 
Of  texture  firm  a  lattice-woric,  that  brac*d 
The  new  machine,  and  it  became  a  chair. 

1  Sfce  poeiDSy  pp.  615.  6^5,  631. 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


THE  TASK.    Book  I, 


eer 


But  re3i]ess  «»s  Ihe  cbair;  the  baek  erect 

BittT^^i'd  Hie  veeMV  luins,  that  fi'lt  no  casG  ^ 

The  flippVy  neat  betray'*!  the  blirfing  part, 

That  prtsss'd  it,  and  the  feet  liong  iWo^ling  down, 

Anxioii«  in  viiin  to  lirid  the  dbt^^nt  lluor. 

I'hc2.e  Hir  the  rich ;  the  rest,  whom  Fate  h^d  f»l»c*d 

Jr»  ijiiiclest  mcilioctity,  content 

Willi  bflse  maieftab,  tat  on  wdl-taon'd  hiileSj 

01»dnral€flnd  un yield irtR,  ghissy  imooih, 

With  here  aotl  there  a  tuft  of  criniajii  yarn. 

Or  scarlet  crcwd,  in  the  ciiihio^  fm'd, 

If  cushioo  niijfht  be  callM,  what  harder  (lecin'd 

Than  the  Orm  oak,  of  v^hlch  the  frame  vas  fot  m'd« 

No  Mr^nt  cif  timher  then  v'aii  felt  or  feared 

la  Albion's  happy  isle,     Ttie  lumber  stood 

rood'TOUf  and  fix'd  by  it's  own  m;i«sy"  wd^bt 

But  elb<>w*  Ktill  were  wantiujsr  ^  theie,  some  say. 

An  aldermaii  of  L'rlpplegnte  contrived  ; 

And  ioine  a»crihe  ih'  invention  to  a  priest, 

Burly,  and  hig,  and  studimii*  of  hii  eaao. 

But  rude  al  first,  and  rmt  with  easty  slope 

Ilecpfling  widfj,  ihey  presi'J  aipiin^^t  tlie  ribs, 

And  bruts'd  the  side;  and,  elevaljed  high, 

Taniihl  the  raisf'd  sh&ulilers  ta  invade  the  ears* 

I, :his£  time  eleps'd  or  e'er  our  nift^d  iires 

C  mip'ijluM^  tliough  ineoinmodioui^ly  |HMit  In, 

/•nii  I  El  nt  ea^e  behind.     T\iv  bdaes  firt^t 

'figii  miiTmur,  as  became  the  softer  ?ex, 

liijzt  u  yijs  Faiicy,  nevev  better  plcas'd, 

'i'hnn  when  employ *d  t*  acfomtn^Kbte  the  fiir, 

Ileuril  the  ti*cet  moan  with  pity,  ami  dfiviii'd 

ThiT  at  ft;  ««tiee ;  one  elbow  at  eaeh  end, 

Arid  in  Ihe  midit  an  elbow  it  reeeireil^ 

IJtiitoit  yel  divided,  twain  at  once. 

So  Mt  two  kiu^^  nf  Breitlford  on  one  throne ; 

And  SCI  two  ciiEZ«n«,  who  tnke  the  ftir, 

tAijse  pacVd,  mid  smilia|:,  iu  a  ch^iiit:  atHl  Oae- 

Kut  If  hxutinn  of  the  iHiujcaid  frame. 

By  a  h  recumbency  of  outstretch  VI  Jimbi, 

Was  bli**  veierv'd  for  happirr  dLiy*.     So  slow 

llie  j^ro^^th  of  what  h  excellent ;  sn  hmd 

7'  attain  |jerf^t'ton  in  thh  tiether  worlds 

Thus  iii&t  Nacesalty  invenied  ftooh^ 

Curjvenience  nent  jn ^Rested  olbiw-chaini. 

And  Luxnry  th'  accomphsUM  Sofa  bit. 

The  Tiurge  sleeps  Kwectly,  hir'd  to  watch  the  sick, 
\i^iir>ni  ^noetn^  she  di^turb^.     A«  hi^t'eliy  he, 
V/hfi  quitf<  ihe  ooach-lio^  at  tiie  midnight  hour, 
Tr>  ik'cji  wiihiD  the  carnage  more  &x:ure, 
]lii  Ic^ii  depending  at  the  open  dmn: 
Svi^ct  ^leep  enjoys  the  curate  in  bii^  de^k, 
1  lie  tedious  rector  drawl mg  a'cr  hk  bead  ; 
And  smeel  the  clerk  belofr,     Biit  neither  «[eep 
Of  h  zy  nurse,  who  t^iioie*^  th€  ?ick  man  di^ad  ; 
Nur  hia,  whu  quits  iLe  btijc  at  tnidni^lit  hour. 
To  sin m her  m  the  carriajce  more  secure  ; 
Ni[ir  sleep  enjoyM  by  cunite  in  his  desk| 
Kor  yet  thedoiings  of  thtJ  dtrk,  a?  swept, 
t^uin[*flrM  Willi  the  r«pOf»c  the  Sofa  ye  Ids. 

O  may  1  live  exempted  (*hilc  I  iive 
Guitt]c.i?i  of  jsanipcT'd  apprlif c  ob.-ceoc) 
Fritm  p^u^'^  arthritic,  th;it  inTr^t  the  toe: 
Of  libertine  rj!CC(r»$.     The  Snfa  snltA 
The  piuty  limln  His  true  j  but  ginty  limbj 
Ttirjugh  <io  a  SHjfa.  may  1  never  fft;! : 
For  t  hav«  tov'd  the  rural  walk  thronj^h  taneii^ 
Of  j^r^=isy  swaiih,  cfose  cropp'd  by  nibbling  sheep, 
And  ^kirtcd  thick  with  intertCTclure  firm 
Of  tbumy  boughs  j  have  lyv'd  the  rural  walk 


O-er  hills,  throudt  valli«%  and  by  riffs'  lirinki 

E'er  since  a  tma^nt  bcjy  I  pan'^'d  tny  I»ouim1», 
T'^  cnjuy  a  ramhlc  on  the  hauk^  of  Tham^; 
And  ^till  remettibcr,  nor  nitbout  regier, 
Of  hours,  that  rarraw  since  bas  «io<;h  cJKlear*J, 
Hew  oft,  my  slice  of  pocket-itore  consumed, 
StiEl  hurg'riniF,  tict!nyle«g,  and  far  from  luiniO', 
E  fed  on  Hcarlet  bipft  Rotl  ttony  hawsi 
Or  blushing  crabs,  or  berries,  that  cmboas 
7'he  brjumhlitP,  black  as  jet.  or  t1a««aniitere. 
Ilajd  fure  !   biit  ^uch  as  boyish  appetite 
Disdains  nut ;  nor  tht?  palate,  nt)deprav*d 
By  culinary  arts,  unsav^rj*  deems^ 
No  ifsjfa  tlu^o  awaited  my  return ! 
Kor  Sofa  then  I  needed.     Youth  repair* 
U\s  wa.'ited  s.pirit>  quickly,  by  h^ng  toil 
Incurring  short  ftitipue  i  and,  though  our  years. 
As  liff  dedine?,  i peed  rapidly  away, 
Aud  not  a  year  but  pilfiir*  as  he  goes 
Sfjme  youthful  grace,  that  ape  won  Id  gladly  kccp  j 
A  tooth,  or  nnhurn  lcii!k,  and  by  degrees 
Thoir  length  find  colour  fmiii  the  lock^  they  fipare| 
The  elattic  spring  of  nn  unrearied  foot. 
That  mounta  the  Blile  with  eflse,  or  !t^|i«  the  fenoe^ 
That  play  of  luap,  inhalinif  and  a^in 
Eespirini^  freely  Ihe  fresh  air,  that  makL'si 
Swift  pace  or  sleep  aM:ent  no  toil  lo  me, 
Mine  hare  nnt  pilfered  yet ;  nor  yet  impair^] 
My  relish  of  fair  prn«pecl$  ^cinea  that  Eiooth'd 
Or  chnnn'd  me  younj;,  nti  lon^*r  young,  i  £ind 
Bull  "^(^(ithiog,  and  of  powV  to  tharra  me  $lill. 
And  ivltnesf,  dear  cotTjpanioii  of  my  walk.'if 
Whofc  arm  this  twentieth  winter  I  perceive 
Fait  lock VI  ill  mine,  with  pleasure  suf:h  a6  love, 
Cf^iifjrirv'd  by  bnsf  csperienne  of  thy  worth 
And  ivell -tried  virluPS,  could  ahint;  inspire — * 
\ViLnc«>t  a  ioy  that  thon  haiit  doubted  )oii^» 
Th'iu  know^iit  my  pmise  of  nature  most,  sincere. 
And  that  my  raptaros  are  not  conjiir'd  up 
Tn  tcTTc  oocasitins  of  poetic  |)OTjip, 
But  g^enuine,  and  art  parttier  <if  them  all. 
Hfiw  oft  ii|)On  yon  emincnfre  our  price 
Has  staoken'd  to  n  pause,  and  wc  have  borne 
The  rufBiiij^  wind,  scarce  con^oii!*  that  it  bJeWj 
White  Admiration,  feedinj  at  the  eye. 
And  it  til  I  nnsated,  dwelt  npon  the  iinrt^e. 
Thence  with  what  pleasnrp  havr  we  jii!?t  discern' d 
The  distant  plongh  ^k^w  movjntj,  and  beside 
His  lab' rill ^  t£fam,  that  swer^'M  not  frotn  the  trackt 
1'he  slurtly  swain  diTnili]tsh''d  to  a  hoy  ! 
Here  Quae,  ik»w  winding  tjiroo^h  a  tcrcl  pbin 
Of  spftciooi  meadi^  with  cattle  fprinkled  ^^'er. 
Conducts  the  eye  nlong  his  sinuous  conr^e 
Ik'lighted.     There,  fast  TtKVt^  in  their  bank. 
Stand,  uerer  overlook'd,  our  favorite  elms, 
Thfit  fcreen  the  herd-manV  solitary  hut; 
While  far  beyond,  anfi  o^erthwart  ibf  stream, 
Tliat,  as  with  molten  jftass,  inlays  the  vale, 
T\w  ^lo|)in|7  land  recedes  into  the  clondi  i 
]>i?!playjtig  on  it's  varied  fide  tlie  graic 
Of  li*j[1ige-row  Ijeautios  numberles:},  sqnnrc  tow'r. 
Tall  Epire,  from  which  the  snond  *f  cheerfal  belk 
Ju5-t  undnlates  uptm  the  lisJt^jnnj^  ear, 
f J  roves,  heaths,  and  ?innking  viiiajfps,  remote, 
Si'eue&  must  be  bctiiviifol,  which  dtiily  riew'd 
Please  daily,  and  whfti^*^  novchy  snrvfves 
l/m%  knowledge  and  the  ^crHtiny  ofymi^. 
Pfai«e  Jiistiy  diie  to  those  that  I  df^cribc* 
ff OF  rural  si^hls  Aiqcie,  hut  rural  ^tiU&d^, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


668 


COWPER'S  POEMS*  ^ 


ExhiUrate  the  spirit,  and  restore 
The  tone  of  languid  Nature.     Mi^ty  winds. 
That  sweep  the  skirt  of  some  far^spreading  wood 
Of  ancient  growth,  make  music  not  unlike 
The  dash  of  Ocean  on  his  winding  shore, 
And  lull  the  spirit  while  they  fill  the  mmd ; 
Unnumber'd  branches  wnving  in  the  Mast, 
And  alt  their  leaves  fast  flntlVmg,  all  at  once. 
Nor  less  composure  waits  upon  the  roar 
Of  distant  fl(X>ds,  oron  the  softer  TOice      ' 
Of  neighboring  ibuntatn,  or  of  rills  that'slip 
Through  the  cleft  rock,  and,  chiming  as  they  hU 
Upon  loose  pebbles,  lose  themselves  at  length 
In  matted  gra^,  that  with  a  livelier  green 
Betrays  the  secret  of  their  silent  course. 
Nature  inanimate  employs  sweet  soonds. 
But  animated  oatnre  sweeter  still. 
To  sooth  and  satisfy  the  human  ear. 
Ten  thousand  warblers  cheer  the  day,  and' one 
The  lire  long  night :  nor  these  alone,  whose  notes 
Nioe-finger'd  Art  must  emulate  in  vain, 
But  cawing  rooks,  and  kites  that  swim  sublhne 
In  still  repeated  circles,  screamiug  kmd. 
The  jay,  the  pie,  and  ev*n  the  hodmg  owl, 
That  hails  the  rising  moon,  have  charms  fbr  we. 
Sounds  inharmonious  in  themselves  and  hartb. 
Yet  heard  in  scenes  where  peace  for  ever  reignt, 
And  only  there,  please  highly  for  their  sake. 

Peace  to  the  artist,  whose  ingenious  thought 
Devised  the  weather-boose,  tbattiseful  toy  ! 
Fearless  of  homtd  air  and  gathering  rams. 
Forth  steps  the  raan~ran  emblem  of  myself! 
More  delicate  his  timorous  mate  rethvs. 
When  Winter  Wks  the  tields,  and  femate  feet. 
Too  weak  to  struggle  with  tenacious  clay, 
Or  ford  the  rivuleU*,  are  best  at  home. 
The  task  of  new  discov'rics  falls  on  me. 
At  such  a  season,  and  with  such  a  charge. 
Once  went  (  forth ;  and  fomid,  till  then  unknowD, 
A  cottage,  whither  oft  we  since  repair : 
'Tis  perched  upon  the  green  hill  top,  Jtmt  dose 
Environed  with  a  ring  of  branching  elms. 
That  overhang  the  thatch,  itself  unseen 
Peeps  at  the  vale  below  ;  so  thick  beset 
With  foilage  of  such  dark  rednndant  growth, 
I  cali'd  the  low-roofd  lodge  the  Peasant*!  Nest 
And,  hidden  as  it  is,  and  far  remote 
From  such  unpleasing  sounds,  as  haunt  the  ear 
In  village  or  in  town,  the  bay  of  cars 
Incessant,  clinking  hammers,  grinding  wheels. 
And  infants  clam'rnus  whether  pleas'd  or  paan'd, 
Oft  have  I  wish'd  tKe  peaceful  covert  mine. 
"  Here,'*  I  have  said,  "  at  least  I  should 
The  poet's  treasure,  silence,  and  indulge 
The  dreams  of  fancy,  tranquil  and  aecure." 
Vain  thought  j  the  dweller  in  that  still  retreat 
Dearly  obtains  the  refuge  it  affords. 
It's  elevated  site  forbids  the  wretch. 
To  drink  sweet  water?  of  the  crjrstal  well  j 
He  dips  his  bowl  into  the  weedy  ditch. 
And,  heavy  laden,  brings  his  beverage  home. 
Far  fetched  and  little  worth ;  nor  seldom  waits. 
Dependant  on  the  baker's  punctoat  call. 
To  bear  his  creaking  panniers  at  the  door. 
Angry,  and  sad,  and  his  last  crust  coqsqbM. 
So  farewell  envy  of  the  Peasant's  Nest  I 
If  solitude  make  scant  the  means  of  life, 
Society  for  me  !-^thou  seemiing  sweet, 
B«  still  «  pleasing  ot^ect  ig  my  Ti««i 


My  visit  still,  but  Mvermlne  abode 

Not  distant  far  a  length  of  ootonnade 
Invites  us.     Monument  of  ancieat  taste. 
Now  scom'd,  but  worthy  of  a  better  fata. 
Our  fathers  knew  the  value  ef  a  screen 
From  sultry  suns :  and  in  their  shaded  valk^ 
And  long  protracted  bo«r*rs,  enjoy'd  at  neoo 
The  gloom  aixl  coohiess  of  declining  day. 
We  bear  onr  shades  about  us  ;  aelf  deprivM 
Of  other  screen,  the  thin  umbrella  spread. 
And  range  an  Indian  vaste  without  a  tsee. 
Thanks  to  Benevotus  <>— he  spares  me  yet 
These  chcsmits  rang'd  In  corresponding  lines; 
And,  though  himself  so  pdiahVI,  still  reprieves 
The  obsolete  ph>lixity  of  shade. 

Descending  now  (bat  cautious,  lest  too  fost) 
A  sudden  steep  npon  a  rustic  bridge. 
We  pass  a  gnlf,  in'whieh  the  willows  dip 
Their  pendent  boughs,  stooping  as  if  to  drink* 
Hence,  ancle  deep  in  moss  and  flo«*ry  thyme 
We  mount  again,  and  feel  at  ev'ry  step 
Onr  foot  half  sunk  in  biUocks  green  and  soft, 
Rais'd  by  the  molC)  the  miner  of  tb^  soil. 
He,  'not  onlike  the  great  ones  of  mankind. 
Disfigure  Barth :  uid,  plotting  in  the  dark. 
Toils  much  to  earn  a  roonnmental  pile. 
That  may  record  the  misohieft  he  has  done. 

The  summit  gained,  behold  the  prood  alcove. 
That  crowns  it!  yet  not  all  it's  pride  sei»i«s 
The  grand  retreat  from  injuries  impressed 
By  rural  carters,  who  with  knives  deface 
The  pennels,  leaving  an  obseore,  rode  name. 
In  characters  uneoath,  and  spelt  amiss. 
So  strong  the  seal  t'  immortalize' himself 
Beats  id  the  breast  of  man,  that  ev*n  a  few. 
Few  trannent  years,  won  from  th'  abyss  abborr*d 
Of  blank  oblivion,  seem  a  glorious  prize. 
And  even  to  a  ckiwo.    Nosr  roves  the  eye  j 
And,  posted  on  this  speculative  height. 
Exults  in  it's  command.    The  sheep-fbld  here 
Pours  out  it's  fleecy  tenants  o'er  the  glebe. 
At  first  progressive  as  a  stream,  they  seek 
The  mkldle  field ;  but,  scatter'd  by  d^rees. 
Each  to  his  choice,  soon  whiten  all  tbe  land. 
There  from  the  sunburnt  hayfield  homeward  creeps 
The  loaded  wain  ;   while,  lighten'd  of  it*s  charge. 
The  wain  that  meets  it  passes  swiftly  by  ; 
The  boorish  driver  leaning  o'er  hia  team 
Vocifrous,  and  impatient  of  delay. 
Nor  less  attractive  ■  the  woodland  scene. 
Diversified  with  trees  of  ev'ry  growth. 
Alike,  yet  varioas.     Here  tbe  gray  smooth  tranks 
Of  ash,  or  lime,  pr  beech,  dtatinctiy  shine. 
Within  the  twilight  of  their  diatant^ades  ; 
There,  kwt -behind  a  rishig  groondy  the  wood 
Seems  sunk,  and  sfaorten'd  to  it's  topmost  buughs. 
No  tree  in  all  the  grove  but  has  it's  charms, 
Though  each  it's  hue  peenliar ;  pale^  some. 
And  of  a  waanish  gray }  the  wiUow  such. 
And  poplar,  that  with  silver  lines  hia  leaf. 
And  ash,  fer-stretcfaing  bis  ombragmut  ^m  | 
Of  deeper  green  the  eiin  I  and  deeper  still. 
Lord  of  the  woods,  the  long *curviviag  oak. 
Some  giossy4eav'd,  and  shining  in  the  sun. 
The  maple,  and  the  beech  of  oily  put£ 
Prolific,  and  the  lime  at  dewy  eve 

<  John  Ooortney  Throckmorton,  esq.  oi  WestoD 
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Diffusing  odouTE  :  nor  nniiotctl  pnsa 

The  fycamoTc,  capfk^ioaii  in  attire, 

Now  prren,  now  iaiiiiy,  and,  ete  awtumn  yet 

Ha  ire  cliang'd  the  woudtf,  in  sc^ilnt  hrnnmrs  bright. 

0*er  theise,  hut  far  bcyonil  (a  «piicJuU£<  uup 

01  liiU  anil  ¥ftll<^y  iriterpo?^'t|  bttwcfn). 

The  OiiM^  divitling  the  wcU-waterM  Uwi, 

Kow  gliitcr*  iu  itic  sn!i»  and  ftow  retires. 

Ah  bd^liful,  yet  impatient  to  be  iCCDi 

fJcTVce  th€  ducliiitf  k  shaq>  aod  Khart, 
Ariii  suf^b  tht:  re^B  scent ;  b^iveen  tikera  wecpi 
A  litite  naiad  her  impoT'nih'd  iim 
AU  Mimnicr  Imipivbich  wiDtc^r  fills  v^t^in. 
The  ffjlded  ptites  i^ould  bar  my  projiffi^sa  noir, 
But  thfit  the  lord  ^  of  Ihii  cuclosd  dfrmciaR'i 
Cjimmuuicative  yf  tlie  good  be  owns, 
^init^  me  to  a  «liafe ;  the  guiltless  eye 
Commas  no  wrong,  twr  wai>t<»  wliat  U  enjoys. 
Hefre-'^hinic  chatiice  1  »here  now  Uie  blaiiog  Sun  ? 
By  »bi>rt  iraniilion  «e  Imte  Iwt  bij»  Iflare, 
And  st^ppM  at  once  into  a  cooler  clime. 
Y<'  fallen  avenues  I  once  more  I  rnoum 
Your  IfaTe  unim-hied^  onco  more  rejoice. 
That  yet  a  rem  tin  nt  of  yanr  race  survifes. 
Maw  airy  and  how  h^ltt  lUe  graceful  arch. 
Yet  awful  a^  the  cnusccrtted  fouf 
K<r*«choNi,Br  t^'^^i*  anlbem?*  *  whilfi  beneath 
The  checkered  eartli  seetn^  rcsUc^  us  a  fliioJ 
Brtish'd  by  the  wiinL     So  s|Hirijve  ii  the  llgbt 
Shot  ihiouisfh  tbe  bouirhs,  it  dances  aa  ibey  daocej 
Shadow  nnd  gmidiiiiu  itvtiirminfliug  quick, 
And  darVcVuni^  nnd  eidi^b tuning,  as  the  k^^cs 
J^iay  winfiJii,  cvVy  moment,  cv'ry  spot,    [chtcrM; 

And   now,   wjih   nerves  tiew-bracM  and   spirits 
We  tread  the  wilderness,  whose  well  ml  I'd  waJkui 
With  ciirvfiture  of  alow  nnd  easy  aweej>— 
l>eeeptioti  ionoc'cnt — gfife  ampk  «pacc 
To  narrow  bounds.     The  g:Tov«!  receive.^  ns  nemt  j 
ISctwecn  the  upright  shafts  of  whose  talJ  elms 
We  m*iy  diwrem  the  thresher  at  bis  i^iL 
TJiuTup  after  thump  resfjuuds  the  connaot  flail, 
Th«'  fieema  to  swing  uncertain,  aod  yet  falb 
Full  on  the  dcftiu'd  car.     Wide  flies  the  cbaOT, 
The  ru Silling  &traw  seods  up  a  frtqueut  mi^^t 
or  atr»m?«,  sparkliiiE  in  the  noonday  hcain* 
dime  hither,  ye  that  press  your  bedi  uldgwn, 
And  <te<?p  not ;  btc  him  s^taiinjr  o'er  hia  bread 
Before  he  eats  it. — ^fh  the  priiual  <nirse, 
liul  softenM  into  mercy  ;  made  the  ple4gft 
Of  cheerful  day>^,  aud  nifhts  wiihi>nt  m  groSLD. 

r^y  ceaspiiees  artHin  till  that  h  suU^^ii^L^ 
fqirtsiant  TfAation  of  th'  unwearieii  wheel, 
That  Nature  rules  upon,  niaiutaitis  her  health. 
Her  bt-Tuty,  her  fertility.     She  dieada 
An  inftant'it  paa^e.  and  lin'^s  but  while  she  morea, 
ir^  tkwn  rcvoheney  upholdi  the  Wortd, 
Winds  frim  all  quarters  agitate  the  air, 
And  lit  the  liuipid  elenvcnt  for  n«e, 
Kli^  nuskuts ;  oceait?,  rivers,  lakes,  and  i^trcam*, 
All  feel  the  fre^h'nmg  impulse,  ami  are  cltani'd 
Tly  rcjitle^s  imdnlatton  :  ev^n  the  o^k 
Thrives  by  the  rude  cnncuEisiun  of  the  storm  1 
Me  see  mil  indoml  tudiguaut,  and  to  feel 
Th*  irapiHi^iun  of  the  blast  with  proud  disdaini 
Frtivining,  as  if  in  his  unconiicious  arm 
He  hetd  the  thunder  :  but  the  monarch  owes 
Uts  firm  jjtabilily  to  what  he  scums, 

9  See  the  forejulDg  uotCi 


j  More  fixM  below^  the  niort  ditturh'd  above* 
The  law,  by  which  all  creatures  else  Ofo  bouud, 
11 1  utU  m^  u  J  the  lord  of  al  L      j  j  j  mitel  f  der  i  ves 
No  nuan  advautagc  fmm  a  kimlred  cauMi, 
From  strenuous  tuil  his  bouri  of  sweeiei't  caUi 
The  gefleuUry  stretch  their  laitf  lenph 
Whtm  CUistom  bids.,  hut  00  refreshment  fin  J, 
Fur  none  they  need  :  the  languid  eye,  the  cUc«^k 
JDeserted  of  it's  bluutn,  the  daccid,  sljrunk, 
And  withcfM  muscle,  and  the  vajtid  suul, 
Roproa^  h  their  uwntr  with  that  love  of  ie*t. 
To  which  he  forfeits  ct'u  the  real  he  loveu 
N'ot  j?U€b  the  alert  arul  active*     MetuFtjire  lift 
Hy  H*  true  worth,  tlic  comf  irLs  it  lifTrnd^, 
And  theirs  alune  seemn  worthy  of  the  name, 
(inrxl  hcialih,  aud,  »t*s  associate  in  the  moat^ 
GcnA  temiH^r;  spirits  piompt  to  undertiike, 
Ai^  nut  stvm  spent,  thuugh  in  au  aiduoui  task ; 
The  powers  of  fancy  and  strong  Ibuught  are  thctrai 
£v'u  age  jt^If  BC£ms  privileged  in  them 
With  clear  ejnumjitjon  from  it's  own  deflects. 
A  sparkling  ey*;  bi^ueaib  a  wrinkled  fmot 
The  vei'ran  shows,  and,  gracing  a  gray  beard 
With  youthful  tmilei,  descends  toward  the  grave 
uprightly,  and  old  almoat  without  decay. 

IJke  a  coy  maiden,  Fdpe,  when  ctiurtetl  wosi. 
Farthest  retires—an  idol,  at  whose  shtitrc 
V^'hu  oft^ncet  aacriftce  aic  favoured  Icast- 
The  luve  of  Nature,  and  the  scenes  Rhe  draws, 
I*  Nature**  dictate;  Strange  !  there  $liould  he  fotind. 
Who,  st'lf  impris<jn*d  in  their  proud  salons, 
RencMuce  the  wlours  of  the  open  field 
For  (he  un>>eented  fictions  of  the  loom; 
Who,  Siitififird  with  only  peociird  scenes, 
Prefer  Uj  the  [>ei-fi>rinaiice  of  a  GmJ 
Th'  inferior  woiideiib  uf  ait  artistes  hand  \ 
l^vety  jrKleed  the  mimic  works  of  Ait ; 
But  Nature^s  works  far  lovelier.     [  adniirf*, 
None  mure  fldmJrt?«,  the  painter '>  magic  skill. 
Who  shoi^s  me  that  which  I  »ha]l  never  sec, 
Gonvcya  a  distant  camtfry  into  mine, 
And  lhit>w.^  Ilahan  light  on  English  wall*; 
But  imitative  strokes  can  do  no  more 
Than  please  the  t^ye-^wcet  N*itnre*«,  cr'ry  Utatm 
Ihe  air  salubviuiis  of  her  lofty  hills. 
The  cheering  rra;;ratice  uf  her  dewy  vales. 
And  music  of  her  woods — uo  works  of  man 
May  rival  theirCi  thr  s^e  all  bespeak  a  pow'r 
Peculiar,  and  ejE':^lu lively  her  owiih 
ri(;nealli  the  open  sky  she  spreads  the  feast  i 
'  Pis  free  to  all-i — *ti&  ex'ry  du.y  renew 'd  ; 
Who  scorns  it  starves  deservedly  at  hotiie, 
lit:  doe!i  not  scorti  It,  whU}  iinpHsuiiVl  lung 
In  some  tm^A  hole$otiie  dungeon^  and  a  prey 
To   iinllvw  Mckness,  wliich  the  vapour.Sr,  dank 
And  clam  my  J,  of  his  dmrk  abotle  have  bred, 
i><.'ap^  at  la^t  to  hberty  and  light ; 
lli-i  chtck  recovers  mhou  il^s  hc^althful  imc  ; 
I  lis  eye  icluiuin*.^  it's  extinguished  fires; 
lb"  walk^,  h«  lejjps,  he  mm — is  wing'd  with  joy, 
And  liuts  if)  the  sweets  uf  ev'ry  hreezc, 
\bi  dot"!  not  >corn  it^  who  has  long  cndur'tl 
A  fevcr^s  agoulct,  and  fed  on  drugs. 
Nor  yet  the  marint^r,  hi!<i  blood  iadam*d 
With  acrid  salts  ;  biji  vciy  heart  athirst. 
To  ga^e  at  Nature  lu  her  green  aray, 
irjrofi  the  tihip^s  tall  ^uSc  be  stands,  ptjsset^^d 
^Vith  visions  prompted  by  intense  deslru  : 
Fair  Midi  app^r  below^  $uch  a»  he  led 
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Fat  distant,  such  as  he  wmAd.  I&e  to  find— 
lie  seeks  tbem  headlong,  and  is  seen  do  more. 

The  spleen  is  seldom  feh  ^here  Flora  reigns; 
The  low'ring  eye,  the  petolanoe,  the  frown. 
And  sullen  sadness,  that  o'ershade,  distort. 
And  mar,  the  fece  of  Beanty,  when  no  cause 
For  such  iinmeasnrable  wo  appears. 
These  Floi-a  banishes,  and  gives  the  fair 
Sweet  smiles,  and  bloom  less  transient  than  her  own. 
It  is  the  constant  revolutioo,  stale 
And  tasteless,  of  the  same  repeated  joys, 
That  palls  and  satiates,  and  makes  languid  life 
A  pedlar's  pack,  that  bows  the  bearer  down. 
Health  suffers,'  and  the  spirits  ebb,  the  heart 
Recoils  from  it's  own  choice«-at  the  full  feast 
Is  famish'd— finds  no  music  in  the  song, 
No  smartness  in  the  jest ;  and  wonders  why. 
Yet  thousands  still  desire  to  journey  on. 
Though,  halt,  and  weary  of  the  path  they  tread. 
The  paralytic,  who  can  hold  her  cards. 
But  cannot  play  them,  borrows  a  friend's  hand, 
To  deal  and  shuf!!e,  to  divide  and  sort 
Her  mingled  suits  and  sequences ;  and  sits, 
Spectatress  both  and  spectacle,  a  sad 
And  silent  cipher,  while  her  proxy  plays. 
Others  are  dragg'd  into  the  crowded  room 
Beiween  supporters ;  and,  once  seated,  sit. 
Through  downright  inability  to  rise, 
Till  the  stout  bearers  lift  the  corpse  agwn. 
These  speak  a  loud  memento^    Yet  ev'n  these 
Themselves  love  lifb,  and  cling  to  it,  as  be. 
That  overhangs  a  torrent,  to  a  twig. 
They  love  it,  and  yet  loath  it ;  fear  to  die, 
Yet  scorn  the  purposes,  for  which  they  live. 
Then  wherefore  not  renounce  them  ?  No — the  dread. 
The  slavish  dread  of  solitude,  that  breeds 
Reflection  and  remorse,  the  fear  of  shame. 
And  their  invet*rate  habits,  all  forbid. 

Whom  call  we  gay  ?  That  honour  has  been  long 
The  boast  of  mere  pretenders  to  the  name. 
Th^  innocent  are  gay — the  lark  is  gay. 
That  dHes  his  feathers,  saturate  with  dew. 
Beneath  the  rosy  cloud,  while  yet  the  beams 
Of  day-spring  over- shoot  his  humble  nest. 
The  peasant  too,  a  witness  of  his  song. 
Himself  a  songster,  is  as  gay  as  he. 
But  save  me  from  the  gaycty  of  those. 
Whose  headachs  nail  them  to  a  noodday  bed ; 
And  save  mc  too  from  theirs,  whose  haggard  eyes 
Flash  desperation,  and  betray  their  pangs 
For  property  stripped  off  by  cruel  chance ; 
From  gayety,  that  fills  the  bones  with* pain, 
The  mouth  with  blasphemy,  the  heart  with  wa 

The  Earth  was  made  so  various,  that  the  mind 
Of  desultory  man,  studious  of  change, 
■^  And  pleased  with  novelty,  might  be  hKlulg'd. 
Prospects,  however  lovely,  ipayhe  seen 
Till  half  their  beauties  fade ;  the  weary  sight, 
^00  well  acquainted  with  their  smile,  slides  off 
Fastidious,  seeking  less  ^miliar  scenes. 
Then  snug  enclosures  in  the  sheltered  vale. 
Where  frequent  hedges  intercept  the  eye. 
Delight  us;  happy  to  fenounce  awhile, 
Kot  senseless  of  it's  charms,  what  still  we  love. 
That  such  short  absence  may  endear  it  more. 
Then  .forests,  or  the  savage  rock  may  please, 
That  hides  the  seamew  in  his  hollow  clefts 
Above  the  reach  of  man.    His  hoary  head, 
CoDspicioot  many  a  leagne,  the  mariner. 


Boond  homewiird,  uai  in  liope  ali«ady  thef«. 
Greets  with  three  ebeen  •et«Hing.    At  Ins  want 
A  girdle  of  balf-wlther^  ffarobs  lie  Asmt, 
And  at  his'fbet  the  iMffled  biUowB  die. 
The  common,  overgrown  with  fern,  and  reugfi 
With  prickly  gorse,  that,  diapeless  and  defbrm'd. 
And  (bngVoos  to  the  touch,  has  yet  it*s  Moom, 
And  decks  itself  with  ornaments  of  gold. 
Yields  no  nnpleasing  raraUe ;  there  the  turf 
Smells  fresh,  and,  rich  in  od<NirrOQ8  herb* 
And  fungous  fruits -of  earfh,  -regales  the  tense 
With  luxury  of  unexpected  sweets. 

There  often  wanders  one,  whom  better  days 
Saw*better  chid,  in  cloak  of  satin  trimno'd 
With  lace,  and  hat  with  splendid  riband  boond. 
A  serving  maid  waa  she,  and  fell  in  lo^ 
With  one  who  left  bin*,  went  to  sea,  and  died. 
Her-fancy  ibllow'd  him  through  fbammg  waves 
To  distant  shores ;  and  she  would  nt  and  weep 
At  what«  sailor  suffers  ;  Hncj  too, 
Delusvve  most  where  warmest  wishes  are, 
Would  oft  anticipate  his  glad  return. 
And  dream  of  transports  she  was  not  to  know. 
She  heard  the  doleful  tidings  of  his  death—  ' 
And  never  smiPd  again !  and  now  she  roams 
The  dreary  waste;  there  spends  the  livekng  day. 
And  there,  unless  whf  n  charity  forbids. 
The  livelong  night     A  tatter?d  apron  hides, 
Wotn  as  a  cloak,  and  hardly  hides,  a  gown 
■More  Utter'd  still ;  and  both  but  ill  conceal 
A  bosom  heavM  with  never-ceasing  sighs. 
She  begs  an  idle  pin  of  all  she  meets. 
And  hoards  them  in  her  sleeve ;  but  needful  fix)d, 
ITKiugh  prcssM  with  hunger  oft,  or  comelier  eloth<^. 
Though  pittch'd.with  cold,  asks  ncrcr. — ^Kate  is 

craz'd. 
I  see  a  column  of  slow  rising  smoke 
Certop  the  lofty  wood,  that  skirts  the  wild. 
A  vagabond  and  useless  tribe  there  eat 
Their  miserable  meal.    A  kettle,  slung 
Between  two  poles  upon  a  stick  transretK, 
Receives  the  morsel — flesh  obscene  of  dog. 
Or  vermin,  or  at  best  of  cock  purioio'd 
From  his  accustomed  perch.     Hard  .faring  race ! 
They  pick  their  fucfout  of  ev'ry  hedge. 
Which,     kindled    with    dry    leaves,  just   saves 

unquench'd 
The  spark  of  life.    The  sportive  wind  blows  wide 
Their  fluttering  rags,  and  shows  a  tawny  skin. 
The  vellum  of  the  pedigree  they  claim. 
Great  skill  have  they  in  palmistry,  and  more 
To  conjure  clean  away  the  gold  they  tonch, 
Conveyhig  worthless  dross  into  it's  place ; 
Loud  when  they  beg,  dumb  only  wlien  they  steal. 
Strange  !  that  a  creature  rational,  and' cast 
In  human  mould,  should  brutalize  by  choice 
His  nature ;  and,  though  capable  of  arts. 
By  which  the  world  might  profit,  and  himself. 
Self  banishM  from  society,  prefer 
Such  squalkl  sloth  to  honourable  toil ! 
Vet  even  these,  though  feigning  sickness  oft 
They  swathe  the  fbrehead,  drag  the  limping  limb. 
And  vex  their  flesh  with  artificial  sores. 
Can  change  their  whine  into  a  mirthful  note. 
When  safe  occasion  offers ;  and  with  dance. 
And  music  of  the  bladder  and  the  bag. 
Beguile  their  woes,  and  make  the  woods  resonnd.* 
Such  health  and  gayety  of  heart  e^joy 
The  bouKless  rovers  of  the  sylfan  world  ^ 
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And,  bTcalhiiigirbfllefOme  aif,  and  wandering  much, 
Ne<^  oUier  phytic  none  to  heal  th'  electa 
Of  loathiDmo  diet,  penury,  nrnl  colih 

BJffit  Ue,  Lhciiigh  iimlistin^tibb'cl  frmn  the  crowd 
By  wenltlj  or  dignily,  whu  dwells  s^itin?, 
Wktre  man,  by" nature  fierce,  baj.  Uid  ft^t^ct 
Hi-iiicfCetiess,  having  barct,  ihoueh  flow  Ui  li^rn, 
Tiie  TiKinncri  and  the  arU  of  civil  hfc. 
lib  wants  Indeed  ^rt  many  j  but  supply 
is  obvious  plac^^d  within  the  ea^y  it-udi 
Of  ic  mp'  rale  w jshc  a  and  i  nd  ustf  ioiif  hsunds, 
Hi'rc  virtue  thrive!  as  in  heir  proper  bcn]  ; 
Nut  nuic  and  surly,  and  bes*l  with  thomt, 
Aocl  teirible  to  sight,  ^  when  she  spring* 
( If  t'tr  ihi!  tpringf  spontaneous)  in  reiJiote 
And  biirh'rous  climcsg  where  violence  |jrevails. 
And  stiength  is  tord  of  all ;  but  gentlL%  kind^ 
By  culture  lam'd,  by  liberty  refresh 'd, 
And  nil  her  frnit»  by  radianl  truth  maturVK 
^\'llr  and  tltc  rhase  eiigro'^is  the  savage  whole ; 
W  ar  foliow*d  for  reven^se,  or  to  Ruinilaiil 
TJje  ervvifd  tenants  of  suine  happier  Hjiot : 
Tlie  uha&e  for  auj^tenaoce,  precarwns  trust  I 
Ilii  hanl  conrhtion  with  scT^re  cons>traint 
Hinds  all  hu  faculties,  forbids  all  ^p-owlb 
or  wisdom,  pTMvef  a  ichoul,  in  which  he  t^rris 
tfty  cSrecTuiV^ntion,  unrelentmt;  hate. 
Mean  self-aUachmenl,  ami  scarce  aught  beside. 
Thm  fare  Uie  shivVinj^  naUvesi  •?  tbe  riorth. 
And  thn*  the  rangers  'Of  the  western  world, 
Where  it  aflvancfs  far  Inio  the  dcfep, 
Tuw^fds  the  antarctic,     Ev'n  the  favoured  irfes 
Sq  lately  fuun^,  aUlioiigb  the  constant  Son 
CbL-er  uM  tbcir  sea*>ni  ¥?ith  a  jTraleful  soule. 
Can  boait  hot  little  Tirtne;  and,  inert 
Through  plenty,  kise  in  mOraU^  what  they  gain 
In  manners- — victim i  of  liixurioos  ea^c, 
lliese  therefgre  I  can  ptty,  placed  remote 
Fioin  all  that  science  traces,  art  invents. 
Or  in^spiration  teacbea  ;  and  enclofj*d 
In  boiuidless  occaii-$  wcttr  to  be  pas^'d 
By  navigators  uniformed  as  they. 
Or  ploivgh'd  perhaps  by  British  hark  again  * 
But  far  beyond  tbe  rest,  and  vith  ino«t  cauiM?, 
I'bec,  gentle  ravage  *  I  whom  no  love  of  tbee 
Or  liiti^e,  but  curiofiity  per  hops. 
Or  tlsc  Tain-glory,  prompted  n%  to  draw 
I'ortb  ffom  thy  native  bow'rs,  to  show  ihee  bcrc 
With  what  &uperii>r  skili  we  can  abuse 
'I  be  gifts  of  Piovidcmae*  and  scjna ruler  life* 
I'he  dream  i&  pa$^t ;  and  tliuti  hast  found  a^niin 
Thy  coaoas  and  tiauanu?*,  pal  in  *  and  janis, 
Aud  homcitaJl  thatch'd  with  leaves.     Bui  ha$t  tbou 

found 
I'hdr  former  charm*?  And,  having  ^een  our  state. 
Our  paiaoei)  Onr  Indies,  and  our  pomp 
Of  eqnlpa^,  our  ^ardcn.^^  and  onr  ipi^rti. 
And  brard  on?  music  ^  are  thy  fimple  friend^, 
Thy  aioiple  fare,  and  all  thy  pi  am  delights, 
At  dear  to  ibei?  as  once  ?  And  tiave  thy  joys 
fjost  nothing  by  ttmparison  with  otira  ? 
Hude  31  &  ihou  art^  (for  we  returaM  thee  r^tde 
And  tj^nnimut^  except  of  outffaRl  s^how) 
1  CLtLiiiut  tlunk  thee  ytt  so  dull  of  heart 
And  spiritless,  as  never  to  regret 
Sweets  taiited  bprt-,  aod  left  as  soon  as  knovtw 
Methmks  1  see  thee  straying  Da  tbe  beach, 

*  Omal. 


Ami  sskiofT  of  the  sar^,  thdl  bathe*  thy  foo*. 

If  evftr  It  has  wash'd  our  di&tam  thore, 

I  ace  thef!  weep,  and  thine  are  honest  Icarrf^ 

A  piti  jot's  fitr  hit  conntry  t  ibnn  sft  umI 

At  thtuiftht  of  herfi^rlorn  nud  abjpct  state, 

Fmm  which  no  powV  of  thine  can  raise  hi*r  np. 

'I'hui  Fancy  paints  thee,  and,  thottjrh  apt  to  err. 

Peril aps  em  little,  when  she  paints  th«e  thus. 

She  teilft;  me  *oo,  that  duly  Bv*ry  mom 

Tb'tu  clinib'st  the  tnduntain  top,  wilh  eagflr  eye 

r^plofing  far  and  wtib^  the  wat'ry  ^a^te 

For  si  15  h  t  of  sh  i  p  from  England .     E v'ry  *pt'Ck 

Been  hi  the  dim  horizon  tnmn  thee  pale 

With  cunf!iet  of  contending  hopes  and  f*ar% 

But  rnmes  nt  last  the  dtdl  and  dusky  ere, 

And  iscuds  thee  to  thy  cabin,  lyclUprepcnM 

To  dream  aH  n'ght  of  whut  t!io  day  denied. 

Alas  !  i-^pefrt  it  not.     Wc  foimd  no  l»ait 

To  tempt  us  in  thy  conntry.     Doing  good, 

ni^inlr rested  gnfid,  is  not  our  tr.iile. 

We  travel  far,  'tis  trtie,  bnt  nor  for  nought; 

And  must  be  brib'd  to  compass  Karth  agaia 

By  other  boi>es  atut  richer  fruits  than  youn. 

Hut  though  true  worth  and  virtue  m  the  miVil 
And  ge  trial  soil  of  cultivated  life 
Tliiive  most,  and  may  perhaps  thrive  only  there, 
Vv't  not  in  cities  oft  :  in  proud,  and  fiay. 
And  gain 'devoted  cilic*.     Thither  ffow. 
As  to  a  cummon  and  most  noisome  fewer, 
The  dregi  and  feculence  of  ev'ry  land. 
In  cstTC"!  fbnl  example  on  most  minds 
BegeL-j  it's  Eikeneaa,     Rank  abundance  brefdj* 
In  ^ross  and  pami»erM  cities,  sloth,  and  lust. 
And  wanlonncftf,  and  gluttonous  excess, 
la  cities  vice  is  hidden  with  most  ease, 
iPr  seen  with  least  reproach  ;  and  ^rtue,  langht 
By  frequent  lapse,  can  hope  no  triurapb  there 
fieyoinl  \W  atchievement  ofi^urce^ful  tligbt. 
I  do  confess  thmi  nurs'rtes  of  the  arL«, 
In  which  they  jdoi^ri^^h  most ;  where  in  the  beams 
Of  wfirm  encouragement,  and  in  the  eye 
Of  pibbc  note,  they  relich  their  perfect  size. 
Such  I^ondon  i?,  by  ta^te  and  wealth  proclaim'd 
Tbe  fdirest  capital  of  all  the  world, 
Uy  riot  and  incontinence  the  worst. 
There,  touch 'd  by  Revnoldsi,  a  iluil  blank  becnmet 
A  Incid  mirror^  in  which  Nature  sees 
All  her  reflected  features.     Bacon  there 
G]V4'5  more  than  female  beauty  to  a  fitone, 
AfhI  Chatham's  eloquence  to  marble  lips, 
Nnr  does  the  chlsfej  occupy  atone 
The  powVs  of  K'nlpture^  but  the  style  as  much  ; 
Kaeh  province  of  her  artliftr  equal  care* 
lAith  nire  incision  of  her  prided  siecl 
She  pbaugh"*  a  brazen  Geld,  aiid  clothen  a  soil 
So  iterile  with  what  charma  soc'er  !ihc  iwill^ 
llie  richest  *retrq'  nnd  the  loveliest  forma, 
\Th<'rc  iind>  Philosophy  her  eagle  eye, 
\\'ith  which  she  gazes  at  yoci  bnminf  diik 
I'ndazzlcd,  and  dctectf»  and  counts  his  ^poti  ? 
In  Luiidon :  where  her  implementi  eiact, 
\^'itli  which  she  calculates,  compute*;,  and  scans* 
All  dt^tance^  motion,  niagnitudo,^  and  now 
Measures  an  atom,  and  now  girds  a  world  ? 
In  London*     \Vbere  has  commea^e  snch  a  mart. 
Bo  ricbi  so  thronf^'d,  so  diainVlj  and  so  supplied, 
As  London— opulent^  enlargM,  and  still 
Increasing,  Lotidou  ?  Babylon  of  old 
Not  more  the  gtory  of  tlie  Earth  Uiaii  stae^ 
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A  more  occomplish'd  woiid^s  chief  glory  now. 

She  has  her  praise.    Now  mark  a  spot  or  two. 
That  so  much  beauty  would  do  well  to  pui^ge  j 
And  show  this  queeu  of  cities,  that  so  fiur 
May  yet  be  foul  ^  so  witty,  yet  not  wise. 
It  is  Dot  seemly,  nor  of  good  report. 
That  she  is  slack  in  dicipUne;  more  prompt 
T*  avenge  fiian  to  prevent  the  breach  of  law : 
That  she  is  rigid  in  denonndng  death 
On  petty  robbed,  and  indulges  life 
And  liberty,  and  oft-times  honour  too. 
To  peculators  of  the  public  gold  ; 
That  thieves  at  home  must  hang ;  but  he,  that  puts 
Into  his  overgorgM  and  bloated  purse 
The  wealth  of  Indian  prOviuces,  escapes. 
Nor  is  it  well,  nor  can  it  come  to  good. 
That,  through  profane  and  infidel  contempt  * 
Of  holy  writ,  she  has  presume  V  annul 
And  abrogate,  as  roundly  as  she  may. 
The  total  ordinance  and  will  of  God  ; 
Advancmg  Fashion  to  the  post  of  Troth, 
And  centring  all  authority  in  modes 
And  customs  of  her  own,  till  sabbath  rites 
Have  dwmdled  into  unrespected  forms. 
And  knees  and  hassocks  are  well  nigh  divorcM. 

God  made  the  country,  and  man  made  the  town. 
What  wonder  then  that  health  and  virtue,  gifts. 
That  can  alone  make  sweet  the  bitter  draught. 
That  life  holds  out  to  all,  should  most  abound 
And  least  be  threaten'd  m  the  fields  and  groves  ? 
Possess  ye  therefore,  ye  who,  borne  about 
In  ehariots  and  sedans,  know  no  fatigue 
But  that  of  idleness,  and  taste  no  scenes 
But  snch  as  art  contrives,  possess  ye  still 
Your  element^  there  only  can  ye  shine ; 
There  only  minds  like  yours  can  do  no  harm. 
Our  groves  were  planted  to  console  at  noon 
The  pensivcVand'rer  in  their  shades.    At  eve 
The  moon-beam,  sFidtog  softly  in  between 
The  sleeping  leaves,  is  all  the  light  they  wi^h. 
Birds  warbling  all  the  music.    We  can  spare 
The  splendour  of  your  lamps ;  they  but  eclipse 
Our  softer  satellite.    Your  songs  confouud 
Our  more  harmonious  notes ;  the  tiirash  departs 
Scared,  and  th*  offended  nightingale  is  mute. 
There  \$  ^  public  mtschieCm  your  mirth ; 
It  plagues  your  country.    Folly  such  as  yours, 
Grac'd  with  a  sword,  and  worthier  of  a  fan, 
Has  made  what  enemies  cou!d  ne*er  have  dooe» 
Our  arch  of  empire,  stedfast  but  for  you, 
A  mutilated  structure,  soon  to  fall. 
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for. — Satirical  notice  taken  of  our  trips  to  Footaloe- 
Bleau. — But  the  pulpit,  not  satire,  the  proper 
ei^ne  of  reformation. — ^The  reverend  advertiser 
of  engraved  sermons. — ^Petit-maitre  paraon. — 
The  g(Md  preacljier. — ^Picture  of  a  theatrical  cle- 
rical coxcomb. — Story-tellers  and  jesters  in  tbe 
pulpit  reproved. — ^Apostrophe  ta  popular  ap- 
plause.— ^Retailers  of  ancient  philosophy  esLpoatn- 
lated  with.— Sum  of  tbe  whole  matter.— i-Effecu 
of  sacerdotal  mismanagement  oothe  laity. — ^Their 
folly  and  extravagance.— The  mischielj  of  profu- 
sion.— ^Proftisioo  itself,  with  all  it's  consequent 
evils,  ascribed,  as  to  it*s  principal  cause,  to  the 
want  of  discipline  in  the  unjvenities.. 


O  Foa  a  lodge  in  some  vast  witdemesi. 
Some  boundless  contiguity  of  shade. 
Where  rumour  d  oppression  and  deceit^ 
Of  unsuccessful  or  successful  war. 
Might  never  reach  me  more.    My  ear  is  pain'dy 
My  soul  b  sick,  witli  ev'ry  day's  report 
Of  wrong  and  outrage,  Irith  which  Earth  ts  fill'dL 
There  is  no  flesh  in  man's  obdurate  heart. 
It  does  not  feel  for  man ;  the  nat'ral  bond 
Of  brotherhood  is  severed  as  the  flax, 
Th#t  falls  asunder  at  tbe  touch  of  fire. 
He  finds  his  follow  guilty  of  a  skin 
Not  coloor'd  like  his  own ;  and  having  pow'r 
T*  enforce  the  wrong,  for  such  a  worthy  cftoae 
Dooms  and  devotes  him'  as  his  lawful  prey. 
Lands  intersected  by  a  narrow  frith 
Abhor  each  other.    Mountains  interpos'd 
Make  enemies  of  nations,  who  had  eke 
Li^e  kindred  drops  been  mingled  into  one. 
Thus  man  devotes  his  brother,  and  destrojrs  ; 
And,  worse  than  all,  and  most  to  be  depbr'd 
As  bpraan  nature's  broadest,  foulest  blot, 
Cliains  him,  and  tasks  him,  and  exacts  bis  sweat 
With  stripes,  that  Mercy  wit^  a  Weeding  heaii 
Weeps,  when  she  sees  Inflicted  on  a  betoL 
Then  what  is  man  ?  And  what  man,  seeing  tbis^ 
And  having  human  feelings,  does  not  blusb. 
And  hang  his  head,  to  think  himself  a  roan  f 
I  would  not  have  a  slave  to  till  my  ground^ 
To  carry  me,  to  fan  me  while  I  sleep. 
And  tremble  when  I  wake,  for  all  the  wealth. 
That  sinews  bought  and  sold  have  ever  eam'd. 
No  :  dear*as  freedom  is,  and  in  my  heart's 
Just  estimation  priz'd  above  all  price, 
I  had  much  rather  be  myself  the  slave. 
And  wear  the  bonds,  than  fasten  them  on  him. 
We  have  no  slaves  at  home — ^Then  why  abroad  i 
And  they  themselvoi,  once  ferried  o'er  the  wave 
That  parts  us,  are  emancipate  and  loos'd. 
Slaves  cannof  breathe  in  England ;  if  their  lungs 
Receive  our  air,  that  moment  they  are  free  ; 
They  touch  our  country,  and  their  shackles  (alL 
That's  noble,  and  bespeaks  a  nation  proud 
And  jealous  of  the  blessing.    Spread  it  thei^ 
And  let  it  circulate  through  ev'ry  vqu 
Of  all  your  empire ;  that,  where  Britam's  pow'r 
Is  fe\|t,  mankind  may  feel  her  mercy  too. 
Sure  there  is  need  of  social  intercourse. 
Benevolence,  and  peace,  and  mutual  aid. 
Between  the  nations  in  a  world,  that  seemi 
To  toll  the  deathbell  of  it's  own  decease. 
And  by  the  Yoice  of  all  it's  dements 
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Tb  pnsacb  ttic  g*n*fal  doonj  '.  Wben  were  the  winds  , 

Let  iiJi|i  *l(h  such  a  trarrnDt  fodestrpy  7 

"Wlien  did  the  viivcs  m  bau^htily  oVrlcap 

Their  miciPtit  barders,  iktugirig  thi>  tUy  ? 

Pires  from  btnealh,  and  m^teofii  ^  Trom  above, 

|*OftniitouSj  utiC)Kirrip!e*J,  iintJSplaTii'di 

Hate  kitidled  beacoiis  in  tbf*  fkit-a  j  nnd  th*  old 

And  cre/y  Earth  has  hud  hrr  ^^hakuig  iiis 

More  frequent  (  ami  fjregone  her  usual  t&JL 

1%  it  a  tmi<*  t^  wrjii^lc-^  when  the  prop* 

Antl  |til1art  of  uur  planet  fceiti  to  fail, 

And  Nature  ^  with  a  dim  and  sickly  rye 

To  vail  Ihe  clo^f  t  f  all  ?  Uul  gmut  her  end 

M6re  4litantj  and  thut  pmphoc^y  demaiidi 

A  Km^cr  respite ,  iinncromptisIi'U  jpt ; 

Stilt  I  bey  are  frownSng  w^qaIh,  and  he^penk 

Diipjea.'^nrc  iu  His  brca^it,  vho  smiip>  the  Eu.rtb 

Or  lieala  it,  makE-^  it  langnUh  or  n  joLx'* 

And  lis  bnt  seemly,  that,  wlicrrt'  iilt  di-serre 

And  staod  eipo^iM  by  cumnvm  ppixroiicy 

Tu  DPhit  no  few  have  fi-Tt,  there  should  be  pcact, 

AtvA  brethren  in  cabin>ty  p^Timild  love. 

Alaa  for  iSieily  !  rtifie  fi  agmenti  now 
tM  scalter'd,  where  the  ihnpHy  c  oliinin  ilo:id. 
Her  palaees  ntedust.     tn  all  her  ^ti#fit» 
The  Viiice  of  sitting  iind  ibe  sprightly  chord 
Are  «iknt.     Revelry,  and  daice,  and  sihuw 
Suffer  a  Jryncope  and  solemn  pause  j 
While  Ciod  performs  upon  itie  trembling  stage 
Of  his  own  works  bis  dreadful  part  tibitie. 
How  does  Ihc  Barth  receive  him  '^- — with  what  £igna 
Of  gfattilLitrnn  and  dt^lighc  her  king  } 
Pour*  she  not  :ill  ber  cboie^ct  fruits  abroad. 
Her  (sweetest  flow- rs^  her  dromaiic  g^im*, 
I>iiclo$itig  Paradtte  where'er  he  treads  } 
She  quakes  at  hi«  npproacbi     Her  boUiiw  wnmbj 
CoDceivmg  thundf^rs  through  a  thoiuand  deeps 
And  fien*  cavt-m^,  roars  beneath  his  foot. 
The  bills  mnve  liE^btly,  and  the  mivtm tains  smoke, 
For  he  bosioucb'd  them.  From  ih*  exirtiiiG^t  pciint 
Of  elevation  df^wn  into  the  nt^jss 
Hii  wrath  ta  bq^y^  nnd  hi^  frown  if  felt. 
The  roeks  fall  head  long  ^  and  the  TaUies  ri«e, 
The  rivers  die  into  cffensjve  [kjoIs, 
And  charged  with  putrid  verdure,  bteatlie  agroa 
And  mortal  nui^-ince  Into  all  the  air. 
What  solid  was,  by  tran^lbrmatiun  ^tran^e. 
Grows  fSutd  I  and  the  fm'd  and  rooted  earth. 
Tormented  into  bitlows,  hrfi?«s  andswetUj 
Or  with  vortjginous  and  biBeoua  whirl 
Suckf  down  il*s  prey  insfttrabls.     Immense 
The  twmnit  and  the  oTcrthrow,  tlie  paogfl 
And  »gmiic9  of  hn&ian  and  cf  brtite 
MLdtltudeti,  fngitrte  on  ev'ry  side. 
And  furtive  in  vain.     The  sylvan  iscene 
Migrates  uplifted  ;  nnd,  with  all  IC^  nmi 
Alighting  in  fitr  diiitant  lieldsj  llmls  out 
A  new  po^aeasor^  and  fiurvi^es  the  changCp 
Ocean  ba*  caught  the  frenzy,  and,  upw rough t 
To  an  enormon?  and  overbearing  h eighty 
Kot  by  a  mighty  wind^  but  by  that  voice, 
Which  windf  and  wavea  obey,  invades  ihe  sbor« 
R^istlefis,     Never  sueb  a  sudden  Bood, 
Upridg'd  fo  Itigh,  and  sent  on  such  a  charge, 

1  Alluding  to  the  calami  I  i«s  in  Jamaica. 
■  August  13,  17S3, 

3  Alluding  to  the  fog,  that  covered  bothEuropft  and 
Asia  during  the  whole  iutnoicr  uf  1733. 
Vot.  XVllL 


Po^cisM  an  inland  scene,     l^Tiere  now  tjift  thn^|. 

Hi  at  pressed  the  iHiaeb,  and,  h:*siy  to  dtpart, 
Lnok'd  to  the  sea.  for  safety  ?  Tliey  arc  gone, 
f^Tiiir  ftitb  the  refluent  wave  nilo  the  deep 
A  prince  with  imlf  hi?  peciplr; !  Ancient  tt^w'rs, 
And  fuofjs  embattled  high,  the  gloouiy  sefifees, 
U'here  beauty  uft  and  klter'd  w«rth  eiitisiiQi^ 
Liffe  in  the  unproductive  shades  of  deaA, 
Fall  prone  :  the  pale  inhabitants  come  forth ^ 
And,  hrippy  in  their  unfort^ecn  releaie 
Vwm  all  the  ri [fours  of  nstnu^it^  enjoy 
The  ter fours  of  the  day,  that  set*  them  free* 
Who  then,  thai  has  the*;,  wumIA  not  hotd  the/?  fast, 
Fr*i?dom  !  whom  they  that  [use  ih^e  *o  rrgret, 
Ttiiit  <*v*n  a  judgm^-nt,  making  way  fiir  thee. 
Seem*  m  I  heir  eyin  a  mi  rey  for  thy  s^ike  ? 

Such  evil  Sin  bath  wn  Wight  j  and  such  a  flamt 
Kindled  in  Heav'n,  that  it  burns  down  to  Earth, 
Aud  in  the  fur  loos  jnqtiest,  that  it  make* 
On  Gud\  behalf,  lays  was  c  his  fair«l  work*. 
The  very  cTements^  though  oich  be  meaiil 
The  minister  of  man,  to  serve  bis*  want^, 
Cinspire  against  hinv.  With  hi*  breath  he  drawi 
A  plague  into  hU  blood  ;  and  cannot  use 
Life's  necessary  meana^  bnt  he  mu^t  flie* 
Storms  Hi*!  t'  o'en*belm  him  :  or  if  stormy  windi 
Rise  not,  the  walertt  of  the  deep  ihalJ  rise, 
And,  needing  none  assistiince  of  the  sl(*rm, 
Shall  roll  thelnielves ashore,  and  rftn^h  him  there. 
The  earth  shall  shake  htm  out  of  all  bis  hoida, 
Or  make  his  house  his  grave  ;  nor  so  cmitenl. 
Shall  counteifeit  the  rautions  of  the  flund, 
And  drown  InDi  in  her  dry  and  dusty  gnlft. 
M'hat  then  !  were  they  I  lie  wiekeil  ab<we  all. 
And  we  the  righteous,  whose  fe.^t-atichorM  isle 
Mov'd  not,  whs  It  their*  was  rock'd*  like  a  light  skiff. 
The  sport  of  cvVy  wave  ?  No  :  none  are  clear. 
And  none  than  we  more  guilty.     But,  where  alt 
Stand  chargeable  witli  guilL,  and  to  the  shafts 
Of  wrath  obdOKioi'?,  tiod  ojay  chofj^c  his  mark : 
May  punish,  if  he  please,  theless^  to  warn 
The  more  maljgnanL     Tfhespar'dtjottbetn, 
Trimble  and  be  apia^'d  at  thine  escape^ 
Far  j;uilU<r  England,  lest  he  ipare  not  thee  ' 

Happy  the  man,  who  "^eei  a  God  emph>y'd 
In  ajL  the  good  ami  ill,  that  checkef  life  J 
Resolving  all  events  irirh  their  effects 
And  manifold  resoit*,  into  the  will 
A  nd  a  I  hi  t  ra  lion  w  ise  of  the  S«pr e  m  e . 
L>id  nut  hii  eye  rule  ajl  thingi»r<nd  tnletld 
The  least  of  oor  concerns  (si nee  from  the  le»*t 
The  greatjest  oft  originate)  j  ctiuld  ehance 
Find  place  in  his  domrmun,  or  dispose 
One  lawless  particTe  to  thwart  his  plan  ; 
Tlien  God  might  be  iiorpris*d,  and  unforeseen 
Con  tin  pence  might  alarm  him,  and  disturb 
The  smooth  and  equal  course  of  his  nflairs* 
This  truth  PhiloiM3^by,  thriust'  eagle  ey'd 
1  n  nat  ure*a  te  ndenciet ,  oft  o verlof»k* ; 
And,  having  fuund  his  instrument,  forgets. 
Or  di&i¥^ardaj  or,  mi>re  pT^tumptuous  stjll. 
Denies  the  powV,  that  wields  it,      God  proclaiini 
Hi?  hot  di5[deaRufe  against  fooliih  menj 
1  "hat  live  an  atheist  life  ;  involve?  the  Heav'ni 
In  tempests  ;  quits  bis  grasp  upon  the  winds. 
And  give?  them  all  their  fury  ;   bids  a  plagdi 
Kindle  a  fiery  boil  upon  the  skin, 
And  putrefy  the  breath  of  btootSiing  Health, 
He  calls  for  Faminep  asd  tbe  metgre  ftcEti       * 
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Aua  uunu  cue  gouMn  ear.    ue  springs  lus  mioes. 
And  desolates  a  nation  fit  a  blasU 
Forth  steps  the  spruce  pbUosopber,  and  tells 
Of  hooDOgeneal  and  discordant  springs 
And  principles ;  of  causes,  boir  they  work 
By  necessaQT  U«i  their  sure  effects ; 
Of  action  and  reaction :  he  has  found 
The  source  of  the  disease,  that  nature  feels. 
And  bids  the  world  take  heart  and  banish  fear. 
Thou  fool  !  will  thy  disoov'ry  of  the  cause 
Suspend  th'  effect,  or  heal  it  ?   Has  not  God 
Still  wrought  by  means  since  first  he  made  the  world  ? 
And  did  he  not  of  old  employ  his  means, 
To  drown  it  ?  What  is  his  creation  less 
Than  a  capacious  reservoir  of  means 
Formed  for  bis  use,  and  ready  at  his  will  ? 
Go,  dress  thine  eyes  with  eye-salve ;  ask  of  him, 
Or  ask  of  whomsoever  he  has  taught ; 
And  learn,  though  late,  the  genuine  cause  of  all. 
England,  with  all  thy  faults,  I  love  thee  still — 
My  country  !  and,  while  yet  a  nook  is  left, 
"Where  English  minds  and  manners  may  be  found. 
Shall  be  constrainM  to  love  thee.  Though  thy  clime 
Be  fickle,  and  thy  year  most  part  deform'd . 
With  dripping  rains,  or  witber'd  by  a  frost, 
I  would  not  yet  eiu^bange  thy  sullen  $kiet. 
And  fields  without  a  flow'r,  for  warmer  France 
With  all  her  vines :  nor  for  Ausonia's  groves 
Of  golden  fruitage,  and  her  myKle  bow'rs. 
To  shake  thy  senate,  and  from  heights  sublime 
Of  patriot  eloquence  to  flash  down  fire 
Upon  thy  foes,  was  never  meant  my  task : 
But  I  can  feel  tby  fortunes,  and  partake 
Thy  joys  and  sorrows,  with  as  true  a  heart 
As  any  thund'rer  there*    And  I  can  feel 
Thy  follies  too,  and  with  a  just  disdain 
Frown  at  effeminates,  whose  very  looks 
Reflect  dishonour  on  the  land  I  love. 
How,  in  the  name  of  soldiership  and  sense. 
Should  England   prosper,  wImui  such  things*  as 

smooth 
And  tender  as  a  girl,  all  essencM  o'er 
With  odours,  and  as  profligate  as  sweet; 
Who  sell  tlieir  teorel  for  a  iliyitle  wreath. 
And  love  when  they  shoulci  fight ;  when  such  as  these 
Presume  to  lay  their  hand  upon  the  ark 
Of  her  magnificent  and  awful  cause  ? 
Time  was  when  it  was  pimise  and  boast  enough 
In  ev*ry  clime,  and  travel  wtf^re  we  might. 
That  we  were  bom  her  children.     Praise  enough 
To  fill  th'  ambition  of.a  private  roan, 
That  Chatham's  language  was  his  mother's  tongue. 
And  Wolfe's  great  name  compatriot  with  his  own. 
Farewell  those  honours,  and  farewell  with  them 
The  hope  of  such  hereafter  !  they  have  foU'n 
Each  in  his  field  of  glory ;  one  in  drms. 
And  one  in  council-*  Wolfe  upon  the  lap  ' 
Of  smiling  Victory  that  moment  won, 
And  Chatham  beart^sick  of  his  country's  shame ! 
They  made  us  many  sokliers.    Chatham,  still 
Consulting  England's  hef^ness  at  home,, 
Secur'd  it  by  an  unforgiving  frown, 
If  any  wrong'd  her.    Wolfe,  where'er  he  fought, 
Put  so  much  of  his  heart  into  his  act. 
That  his  example  had  a  magnet's  force. 
And  all  were  swift  U>  follow  whom  all  lov'd. 
Those  suns  are  aet    O  rise  sbme  other  such  1  ' 
Or  all  that  we  have  left  is  empty  talk 


now  noist  tne  sau,  ana  let  tne  streamers  float 
Upon  the  wanton  breezes.    Strew  the  deck 
With  lavender,  and  sprinkle  liquid  sweeta. 
That  no  rude  savour  maritioie  invade 
The  nose  of  nice  nobility !   Breathe  soft. 
Ye  clarionets ;  and  softer  still,  ye  flutes ; 
That  winds  and  waten,  luird  by  magic  soonda^ 
May  bear  us  smoothly  U>  the  Gallic  shore ! 
True,  we  have  lost  an  empire — let  it  pas*. 
True ;  we  may  thank  the  perfidy  of  France, 
That  pick'd  the  jewel  out  of  England's  crown. 
With  all  the  cunning  of  an  envious  shrew. 
And  let  that  pass — twas  but  a  trick  of  state  I 
A  brave  man  knows  no  malice,  but  at  once 
Forgets  ni  peace  the  ii^uries  of  war. 
And  gives  his  direst  foe  a  friend's  embrace. 
And,  sham'd  as  we  have  been,  to  th'  very  beaid 
BravM  and  defied,  and  in  our  own  sea  pnov'd 
Too  weak  for  those  decisive  blows,  that  oooe 
Ensur'd  us  ma^'try  there,  we  yet  retain 
Some  small  pre-eminence ;  we  justly  boast 
At  least  superior  jockejrsbip,  and  claim 
The  honours  of  the  turf  as  all  our  own  ! 
Go  then,  well  worthy  of  the  praise  ye  seek. 
And  show  the  shame,  ye  might  ooiKxal  at  T 
In  foreign  eyes! — be  grooms  and  win  the  plate. 
Where  once  your  nobler  fathers  won  a  crovo  !*- 
Tis  gen'rous  to  communicate  yonr  skill 
To  tboee  that  need  it    Folly  is  soon  leam'd : 
And  under  such  preceptors  who  can  fail ! 

There  is  a  pleasure  in  poetic  pains. 
Which  only  poets  know.    The  shifts  and  tomi^ 
Th'  expedients  and  inventions  multiform^ 
To  which  the  mind  resorts,  in  chase  oCtannt 
'lliough  apt,  yet  coy,  and  difficult  to  wia — 
T'  arrest  the  fleeting  images,  that  fill 
The  mirror  of  the  mind,  and  hold  them  £u^ 
And  force  them  sit,  till  he  has  pencird  c^ 
A  faithful  likeness  of  the  forms  he  views  i 
Then  to  dispose  his  copies  with  such  art. 
That  each  may  find  it's  most  propitious  lights 
And  shine  by  situation,  haCrdly  less 
Than  by  the  labour  and  the  skill  it  cost ; 
Are  occupations  of  the  poet's  mind 
So  pleasing,  and  that  steal  away  the  tbonght 
With  such  address  from  themes  of  sad  import* 
That,  lost  in  his  own  musings,  happy  man ! 
He  feels  th'  anxieties  of  lile,  denied 
Their  wonted  entertainmeot,  all  retire. 
Such  joys  has  he  th^t  sings.    But  ah !  not  iucb» 
Or  seldom  such,  the  hearers  of  his  song. 
Fastidious,  or  else  listless,  or  perhaps 
Aware  of  nothing  ardqous  in  a  task 
They  never  undertook,  they  little  note 
His  dangers  or  escapes,  and  haply  find 
Their  loist  amusement  where  be  found  t^  moiU 
But  is  amusement  all  ?  Studious  of  soog. 
And  yet  ambitious  not  to  sing  in  vain, 
I  would  not  trifle  merely,  though  the  world 
Be  loudest  in  their  praise,  who  do  no  more. 
Yet  what  can  satire,  whether  grave  or  gay  9 
It  may  correct  a  foible,  piay  chastise 
The  freaks  of  fashion,  regulate  the  dress. 
Retrench  a  swonl-blade,  or  displace  a  patdi ;  . 
But  where  are  it's  sublimer  trophies  found  } 
What  vice  has  it  subdued  ?  whose  heart  rQQlaiin'4 
By  rigour,  or  whom  laugh'd  rato  i;efofa^ 
Alas  !  Leviathan  if  not  so  tam'd  : 
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Laufh^d  at  lie  Uughsagnin;  ami  BlrlckcTi  bard 
Turns  to  the  strnk^  hb  ad amsntide  scales. 
That  fea  r  no  discipline  of  Imman  bands. 

Tlie  pulpit^  Ihererire  (and  I  name  it  fill'd 
With  lolomn  awe,  that  bids  me  wHl  iHJware 
With  what  iiitPiit  1  touch  that  holy  tbing)^ 
The  puljiil  (when  the  latVi^t  hu  Bt  lont, 
Strutting  iind  lapVing  in  an  empty  school; 
Spent  &U  his  force,  and  nrtadi;  no  prone! yte)-*- 
I  say  ilie  ptilpil  (ii)  ih«?  sober  u«g 
Of^»t*6  Jegitimate,  peculiar  powV>) 
Mtvat    Mand   acknowledg'd,  wbile  the  world  ibiU 

st3n<]^ 
Tlie  most  important  and  eflbcttjal  fti«nl, 
Siipivort,  and  oniament,  of  Trrtiie^f  cause.. 
There  stands  the  messenger  of  tnilb  :  there  vtands 
The  jei^te  of  ibe  skies  ! — Hrs  theme  divine, 
His  affice  *acTed,  hi*  credential  a  clear. 
By  him  the  violated  law  speaks  out 
IVi  thutiders  j  and  bj'  him,  m  uraitw  aa  sweet 
A»  angels  use,  the  Gospel  whisper*  p^ace;* 
He  *fitabLi&hes  the  strung,  r*T(tor<^  the  weak, 
Bet  laims  the  wanrl'Ter,  hinds  the  broken  heart, 
And^  arm'd  himself  in  pan  tply  eomptete 
Of  heavenly  temper,  lurnijihes  with  arms 
Bright  gi  hift  own,  and  trains,  hy  ev*ry  rule 
Ofboly  d»sclpbni!j  togloiious  waf 
The  sacra  mental  bri*t  of  God's  elect  I 
Are  all  such  tfacbers? — Would  to  HcaT»n  all  were  ? 
But  hark  — the  doctor's  voice  !  fastwedg'd  between 
Two  empirics  be  standi),  and  wkh  swoln  cheeki 
Inspires^  ihe  news,  his  trnmpc  t.     Keener  l-ur 
Than  all  invective  is  bfs  bold  harangue;, 
WbiEe  through  that  public  organ  of  report 
He  bails  the  clergy ;  and,  difyinj^  &hame. 
Announces  to  the  world  his  own  and  theirs  ! 
He  teaches  those  to  rrad,  ^hom  Fchools  dimvisti^dj 
And  col|pge»,  untatigtit  j  set  I  ^  accent^  tone. 
And  emphasis  in  score^  and  gives  to  pr jy*r 
Th'  QtIu£_io  and  nudanie  H  demands. 
He  grind  H  divinity  of  otlwr  days 
Down  into  inorlem  use  ;  transforms  old  print 
To  zigzag  manusenpt,  and  cheats  the  eyes 
Of  gail'ry  critics  by  a  thons^ind  arts. 
Are  thef%  wbo  purchase  of  the  doctor's  ware  ? 
O  name  it  not  in  Calli  I — il  cannot  be, 
That  {!:rave  and  learned  clerks  ^^^hcuild  uecd  sucb  aid. 
He  doubtless  i^  in  spirt,  and  does  but  droll, 
Assuminjif  thus  a  rank  unknown  before— 
<xrand  caterer  and  dry-ounse  nf  the  chnrcb  ! 
I  venerate  the  man,  whose  heart  is  warm, 
Whose  band »  are  pure,  who^ed^x'trhieand  whose  life 
Coincident,  exhibit  lucid  proofs 
That  he  ts  honest  in  the  sarred  cause. 
To  such  t  rcuiier  more  than  mere  respect, 
Whose  actions  5a y,  that  they  respect  themselves* 
But  Looi^e  In  morals,  oml  in  mannt^rs  vaic, 
In  conversation  frivolous,  in  d res* 
EKtreme,  at  once  rapacious  and  profuie  ; 
Frequent  in  park  with  lady  ;it  bis  side, 
Ambling  and  prattling  seandal  as  he  ^oes; 
But  rare  at  homc^  and  never  at  bis  b<)okii, 
Or  with  his  pen^  save  when  he  scrawls  a  card  j 
Constant  at  rouls^  faD:iihar  with  a  round 
Of  ladyiihtps,  a  Mraiiger  to  the  poor ; 
Ambktiou!!  of  preferment  fur  it's  gold. 
And  .well  pre  par  M|  by  ignorance  auJ  sloth, 
By  infidel  Ply  and  luvc  of  world. 
To  make  Gvl'*  wurk  a  sinecure  j  a  f  l^v* 


To  hts  own  pleasures  and  bis  patron*i  pride. 
From  such  apo^itlen,  O  ye  mitred  beadi, 
Preierve  the  church  I  an  (May  not  careless  bandi 
On  sculJft,  that  cannot  teach,  and  wiU  not  learn. 

Would  [  describe  a  preacher,  sucb  ai  Paul, 
Were  be  on  Karth,  would  hear,  approve,  and  own, 
P.tu1  should  himself  rlirf  ct  me.     I  would  trace 
His  mastf-r-Atroke^,  and  draw  fri>m  bii  design. 
I  would  eKprea*  him  simple,  grave,  sincere  ; 
In  doetrme  uncomipt;  in  language  plain, 
^[id  plain  in  maniter;  decent,  solemn,  ehait«, 
Aod  natural  m  (festiire;  much  im^ir&ss'd 
Uiuniwtlf,  as  conscbut:  of  his  awful  cbarfC, 
And  anxious  mainly  that  tho  flock  be  feeds 
May  ft'd  it  too ;  aflectiouale  in  look, 
And  tr^nder  in  addrt^^,  as  welt  becomes 
A  me^sftii^er  of  grace  to  gniUy  men. 
Behold  the  picture  I — Is  it  like  ?^L!ke  whora  ? 
The  things  that  mount  tho  rostrum  with  a  Mcip^ 
And  then  »kip  down  again ;  pronounce  a  texti 
Cry— Hem  ;  and  reading  what  they  never  wrote 
Ju«t  fifteen  mtntites,  huddle  up  their  work. 
And  with  a  well  bred  whimper  close  the  seeuel 

In  man  or  woman,  but  far  most  in  niao. 
And  mmi  of  all  in  rafio  thaL  mioistera 
And  terves  the  altar,  in  my  aonl  I  lij«th 
All  ndiectalion.     'Tis  my  perfect  scorn  ! 
Objiict  of  my  implacable  disgust 
Wiiat  t — will  a  man  play  tricks,  will  be  indulge 
A  nMv  fond  conceit  of  his  fair  furm. 
And  just  proportion,  fashionable  mieUi 
And  pretty  face,  in  presence  uf  hii  God  ? 
Or  will  he  seek  to  daxijte  me  with  tropes, 
As  with  Ibe  dtaniood  on  his  lily  hand^ 
And  play  hit  brillianr  (lart^i  before  my  eyai, 
When  I  am  hungry  fur  ibe  bread  oC  life  ? 
H*-  mocks  bis  Maker  J  proatitutes  and  shama 
His  nuble  ufftce,  amlj  imtead  of  truth, 
DiJipfayTiig  bis  oTn  beauty,  starve*  bis  Aodt. 
Th^irnforj' avauiit  all  altitude,  and  Jsmw, 
Ati'l  start  theatric,  pracliuM  at  the  gUi«  1 

I  seek  divine  simplicity  in  htm, 

Who  bandies  tilings  divine  ^  and  all  besides. 
Though   learned   with   labour,   and  iljoogh   tniicli 

admir'd 
riy  curious  e^nes  and  judgments  iU-infortn*d, 
To  me  is  odiouiq;  a^  the  na'^al  twang 
Ht'ard  at  convcDlicle,  where  worthy  men, 
Mils  led  by  custom,  strain  celestial  tbem« 
Through  tlw  prei^'d  nostril,  ipeetacJe-hestrid. 
Sitme  dectrnt  in  demeanour  while  thcv  preacht 
Ttiat  tai»k  perform M,  re|aj>^  into  tbem^cJveit  ^ 
And  having  spoken  wj^dy,  at  the  dote 
Grow  wanton,  and  give  proof  to  evVy  eye^ 
Wbfw>f  vas  cflifletl,  ihemfelves  were  not  I 
Forth  comi!t«  the  pocket  mirror. — First  we  strekt 
Ao  eyebrow ;  next  compose  a  straggling  huik ; 
Thf'U  with  an  air  mnst  gracefully  iterform'd 
Fali  back  into  our  seat,  extend  an  arm, 
And  Uy  it  at  it's  ease  with  gtotlc  care. 
With  hand  kerchief  lu  bond  depend  in  jt  Iow§ 
The  b^jiicr  hand  more  bti^y  ^ives  the  tif^a 

II  s  tiergamot^  or  aids  th'  imiehtpd  eye 
With  op^ra  glaiis,  to  watch  the  mo^tng  seen*. 
And  recognize  the  slow  retiring  f^iir. — 
Nuw  tbi?;  is  fulsome  ^  and  oAend^  me  more 
Than  in  a  church  man  sloveoly  nen^lect 

And  rustic  coarsenes^s  wotiJ>H,     A  bi^iVnly  mini 
May  ba  iadilt'^raiii  to  bej^  h^m&  9i  clay. 


Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


976 


cowvEBfs  fonts. 


And  sltgtifc  tlM  hotftl  a«  breath  her  ctre  ; 
But  how  a  body  so  fttntatftic,  tHm, 
And  quaidt,  in  it'ii  department  and  attire, 
Can  lodge  a  heav*ti\f  mind-^-demands  a  doubt. 

He,  that  negotiates  between  God  and  man, 
A^  God'd  ambassador,  the  grand  concerns 
Of  judgment  and  of  mercy,  shoold  beware 
Of  lightness  in  his  speech.    Tis  pHifbl 
To  cooH  a  grin,  when  yon  should  woo  a  tool ; 
To  break  a  jest,  when  pity  wobld  inspire 
Pathetic  exhortation  ;  atid  t'  address 
The  skittish  fancy  with  facetious  tales, 
When  sent  wi^  God*8  commission  to  the  heait ! 
So  did  not  Paul.    Direct  me  to  a  quip 
Or  merry  turn  in  all  he  eter  wrote, 
And  I  consent  you  take  it  for  your  text. 
Your  only  one,  till  sides  and  benches  fidl. 
Ko :  he  was  serious  hi  a  serious  caose. 
And  understood  too  well  the  weighty  terms. 
That  he  had  tak'n  in  charge.    He  woaM  not  Itoop 
To  oonquer  those  by  jocuhir  exploits. 
Whom  truth  and  soberness  assaH'd  in  rmn, 

O  Popular  Applause  1  what  heart  of  man 
Is  proof  against  thy  tweet  seducing  charms  ? 
The  wisest  and  the  best  feel  urgent  tfeed 
Of  all  their  caution  In  thy  gentlest  gsles ; 
But  swellM  into  a  gust— who  then  alas  ! 
With  all  his  canvass  set;  and  inexpeit. 
And  therefore  heedless,  can  withstand  thy  powV  ? 
Praise  from  the  t\rtW6  lips  of  tolothless  bidd 
Decrepitude,  And  in  the  looks  of  lean 
And  craving  Poverty,  and  m  the  bow 
Respectful  of  the  smmteh'd  arti6cer. 
Is  oft  too  weloome,  and  may  much  dtstorb 
The  bias  y>f  the  purpose.  Ho>w  much  more, 
Pour'd  forthJ>y  beauty  splendid  and  poIKe, ' 
In  lanji^age  soft  as  Adoration  breathes  ? 
Ah  spare  your  Mol !  think  him  human  still. 
Charms  he  liiay  h«ve,  but  he  has  frailties  too! 
Dote  not  too  much,  nor  spoil  what  ye  admire. 

All  truth  is  fhmi  the  sempitemhil  source 
Of  light  divine.    But  Egypt,  Greece,  and  Reme, 
Drew  from  the  stream  below.    More  favoured  we 
Drink,  when  we  choose  it,  at  the  fbontaiii  head. 
To  them  it  flowed  much  mingled  and  defil'd 
With  hurtful  errour,  prgodice,  and  dreamt 
Illusive  of  philosophy,  so  callM, 
But  Ikisely.    Sages  after  sages  strove 
In  vain  to  filter  off  a  crystaldraoght 
Pure  from  the  lees,  which  trften  mors  enhancM 
The  thirst  then  slak'd  it>  and  not  sehlom  br^ 
Intoxication  and  delirium  wild. 
In  vain*  they  puihM  Inquiry  to  the  birth        [man  ? 
An^  springtime  of  the  world ;    ask'd.  Whence  is 
Why  formM  at  all  ?  add  wherefore  as  be  is  f 
Where  muft  he  fhid  his  maker?  with  what  rites 
Adore  him  ?  Will  he  bear,  accept,  and  blew  } 
Or  does  he  sit  regardless  of  his  works  ? 
Has  man  within  him  an  immortal  leed } 
Or  does  the  tomb  take  all  ?  If  he  survive 
His  asfafts,  where  ?  and  in  what  weal  or  wo  ? 
Knots  worthy  of  solutkHi,  whk>h  alCoe 
A  Deity  could  solve.    Their  answers,  vague 
And  aH  at  random,  febulous  and  dark. 
Left  them  as  dark  tbemselvei.    Theirtules  of  Kf^ 
Defective  and  unsanctioned,  prov'd  too  weak. 
To  bind  the  rovhig  appetite  and  lead 
Blind  nature  to  a  God  not  yet  reveard. 
Tis  Revelatwn  satisfies  all  doubti. 


Explahls  all  mysterlef ,  cbEcept  her  Owd, 

And  so  illaminates  the  path  of  life. 

That  ibols  discover  it,  and  stray  no  more* 

Now  tell  me,  dignified  and  sapient  sir. 

My  man  of  morals,  nurtured  in  ftte  shadei 

Of  Acaderous— is  this  false  or  true  ? 

Is  Christ  the  abler  teacher,  or  the  schools? 

If  Christ,  then  why  resort  at  ev'ry  tutn 

To  Athvns  or  to  Rome,  for  wisdom  short 

Of  man's  occasions,  when  in  him  reside 

Grace,  knowledge,  comfort — an  unfothom^rf  itere  f 

How  oft,  wtien  Paul  has  serv'd  us  with  a  text. 

Has  Epictetus,  Plato,  Tully,  preach'd ! 

Men  that,  if  now  alive,  would  sit  content 

Aud  humble  learners  of  a  Saviour^s  worth. 

Preach  it  who  might   Such  was  (heir  fcjve  of  tmtii^ 

Their  thirst  of  knoi^fodge,  and  their  candoAr  too  I 

And  thus  it  is — The  pastor,  either  vain 
By  nature,  or  by  fiatt'ry  made  to,  taugfht 
To  ga2e  at  his  own  splendour,  and  f  exalt 
Absurdly,  not  his  oiSce,  but  himself; 
Or  onenTighten'd,  and  too  proud  to  learn; 
Or  viciotts,  and  not  therefore  apt  to  teach  ; 
Perverting  often  by  the  stress  of  lewd 
And  loose  example,  whom  be  should  instruct ; 
Exposes,  and  holds  up  to  broad  disgrace. 
The  noblest  function,  ai^d  discredits  much 
The  brightest  iraths,  that  man  has  ever  seen. 
For  ghostly  counsel ;  if  it  either  fall 
Below  the  exigence,  or  be  not  backed 
With  show  of  love,  at  least  with  hopefhl  proof 
Of  some'  sincerity  on  the  giver's  part ; 
Or  be  dishononrM  in  th'  exterior  form 
And  mode  of  it's  conveyance  by  such  tricks. 
As  move  derision,  or  by  foppbh  airs 
And  histrionic  mumm'ry,  that  let  doihl 
The  pulpit  to  the  level  of  the  stage ; 
Drops  from  the  lips  a  disregarded  thrn|^. 
The  weak  perhaps  are  mov'd,  but  are  not  tau^fa^ 
While  prejudice  in  men  of  stronger  minds 
Takes  deeper  root,  confirmed  by  what  they  see. 
A  relaxation  of  religion^s  hold  ^ 

Upon  the  r<yving  and  untutor*d  heart 
Soon  follows,  and,  the  curb  of  conscience  mmpp'^, 
The  laity  run  wild. — But  do  they  now  ? 
Note  their  extravagance,  and  be  convinced. 

As  nations,  ignorant  of  God,  contrive 
A  wooden  one;  so  we,  no  longer  taught 
By  monitors,  that  mother  church  suppHes, 
Now  make  our  ow%    Po^rity  will  ask 
(If  e*er  posterity  see  verse  of  mine) 
Some  fifty  or  a  hundred  lustrums  hence. 
What  was  a  monitor  in  George's  days? 
My  very  gentle  reader,  yet  unborn. 
Of  whom  I  needs  must  augur  better  tfaib^ 
Since  Heav'n  would  sure  grow  weary  of  a  worM 
Productive  only  of  a  race  like  ours, 
A  monitor  is  wood-— plank  shaven  thin. 
We  wear  it  at  our  backs.     There,  closely  bracld 
And  neatly  fitted,  it  compresses  hard 
The  prominent  and  most  unsightly  bbnCS, 
And  binds  the  shoulders  flat.    We  prove  ii*»  use* 
Sov'reign  and  most  eflRK;tuaI  to  secure 
A  form,  not  now  gymnastic  as  of  yore. 
From  rickets  and  distortion,  else  our  tot ' 
But  thus  admenish'd,  we  can  walk  erect — 
One  proof  at  least  of  manhood  !  while  the  fHehA 
Sticks  close,  a  Mentor  worthy  of  his  charge. 
Our  habits,  costlifr  ti»n  LuColhit  wore. 
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And  bf  cftprke  as  multiplied  sa  bii, 

Ja*t  |i lease  u^  while  tlic  (a^bioa  is  at  full, 

But  change  Willi  ev'ry  inooiu    The  Kvo^phunt, 

Why  waiU  lo  dreis  tj«,  dibit  rates  their  (l4te ; 

Surveys  hii  foir  r^veribn  with  HiTu  eye  j 

Findfi  line  ill  mack-,  another  ohiiolcite. 

This  fita  not  nicely,  that  i^  ill  cnnceiv'J  ; 

Au*l,  making  pii^e  of  nil  th.it  he  coiidemnf, 

WiLh  our  expemlL;ure  ilefrt)y$  hi*  uwru  i 

Variety  'a  tJic  very  spree  of  It  ft;, 

That  gives  it  a^l  it's  flavour.     We  have  run 

TbroMifH  evVy  change,  Lhut  Fancy,  at  tlic  loom        | 

Ejchoustetl,  liBi  had  j^cniu^  ti>  ^uppliy ;  , 

And,  itntliouii  of  mulutmEi  ^tiU,  discard 

A  real  elegance,  a  little  tii^'d,  ' 

Fur  moii!>>troi]s  nuvcUy  an^j  i^L  range  di^frui!^. 

We  sacrifice  tQ  di^ss,  till  hotj,-ehold  joys 

Ami  eoinfoit»  cease.     Dress  drainf  our  cellar  dry. 

And  kc?ep«  our  Unlet  le.in  ^  |iuts  out  our  iires^ 

And  unro4iiccs  Uuug^er,  fr(Mtj  aud  wq,  i 

Where  peace  ami  kijpitaliiy  might  r«ipi. 

Whit  man  that  livea,  and  thai  kuuws  how  to  live, 

Would  fail  t'  eihihit  a^t  the  public  fthows 

A  form  vks  liplei^dui  as  the  pruudest  there, 

Thuugh  appetite  raise  outcries  at  the  cost  ? 

A  man  o^  the  town  dines  late,  but  soon  enough j 

With  rerwonahle  fon^casit  and  dispatch, 

T'  ensure  a  ^ide^bax  station  at  half  priee. 

You  ihiuk  perhaps,  so  delicate  his  dreii. 

His  daily  far«  M  delicate,     Alas  J 

He  picks  clean  teeth,  and,  buiiy  &%  he  scepis 

With  an  old  tavern  quill,  i^  hungry  yet  I 

The  rout  is  Folly^i circle,  which  she  drawi 

With  magic  irind.     !^  potent  is.  the  spell. 

That  none,  dceoyM  into  that  fatal  ring. 

Unless  hy  Heav'n*s  peculiar  grace,  escape^ 

There  we  grow  early  gray,  but  never  wise  ; 

There  fkirm  counexiuns,  but  acquire  no  friend  ^ 

Solicit  pleasorCj  b^^peless  of  anccess  ; 

Waste  youth  in  occupatinas  only  fit 

For  second  childhood,  and  devote  old  age 

To  sports,  which  only  childhood  could  eneuse* 

There  they  are  happiest,  who  dissemble  belt 

Their  weariness ;  and  they  the  most  poUte* 

Who  squander  time  and  treasure  with  a  smile, 

Though  at  their  own  destruction.     She  that  a^ks 

Her  dear  litre  hundred  Trietids,  content ns  them  all. 

And  hates  their  corning-  They  (what  can  they  leas  ?) 

Make  just  reprisal& ;  and  with  cringe  and  shrug, 

And  bow  obsequious,  hide  thi^ir  hate  of  her. 

AU  catch  the  frenzy,  downward  from  her  j^race. 

Whose  flamtkeaux  flash  against  the  morning  «kies^ 

And  gild  our  chamber  ceiUngs»  as  they  pa^, 

To  her,  who,  fr tjgal  only  that  ber  thrift 

May  feed  excesses  the  can  ill  affbrd, 

H  hackney *d  home  vmlaakey'd  i  who,  in  ha^e 

Alighting^  turns  the  key  in  her  own  door. 

And,  at  the  watchman^s  lantern  borrVing  tight. 

Finds  a  cold  lied  her  only  comfort  left. 

Wives  beggar  huslmnds,  huib^nd*  starve  their  wirn, 

On  Furtone^s  velvet  altar  ofTring  up 

The  r  la^t  poor  pittance'^ Fort une»  roost  severe 

Of  guhlesses  yet  known,  and  costlier  far 

'llian  fltl,  that  held  their  routs  in  JunoV  Heaven.— 

So  faro  u'r  in  thi?i  prison-house  the  W^orld  | 

And  lis  a  fearfid  spt's^'Licle  to  see 

So  miiny  mauiars  dancing  iu  their  chains. 

Tbi  y  gii2e  upon  the  hak^,  that  hgld  ibem  fut. 

With  eye*  of  anguiih,  eiecrate  their  lot. 


Than  shake  them  in  deqmir,  and  dio^  M^tm  I 

Now  hmket  up  the  family  of  pbguca, 
Thut  wn^le  our  vitals  j   pecolatiod,  sak 
rif  honour,  perjury,  corruption,  fraudi 
By  fufgery,  by  subterfuge  of  bw, 
By  tricks  and  Lie-^  as  nunrrous  and  as  ka«n 
Aii  the  necessities  their  authors  feet ; 
Then  ca^t  them,  closely  huodied*  ev'ry  brat 
At  the  right  door.     Profusioo  is  the  sire, 
Profti&ion,  tmrestmiu*!!  with  ail  that>  bsiae 
In  character,  has  litterM  all  the  land, 
And  bred,  within  the  memory  of  no  few^ 
A  prieitthood,  Mich  as  Baal's  was  of  old, 
A  people,  such  at  ne^-er  was  till  now. 
It  is  a  hungry  vice  i   it  eats  up  all, 
ITiat  gives  society  it-i  beauty^  itrcoptb, 
C<invenipnce»  and  sectirity,  and  use  : 
Makrs  num  mere  vermin,  wortl^y  to  be  trapped 
And  gibbeted,  as  fant  as  catch ^lolc  claws 
Can  seize  the  slippery  prey  :  nnties  the  knot 
Of  union,  aixt  converts  the  sacred  band, 
Th^t  holds  mankind  together,  to  n  [scourge* 
Profusion,  deluging  a  ^tate  with  lusts 
Of  gnt^sest  nature  atnl  of  worst  effects, 
Prepares  it  for  it's  ruin  :  hard  em,  btiuds. 
And  warps,  the  C'»fi*cienccs  uf  pub  lie  men, 
Till  they  can  laugh  at  Virtue  ;  mock  the  fools, 
That  trust  them  ;  and  in  th^eiid  djsctoiie  a  faca. 
Til  at  would  have  shockVl  Credulity  herself, 
Unmask'd,  vouchsaflng  this  their  sole  excuse—  * 
Since  all  alike  are  selfish,  why  not  tbey  ? 
This  dot's  Profusion ,  and  th'^  flccur^ed  cause 
Of  sucii  deep  mischief  has  itielf  a  cause. 
In  colleges  and  halls  m  ancient  days. 
When  learning,  virtue,  p^ety,  and  tr%ith. 
Were  precious,  and  inculcated  with  care. 
There  dwelt  a  sage  called  Disci  iodine.     Bis  head, 
Not  yet  by  time  completely  silver'd  o^er 
Be«;poke  him  past  the  hounds  of  freakish  youth j 
But  strung  for  ser^'ice  btill,  sjid  unimpair'd* 
Bis  eye  wils  meek  and  gentle,  and  a  smile 
PlayM  on  tiis  lipa ;  and  in  hi!»  tpeech  was  beard 
Pater  nail  sweet  neiic^,  dignity,  &ud  love. 
The  occupation  dearest  to  tijs  heart 
Was  to  encouni!C?e  goupdness.     He  would  stroke 
Tlie  head  of  modt!^t  and  ingenuous  worth* 
That  bla'^b'd  at  it's  own  praise ;  atid  presa  the  yontk 
Cl4»e  to  his  side,  that  pleas'd  him.  Learning  grew 
Beneath  bis  care  a  thriving  vigorous  plant ; 
The  mind  was  well  informed,  the  paeons  bald 
Subordinate,  and  diligence  was  choice. 
If  e'er  it  chaiic'd,  as  sometimes  chance  it  mOJ!* 
That  one  among  so  many  ovcrleap'^d 
The  limits  of  controul,  hb  geatle  eye 
Grew  stem^  and  darted  a  severe  rebuke  ; 
His  frown  wa4  full  of  terrour,  and  his  voioa 
Shook  the  delinquent  with  such  fits  of  a wc* 
As  Isfl  him  not,  till  penitence  had  won 
IjKt  favour  back  again*  and  clo^^l  the  breach. 
But  DJsciphne,  a  faithful  servant  long. 
Declined  at  len^th  into  the  vale  of  years  : 
A  palsy  struck  his  arm  ;  his  sparkling  eye 
Was  quenched  in  rheums  of  age;  bis  voice,  nQitrua^ „ 
Grew  tremulous,  and  siov'd  derision  mure 
Than  reverence  in  perverse  rebellious  youth. 
^^0  colleges  and  balb  negle^jted  much 
Their  good,  old  ftiend  ;  and  Disctpline  at  lengthy 
O'erlooVd  and  unemployed,  fell  sick  and  died. 

Then  Study  laoguiib'd^  EMUlaltyU  ^k|)t. 
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Of  solemn  farce,  where  Ignorance  hi  sttit*. 
His  cap  weH  iinM  with  logic  iiot  his  own, 
With  parrot  tongne  peHbrm'd  th^  schotar**  part. 
Proceeding  soon  a  gradnated  dunce. 
Then  Compromise  had  place,  and  ScnrtSny 
Became  stone  blind  ;  Precedence  went  in  truck. 
And  he  was' competent  whose  parse  was  so. 
A  dissolution  of  atl  bonds  ensued  ; 
The  curbs  invented  for  the  mulish  month 
Of  headstrong  youth  were  broken ;  bars  and  botts 
Grew  rusty  by  dbuse ;  and  massy  gates 
Forgot  their  office,  opening  with  a  tooch ; 
Till  gowns  at  length  are  found  mere  masqii«r»de, 
The  tassel'd  cap  and  the  spruce  band  a  jest, 
A  mock'ry  of  the  world !  Wh*t  need  of  these 
For  gamesters,  jockeys,  brothel  lers  tmpiire, 
Spendthrifts,  and  booted  sportsmen,  uft'nerseeo 
With  belted  waist  4nd  pointers  at  their  heels, 
Than  in  the  bounds  of  duty  ^  What  was  learnt. 
If  aught  was  learnM  in  childhood,  is  f^ngot ; 
And  su^h  expense,  ns  pinches  parents  blue, 
And  mortiBes  the  Hb'ral  band  of  Ipve, 
Is  squandered  in  pursuit  of  idle  sports 
And  vicious  pleasures  ;  bn3rs  the  boy  a  name, 
That  sits  a  stigma  on  his  fiuher's  house. 
And  cleaves  through  life  in«jeparably  close 
To  him,  that  wears  it.     What  can  after-games 
Of  riper  joys,  and  commerce  with  the  world, 
The  lewd  vain  world,  that  must  receive  him  soan, 
Add  to  such  erudition,  thus  acquired, 
Where  science  and  iirbere  virtue  are  profeMM  ? 
They  may  confirm  his  habit:!,  rivet  fiist 
His  folly,  but  to  spoil  him  is  a  task. 
That  bids  defiance  to  th*  unit<»d  powers 
Of  fashion,  dissipation,  taverns,  stews. 
Now  blame  we  most  the  nurslings  or  the  nurse  ? 
The  children  crook'd,  and  twisted,  and  defbrmM, 
Through  want  of  care  ;  or  her,  whose  winking  eye 
And  slnmb^ring  oscitaucy  mars  the  brood  ? 
The  nurse  no  doubt      Regardless  of  her  charge, 
She  needs  herself  correction ;  needs  to  learn. 
That  it  is  dangVous  sporting  with  the  world, 
With  things  so  sacred  as  a  nation's  trust, 
The  nurture  of  her  youth,  her  dearest  pledge. 
All  are  not  such.     I  had  a  brother  once— 
Peace  to  the  mem'ry  of  a  man  of  worth, 
A  man  of  letters,  and  of  manners  too ! 
Of  manners  sweet  as^Virtue  always  wears, 
When  gay  Good-nature  dresses  her  in  smiles. 
He  grac'd  a  college  *,  in  which  order  yet 
Was  sacred ;  and  was  honour'd,  lov'd,  and  wept. 
By  more  than  one,  themselves  conspicuous  there. 
Some  minds  are  tempered  happily,  andmix'd 
With  such  ingredients  of  good  i«nse,  and  taste 
Of  what  is  excellent  in  man,  they  thirst 
With  such  a  zeal  to  be  what  they  approve, 
That  no  restraints  can  circumscribe  tbem-  more 
Than  they  themselves  by  choice,  for  wisdom's  sake. 
Nor  can  example  hurt  tbem  :  what  they  see 
Of  vice  in  others  but  enhancing  more 
The  charms  of  virtue  hn  their  juft  esteem. 
If  such  escape  contagion,  and  emerge 
Pure  from  so  foul  a  pool  to  shine  abroad,  i 

And  give  the  world  their  talents  and  themselves. 
Small  thanks  to  those,  whose  negligence  or  sloth  . 
Exposed  their  inexperience  to  the  snare, 
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See  then  the  quivar  brokeo  and  decayH!, 
In  which  are  kept  our  arrow* !  Rustiag  t 
In  wild  disorder,  and  unfit  for  use. 
What  wonder,  if,  discharged  into  the  world. 
They  shame  their  shooters  with  a  random  fti^it. 
Their  points  obtuse,  and  featbefs  drank  with  wine'!' 
Well  may  the  chmt;h  wage  onsuccessfol  war 
With  such  aitiirry  arro'd.     Vice  parries  wide 
Th'  undreaded  voiley  with  a  sword  of  straw. 
And  stands  an  impudent  and  fearless  mark. 

Have  we  not  trackM  the  felon  home,  and  fbond 
His  birthplace  and  his  dam  ?  The  country  raoam^ 
Mourns  because  ev^ry  plague,  that  can  iriifest 
Society,  and  that  saps  and  worms  the  base 
Of  th'  edifice,  that  piolicy  has  raisM, 
Swarms  in  all  qnartevs ;  meets  the  eye,  the  ear. 
And  suffocates  the  breath  at  every  turn. 
Profusion  breeds  them ;  and  the  cause  itself 
Of  that  calamitous  mischief  has  been  Iband : 
Found  too  where  roost  offensive,  'm  the  s^rts 
Of  the  rob'd  pedagogue  !  Else  let  tb'arraign'd 
Stand  up  unconscious,  and  refute  the  charge. 
%}  when  the  Jewish  leader  stretch'd  his  aroi. 
And  wav'd  his  rod  divine,  a  race  obscene, 
Spawn'd  in  the  muddy  beds  of  Nile,  cameiurth. 
Polluting  Kgypt :  gardens,  fields,  and  plains. 
Were  covefd  with  tlie  pest ;  the  streets  were  fill'd  ; 
The  croaking  nuisaitce  lurk'd  in  ev^  nook  ; 
Nor  palaces,  nor  even  chambers,  scap'd  ; 
And  the  land  stank — so  num*rous  was  the  fiy. 


*    THE  TASK- 
BOOK  III. 
THE  garde:^. 

ARGUMENT  OF  THE  THtBD  VOOC 

Self-recollection  and  reprood — Address  to  < 

happiness. — Some  aopount  of  myseIf.«-The  va- 
nity of  many  of  their  pursuits,  who  are  reputed 
wise.—- Justification  of  my  censures.— Divine  it- 
himination  necessary  to  the  most  expert  philoso- 
pher.— The  questi<m.  What  is  truth  ^  anawmed 
by  other  questions, — Domestic  happiness  ad- 
dressed again. — Few  lovers  of  the  country. — My 
tame  bare. — Occupations  of  a  retired  gentleman 
in  his  garden.  —  Pruning.  —  Framing.  —  Gieea- 
house. — Sowing  of  flower  seeds. — Tlie  coivitiy 
preferable  to  the  town  even  in  the  winter.— 
Reasons  wbv  it  is  deserted  at  that  season.— 
Ruinous  effects  of  gaming,  and  ef  expensive 
iniprovemeat— Book  concludes  with  an  apos- 
trophe to  the  metropolis. 


As  one,  who  long  in  Uiickets  and 

Bntengled  winds  now  this  way  and  now  that  * 

His  devious  course  uncertain,  eeehing  home; 

Or,  having  long  in  miry  wajrs  been  foiPd 

And  sore  disooinfited,  from  slough  to  skMSgb 

Plunging  and  haK  despairing  of  escape ; 

If  chance  at  iengthr  he  find  a  greensward  uneotb 

And  faithful  to  the  foot,  his  spirits  risc^ 

He  cherops  brisk  his  ear* erecting  steed, 

And  winds  his  way  with  pleasure  and  with  aaae; 

So  I,  designing  other  themes^  and  calFd 


Have  rambled  wide.    In  country,  city,  seat 
Of  academic  fiune  (however  descnVd), 
lioug  held,  and  soarcely  ditengag'd  at  last. 
But  now  with  pleasant  pace  a  cleanlier  road 
I  mean  to  tread.     I  feel  mjrtelf  at  large. 
Courageous,  and  refreshed  for  future  toil, 
If  toil  await  me,  or  if  dangers  new. 

Siooe  pulpits  fail,  aud  sounding  boards  reflect 
Meet  pait  an  empty  ineffectual  sound. 
What  chance  that  I,  to  £une  so  little  known. 
Nor  coBTersant  with  men  or  manuers  much. 
Should  speak  to  purpose,  or  with  better  hope 
Oack  the  satiric  thong  ?  Twera  wiser  far 
For  me,  enamoured  of  sequestered  scenes. 
And  charm'd  with  rural  beauty,  to  repose, 
,   Where  chance  may  throw  me,  beneaUi  elm  or  vine, 
My, languid  limbs,  when  summer  sears  the  plains; 
Or,  when  rough  winter  rages,  on  the  soft 
And  shelter'd  S061,  while  the  nitrous  air 
Feeds  a  blue  flame*  and  makes  a  cheerful  hearth ; 
There,  undistufb'd  by  Folly,  and  apprised 
How  great  the  danger  of  disturbing  her. 
To  muse  in  silence,  or  at  least  coniSne 
Remarks,  that  gall  so  many,  to  the  few 
My  partners  in  retroat    Disgust  concealed 
Is  ofttimes  proof  of  wisdom,  when  the  fault 
Is  obstinate,  and  cure  beyond  our  reach. 

Domestic  Happmess,  thou  only  bliss 
Of  Paradise,  that  hast  survived  the  fiaU  ! 
TboQgh  few  now  taste  thee  unimpaired  and  pure, 
Or  tasting  long  enjoy  thee  !  too  infirm. 
Or  too  incautious,  to  preserve  thy  sweets 
Unmixed  with  drops  of  bitter,  which  neglect 
Or  temper  sheds  into  thy  crystal  cup ; 
Thou  art  the  nurse  of  Virtue,  in  thine  arms 
She  smiles,  appearing,  as  in  truth  she  is, 
Heav'n-bom,  and  destined  to  the  skies  again. 
Thou  art  not  known  where  Pleasure  is  ador*d. 
That  reeling  goddess  with  the  zoneless  waist 
And  wandVing  eyes,  still  leaning  on  the  arm 
Of  Novelty,  her  flckle,  frail  support ; 
For  thou  art  meek  and  constant,  hating  change. 
And  finding  in  the  calm  of  truth-tried  love 
Jojrs,  that  her  stormy  raptures  never  yield. 
Forsaking  thee,  what  shipwreck  have  we  made 
Of  honour,  dignity,  and  fair  renown! 
Till  prostitution  elbows  us  aside 
In  all  our  crowded  streets ;  and  senates  8e«m 
Convened  for  purposes  of  empire  less. 
Than  to  release  th*  adultress  from  her  bond. 
Th'  adultress  \  what  a  theme  for  angry  verse  ! 
What  provocation  to  th'  indignant  heart, 
That  fSeels  for  injured  love  !   but  I  disdain 
The  nauseous  task,  to  paint  her  as  she  is, 
Cruel,  abandoned,  glorybg  in  her  shame ! 
Ko  :— >let  her  pass,  and,  chariotted  along 
In  guilty  splendour,  shake  the  public  ways ; 
The  frequency  of  crimes  has  washM  them  white. 
And  verse  of  mine  shall  never  brand  the  wretch. 
Whom  matrons  now  of  character  unsmirch*d. 
And  chaste  theistselves,  are  not  ashamM  to  own. 
Virtoe  and  vice  had  Ixmderies  in.old  time, 
Not  to  be  passed :  and  she,  that  had  renounced 
Her  sex's  hoooor,  was  renoonc'd  herself 
By  all  that  pric'd  it;  not  for  pnid'ry's  sake. 
But  dignity's,  resentful  of  the  wrong. 
TWas  nard  perhaps  00  bars  and  thAn  a  waif. 


And  taught  th'  unblemi*h*d  to  preserve  w: 
That  purity,  whose  loss  was  loss  of  all. 
Men  too  were  nice  in  honour  in  those  day 
And  judged  offenders  well.     Then  he  thai 
And  pocketted  a  prize  by  fraud  obtaia'd. 
Was  marked  and  shunn'd  as  odious.     He 
His  country,  or  was  slack  when  she  requii 
His  ev*ry  nerve  in  action  and  at  stretch, 
Paid  with  the  blood,  that  he  had  basely  s] 
The  price  of  his  default.     But  now — yes. 
We  are  become  so  candid  and  so  fair. 
So  liberal  in  construction,  and  so  rich 
In  christian  charity,  (good  natur'd  age  !) 
That  they  are  safe,  sinners  of  either  sex, 
Transgress  what  laws  they  may.  Well  dr 
Well  equipag^d,  b  ticket  good  enough. 
To  pass  us  readily  through  ev'ry  door. 
Hypocrisy,  detest  her  as  we  may, 
(And  no  man^s  hatred  ever  wrong'd  her  y 
May  claim  this  merit  still — that  she  adm 
The  worth  of  what  she  mimics  with  such  < 
And  ^us  gives  virtue  indirect  applause  ; 
But  she  has  burnt  her  mask  not  needed  h< 
Where  vice  has  such  allowance,  that  her 
And  specious  sethblaoces  have  lost  their  i 
I  was  a  stricken  deer,  that  left  the  herd 
Long  since.    With  many  an  arrow  deep  i 
My  panting  side  was  cbarg'd,  when  I  witl 
To  seek  a  tranquil  death  in  distant  shades 
Ther6  was  I  found  by  one,  who  had  hims< 
Been  hnit  by  th'  archers.     In  his  side  he 
And  in  his  hands  and  feet,  the  cruel  scars 
With  gentle  force  soliciting  the  darts, 
He  drew  them  forth,  and  heal'd,  and  bad 
Since  then,  with  few  associates,  in  remote 
And  silent  woods  1  wander,  far  from  those 
My  former  partners  of  the  peopled  scene  j 
With  few  associates,  and  not  wishing  mon 
Here  muoh  I  ruminate,  as  much  1  may. 
With  other  views  of  men  and  manners  no 
Than  once,  and  others  of  a  life  to  come. 
I  see  that  all  are  wand'rers,  gone  astray 
Each  in  his  own  delusions  ;  they  are  lost 
In  chase  of  fancied  happiness,  still  woo'd 
And  never  won.     Dream  after  dream  ens 
And  still  they  dream,  that  they  shall  still 
And  still  are  disappointed.     Rings  the  wc 
With  the  vain  stir.     I  sum  up  half  manki 
And  add  two  thirds  of  the  remaining  half, 
And  find  the  total  of  their  hopes  and  fears 
Dreams,  empty  dreams.    The  million  fit 
As  if  created  only  like  the  fly. 
That  spreads  his  motley  wings  in  th'  eye  < 
To  sport  their  season,  and  be  seen  no  mor 
The  rest  are  sober  dreamers,  grave  and  w 
And  pregnant  with  discov'ries  new  and  rai 
Some  write  a  narrative  of  wars,.^nd  feats 
Of  heroes  little  kpown ;  and  call  the  rant 
A  history :  describe  the  man,  of  whom 
His  own  coevals  took  but  little  note, 
And  paints  his  person,  character,  and  vie* 
As  they  had  known  him  from  his  molheres 
They  disentangle  from  the  puzzled  skein, 
In  which  obscurity  has  wrappM  them  up. 
The  threads  of  politic  and  shrewd  design. 
That  ran  through  aU  his  purposes,  and  ch 
His  mind  with  meambgs  that  he  never  ha 
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Or,  haviug,  k<*pt  conceal *d.     Some  drill  and  bore 
Tbe  solUl  earth,  ami  from  the  strata  there 
Kxtract  a  register,  by  which  we  learn. 
That  he  who  made  it,  and  reveal'd  it's  date 
To  Moses,  was  mistaken  in  it's  a?^e. 
Some,  more  acute,  and  more  industrioas  still. 
Contrive  creation ;  travel  nature  up 
To  the  sharp  peak  of  her  sublimest  height,         ^ 
And  tell  us  whence  the  stars ;  why  some  are  fix'd, 
And  planetary  some ;  what  gave  them  first 
Rotation,  ftvm  what  fountain  fiow'd  their  light 
Great  contest  follows,  and  much  learned  dust 
Involves  the  combatants ;  each  claiming  truth. 
And  truth  disclaiming  both.     And  thus  they  spend 
Tbe  little  wick  of  life's  poor  shallow  lamp 
In  playing  tricks  with  nature,  giving  laws 
To  distant  worlds,  and  triBing  in  their  own. 
Is't  not  a  pity  now,  that  tickling  rheums 
Should  ever  tease  tbe  lungs,  and  blear  the  sight 
Of  oracles  like  these  ?  Great  pity  too. 
That  having  wielded  th'  elements,  and  built    ' 
A  thousand  systems,  each  in  his  own  way, 
They  should  go  out  in  fume,  and  be  forgot  ? 
Ah !  what  is  life  tlius  spent  ?  and  what  are  they 
But  frantic,  who  thus  spend  it  ?  all  for  smoke- 
Eternity  for  bubbles  proves  at  last 
A  senseles  bargain.    When  I  see  such  games 
Play*d  by  the  creatures  of  a  pow'r,  who  swears 
That  he  will  judge  the  Earth,  and  call  the  fool 
To  a  sharp  reck'ning,  that  has  liv'd  in  vain; 
And  when  I  weigh  this  seeming  wisdom  well. 
And  prove  it  in  th'  infallible  result 
So  hollow  and  so  folte — I  feel  my  heart 
Dissolve  in  pity,  and  account  the  leam|dy 
If  this  be  learning,  most  of  all  deceiv'd. 
Great  crimes  alarm  the  conscience,  but  It  sleeps, 
While  thoughtful  man  is  plausibly  amus'd. 
Defend  me  therefore  common  sense,  say  I, 
Erom  leveries  so  airy,  from  the  toil  , 

Of  dropping  buckets  into  empty  welU, 
And  growing  old  in  drawing  nothing  up  I 

"  Twere  well,"  says  one  sage  erudite,  profound, 
Terribly  arch'd,  and  aquiline  bis  nose, 
And  overbuilt  with  most  impending  brows, 
•*  Twere  well,  cwild  you  permit  tbe  World  to  live 
As  th$  World  pleases :  what 's  the  World  to  you !" 
Much.    I  was  born  of  woman,  and  drew  milk 
As  sweet  as  charity  from  human  breasts.  , 

I  -thiak,  articulate,  I  laugh  and  weep. 
And  exercise  all  functions  of  a  man. 
How  then  should  I  and  any  man  that  live 
Be  strangers  to  each  other  ?  Pierce  ray  vein, 
Take  of  the  crimson  stream  meand'ring  there. 
And  catechise  it  well;  apply  thy  glass. 
Search  it,  and  prove  now  if  it  be  not  blood 
Congenial  with  thine  own :  and,  if  it  be. 
What  edge  of  subtlety  canst  thou  i^uppose 
Keen  enough,  wise  and  skilful  as  thou  art. 
To  cut  the  link  of  brotherhood,  by  which 
One  common  Maker  bound  me  to  the  kind  ? 
True ;  1  am  DO  proficient,  1  confess. 
In  arts  like  yours.     I  cannot  call  the  swift 
And  perilous  lightnings  from  the  angry  clouds. 
And  bid  them  hide  themselves  in  earth  beneath  ; 
I  cannot  analyse  the  air,  nor  catch 
The  parallax  of  yonder  lum'nous  point. 
That  seems  half  quench'd  in  tbe  immense  abyis : 
Such  pow'rs  I  boast  not — nei^%er  can  I  rest 
A  silent  witness  of  tbe  headlong  rsge. 
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Or  heedless  folly,  %  which  iboufiindf  &, 
Bone  of  my  bone,  and  Vindred  sotds  to  mine. 

God  never  meant,  that  man  should  scale  ffU 
Heav'ns 
By  strides  of  human  wisdom,  in  his  works. 
Though  wondrous :  be  commanda  ns  in  bis  «0i# 
To  seek  him  rather,  where  his  mercy  shines^ 
The  mind  indeed,  eoHghteu'd  from  above. 
Views  him  in  all ;  ascribes  to  the  grand  cansc 
The  grand  effect;  acknowledges  with  joy 
His  manner,  and  with  rapture  tastes  his  styk. 
But  never  yet  did  philosophic  tube. 
That  brings  the  planets  home  into  the  eye 
Of  Observation,  and  discovers,  else 
Not  visible,  his  family  of  worlds. 
Discover  him,  that  rules  them ;  such  a  Tell  ^ 

Hangs  over  mortal  eyes,  blind  from  the  birth. 
And  dark  in  tbnigs  divine.     Full  often  too 
Our  wayward  intellect,  the  more  we  learn 
Of  nature,  overlooks  her  author  more; 
From  imtrumental  causes  proud  to  draw 
Conclusions  retrograde,  and  mad  mistake. 
But  if  his  word  once  teach  us,  shoot «  »▼ 
Through  all  the  heart's  ^ark  chambers,  and  reveal 
Truths  undtscem'd  but  by  that  holy  light. 
Then  all  is  plain.    Philosophy,  haptiz'd 
In  the  pure  fountain  of  eternal  love. 
Has  eyes  indeed ;  and  viewing  all  she  sees 
As  meant  to  hodicate  a  God  to  man. 
Gives  him  his  praise,  and  forfeits  not  her  owil. 
'Learning  has  borne  such  fruit  in  otlier  days 
On  all  her  branches :  piety  has  found 
Friends  in  the  friends  of  acience,  and  thae  prty 'r 
Has  flow'd  from  lips  wet  with  Gastalian  dews. 
Such  was  thy  wisdom,  Newton,  childlike  sage  ! 
Sagacious  reader  of  tbe  works  of  God, 
And  in  his  word  sagacious.    Such  teo  thioe^ 
Milton,  whose  genius  bad  angelic  wings. 
And  fed  on  manna  !  And  such  thine,  in  whom 
Our  British  Themis  gloried  with  just  cause. 
Immortal  Hale !  for  deep  discernment  prais'dy 
And  sound  idtsgrity,  not  more  than  fam'd 
For  sanctity  of  manners  undefiPd. 

AH  fldsh  is  grass,  and  all  it's  glory  fades 
Like  the  fair  flow'r  disheveli'd  in  the  irind  ; 
Riches  have  wings,  and  grandeur  b  a  dream. 
The  noan  we  celebrate  must  find  a  tomb. 
And  we  that  worship  him  ig^noble  graves. 
Nothing  is  proof  against  the  gen'ral  curse 
Of  vanity,  that  seizes  all  below. 
The  only  amaranthine  flbwhr  on  Earth 
Is  virtue ;  th'  only  lasting  treasure,  truth. 
But  what  is  truth  ?  'Twas  Pilate's  question  pot 
To  Truth  itself,  thatdeign'd  him  no  reply. 
And  wberefbre  ?  will  not  God  impart  his  light 
To  them  that  ask  it  ? — ^Freely— ^tis  his  joy. 
His  glory,  and  his  nature  to  impart. 
But  to  the  proud,  unoandid,  insincere. 
Or  negligeiit  inquirer,  not  a  spark. 
What's  that,  which  brings  contempt  upon  a  bock^ 
And  him  who  writes  it,  though  tbe  style  be  neat. 
The  method  clear,  and  argument  exact  i 
That  makes  a  minister  in  holy  things 
The  joy  of  many,  and  the  dread  of  more. 
His  name  a  theme  for  praise  and  for  reproadi  ?•-« 
That,  while  it  gives  us  worth  in  God's  account, 
Depr^iates  and  undoes  us  in  our  own  ? 
^^at  pearl  is  it,  that  rich  men  cannot  bny. 
That  learning  is  too  proud  to  gather  up  ; 
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But  whfeli  ttic  poor,  utiil  Lh(i  deiptsM  of  all» 
^ck  and  6bUin,  ai»rl  ofteti  Hnd  onsqiistit  ? 
TcH  roe — and  1  will  lei  I  thee  iwhat  isUutbi 

O  fri'-iKtly  lo  Ihp  best  purais lis  iif  matif 
Fri^nJIy  to  thought,  lo  virtue,  mnd  to  peice. 
Domestic  life  in  rural  pleafiure  pasijM  * 
Pew  ktitiw  111 7  value,  ami  few  taste  thy  swetiU ; 
Thmigb  many  boast  Iby  favoar9«  and  affect 
To  understjind  and  ehuose  tUce  fur  rheir  own* 
But  foolish  man  foregrocii  hh  prPpor  hU»*, 
Ev'n  as  his  iir*t  prOfcnitor^  and  quiU, 
Thouffh  plac'd  iu  Paradise,  (fen  Earth  hai  still 
Some  traces  of  her  yoothial  brattty  lef^ 
Substantial  bappioeia  for  traosienl  joy, 
Soeiio*  form'd  for  contemplation,  and  to  nurse 
The  fjrowitjg:  Boodi  of  wifdtmi ;  thsit  suggest. 
By  cvVy  plcising^  imag^  they  present^ 
Kt^jlection*  %iioh  af  meliorate  the  heart, 
Compofce  the  pA^tiiorna,  and  exalt  the  mind ; 
Scenes  such  a*  thtoe^  'tii  his  supreme  delight 
To  liU  with  rint,  ami  defile  with  blooth 
Should  s<>me  eoutagioTi,  kind  to  the  poor  brtites 
We  |»crsccutej  a  nn  hi  late  the  tribes^ 
That  draw  (he  sport^tman  oirer  bill  and  dale 
Feark*^  aud  rapt  away  from  all  hb  carca ; 
Should  nei?er  |rame-fbwl  hatch  bereip^  agfain^ 
Nor  baited  hook  d empire  the  fish*s  eye  i 
Djuld  piiccantry  and  ilance,  and  fran  ami  sotig, 
Be  fjucllM  in  at]  ouf  siimmor-montb**  retreats; 
How  many  eelf-deludt<l  rytnphu  ami  auain^, 
Who  dream  they  liave  a  taste  for  fields  and  gmves, 
Would  Bud  them  hideous  utirs^ries  of  the  nplecn^ 
And  crowd  the  roads,  impatirnt  for  the  town  ! 
They  lore  the  country,  aud  none  else,  who  si^ek 
For  tbeir  own  sake  tVfy  silenec,  and  it'ti  shade. 
Dfdigbts  which  wbo  would  leaTo,  tliat  has  a  Ireart 
Su?c*"ptiible  of  pity,  or  a  mfod 
Cultured  and  capable  of  sober  thotiecbt« 
For  all  the  favaite  din  of  the  swift  pnek, 
And  clamours  of  the  fi«bl } — Dctasted  «port, 
Tbat  owes  it's  pleasure?  to  another^s  pai  n  ; 
That  feeds  upon  the  wbs  anii  dying  shrieks 
Of  harmless  natore,  dumb  but  yet  enduod 
With  elofiuence,  tlmt  lagooies  inspire, 
Of  silent  tears  and  heart -distcndifts  *iph3  ? 
Vain  tean,  alas,  and  f^ghs  that  never  6r:d 
A  correspooilrn^  tone  in  jovial  souls ! 
Well — one  at  least  is  li^fe.     One  sbeltcr'd  bare 
Has  Dtrcr  hfrard  the  san^uiuary  yell 
Of  crud  man,  *Ttii!ting  in  her  woes- 
Innocent  partner  of  my  priicefuJ  home, 
Wliom  tPu  lon^  yenrs*  experienceof  my  care 
Has  made  at  la^t  familini' ;  she  has  bst 
Much  of  her  Tigitani  instinct  ire  dread. 
Not  needful  tiere,  beneath  a  roof  like  niitie. 
Yes — thou  mayn't  eat  thy  bread,  and  lick  the  hand 
That  feed*  thee ;  thou  iriapt  frolic  on  the  floor 
At  eT^ningr,  and  at  ni]|!^it  retire  secure 
To  thy  frtraw  couch,  and  stuml»er  UTtalarm^d  ; 
For  t  have  gnin^d  thy  confidence,  bare  pledged 
AU  tbiit  is  bnmaa  in  me,  to  prtitect 
Thine  umuk-ppcting  gnttitmle  and  kwe. 
If  1  survive  thee,  I  will  di§f  thy  grave ; 
And,  when  I  place  thee  in  it,  sig:bTng'  say, 
I  knew  at  teast  one  hare  that  had  a  frfend  ^# 

How  varioui  hit  employment*,  whom  the  world 
Calls  idle;  and  who  justly  iu  relaru 

1  ^e  tb«  nota  at  the  end  of  tbit  po^. 


F-'?teemi  that  busy  world  an  kller  tool 

Fiiefid^,  buAki)  ti  farden,  nod  perhaps  his  pen, 

Deligbtfid  induiiryenjo^''d  at  bome. 

And  Nature  in  bejr  cultiTated  trim 

UressM  to  his  taste,  mvitiug  him  abroad— 

Cat!  he  want  oceupation,  who  has  these  ? 

Will  he  be  idle,  who  ba*  miieh  t*  enjoy  ? 

Me  therefore  Studious  of  lAtnirions  eate, 

Not  slothful,  happy  to  deceive  the  lime. 

Not  wfLste  it,  and  aware  that  human  hfe 

Is  but  a  loan  to  be  repaid  with  use, 

When  He  shall  call  hi f  delitora  to  aeeoimt, 

FiYJin  whom  are  all  our  blc3Sirtg«,  business  findf 

Ev*n  hcr<r :  while  sedulous  I  seek  t'  impmve. 

At  Iea!<it  rtegleet  not,  or  leave  unomploy'd, 

The  mind  he  gave  me  ;  driving  *t,  thousb  ilack 

Too  oR,  and  much  impctled  in  itHifOrk 

By  causes  not  to  be  difulgVl  in  vain, 

To  if » just  poTut— the  service  of  mankrmP* 

He,  that  at tc fids  to  hw  interior  sdf, 

That  has  a  begirt,  and  keeps  it ;  h»i»  a  mind 

That  hungTsrs,  and  supiilies  il ;  and  who  seell 

A  social,  not  a  dis-ftipBted  life, 

Has  business  ;  feels  himself  en|rag'd  t'  af?h]eTe 

No  unimptirlant,  thoui^b  a  eJlent,  ta»k< 

A  li^  all  torbideuce  nixl  noite  may  teem 

To  him  that  leads  it;  wi^te,  and  to  he  prsfi^d  ; 

Btit  wifidom  is  a  pearl  wjtb  moat  sueirc« 

Sought  in  still  water,  and  lien^atb  elear  ikiii. 

He  that  is  ever  occupied  in  fttorm*. 

Of  diTes  not  for  it,  or  hriogs  ttp  instead, 

Vainly  industrious,  a  disgraceful  prize. 

This  momiog  finds  the  self-sequeiter*d  man 
Fresh  for  hi*  Uik|  intend  what  ta^k  he  may. 
Whether  inclement  seasons  lerommetid 
His  warm  but  simpff  home,  where  he  enjoy* 
Witii  her,  who  ihare?  his  pjcasure*  and  his  heart, 
f  weet  converse,  stippit^j;  ealm  the  fraprant  lymph^ 
Which  neatly  she  prepares  j  then  to  hia  book 
Well  chosen^  and  not  sulJenly  p^-mVd 
In  sciQsh  silence,  but  impart^  oft. 
As  ought  occurs,  tMt  lihe  may  smiTe  to  betfj 
Or  turn  to  nottri^hnient,  digestetl  welL 
Or  if  the  ^rdcpi  with  it*s  many  cares, 
All  well  nipaid,  demand  hmi,  he  attends 
The  welcome  call,  confcioijs  how  much  the  band 
Of  luhbard  Labour  needs  his  Wiitetifiil  eye^ 
Oft  loitering  lazily,  if  not  o^er^een, 
Or  misapplying  his  tm^kilfiil  sfrpngtb. 
Nor  does  he  gorem  only  or  direct. 
But  mutih  performs  himself.    No  works  rtvctoedj 
That  ask  rifoust,  to  ugh  (sinews,  bred  to  toil. 
Servile  employ ;  but  aueh  as  may  amuse, 
Not  tire,  dematidingrJifierikill  than  force* 
Proud  of  bis  wetU spread  wallx,  he  views  his  trees, 
That  meet,  no  barren  iniemil  between, 
With  pleasurr;  more  th«n  ev*!j  their  fruits  afl'ofd ; 
Which,  ?avc  himself  who  trains  them ,  tiorTe  can  fbci 
These  therefore  arc  bia  o^vn  peculiar  charge  j 
No  meaner  hand  may  di^CTpltne  the  shoots, 
None  but  bis  steel  approach  them*     ^VTjat  if  welkp 
Distempered,  or  has  bst  prolHic  pow'rs, 
Impaired  by  age,  Ms  unrelenting  hand 
Dooms  to  the  knife  :  nor  doc^  be  spare  the  4oft 
And  sui:culcnt,  that  feeds  it's  giant  j^n^owth, 
But  barreo,  at  th'  expense  of  neighboring  twigi 
Le^s  ostcntitious,  arid  yet  studded  thick 
With  hopeful  gems.    TTie  rest,  lao  portiftn  left 
I  That  may  disgrace  hu  art,  or^bappdBt 
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Large  expectation,  be  disposes  neat 
At  meaiar'd  distances,  that  air  and  son, 
Admitted  freeljr  may  afibrd  their  aid. 
And  ventilate  and  warm  the  swelling  buds. 
Hence  Summer  has  her  riches,  Autumn  hence. 
And  hence  ev*n  Winter  fills  his  wlther'd  band 
With  blushing  fruits,  and  plenty  not  bis  own  s. 
Fair  recompense  of  labour  well  bestow'd. 
And  wise  precaution ;  which  a  clime  so  rude 
Makes  needfol  still,  whose  Spring  is  but  the  child 
Of  churlish  Winter,  in  her  froward  moods 
Discov*ring  much  the  temper  of  her  sire. 
For  oft,  as  if  m  her  the  stream  of  mild 
Maternal  nature  bad  reversM  it's  course, 
She  brings  her  infants  forth  with  many  smiles; 
But  once  delivered  kills  them  with  a  f^n. 
He  therefore  timely  wam'd  hiinself  supplies 
Her  want  of  care,  screening  and  keeping  warm 
T^e  plenteous  bloom,  that  no  rough  blast  may  sweep 
His  garlands  fiom  the  boughs.     Again,  as  oft 
As  the  Son  peeps  and  Temal  airs  breathe  mild. 
The  fence  withdrawn,  he  gives  them  evHy  beam, 
And  spreads  his  hopes  before  the  blaze  of  day. 

To  raise  the  pnckly  and  green-coated  gourd. 
So  grateftil  to  the  palate,  and  when  rare 
So  coveted,  ebe  base  and  disesteem'd — 
Food  for  the  vulgar  merely — is  an  art 
That  toiling  ages  have  but  just  matured. 
And  at  this  moment  unassay'd  in  song. 
Yet  gnats  have  had,  and  frogs  and^ce,  long  since. 
Their  eulogy  $  those  sang  the  Mantuan  hard. 
And  these  the  Grecian,  in  ennobling  strains ; 
And  in  thy  numbers,  Phillips,  shines  for  aye 
The  solitary  shilling.    Pardon  then. 
Ye  sage  dispensers  of  poetic  fame, 
Th*  ambition  of  one  meaner  far,  whose  powers 
Presuming  an  attempt  not  less  sublime, 
Pant  for  the  praise  of  dressing  to  the  taste 
Of  critic  appetite,  no  sordid  hire, 
A  encumber,  while  costly  ytt  and  scarce. 

The  stable  yields  a  stercoraceous  heap. 
Impregnated  with  quick  formenting  salts. 
And  potent  to  resist  the  freezing  blast : 
For,  ere  the  beech  and  elm  hava  cast  their  leaf 
Deciduous,  when  now  November  dark 
Checks  vegetatioo  in  the  torpid  plant 
£xpG|s*d  to  his  cold  breath,  the  task  begins. 
Warily  therefore,  and  with  prudent  b(«d, 
fie  seeks  a  favour^  spot;  that  where  he  builds 
Th'  agglomerated  pUe  his  frame  may  front 
The  Sun's  meridian  dittk,  and  at  the  back 
Eoioj  close  shelter,  wall,  or  reeds,  or  hedge 
ImpervioQS  to  the  wind.     First  he  bids  spread 
Dry  fern  ur  litter'd  hay,  that  may  imbibe 
Th'  ascendmg  damps ;  then  leisurely  impose, 
And  U^tly,  shaking  it  with  agile  band 
From  the  full  fork,  the  saturated  straw. 
What  longest  binds  the  closest  iiMms  secure 
The  shapely  side,  that  as  it  rises  takes. 
By  just  degrees,  an  overhanging  breadth, 
Sbelt'ring  the  base  with  ifs  projected  eaves; 
Th'  uplifted  frame  compact  at  ev'ry  joint. 
And  Ofverlaid  with  clear  translucent  glass, 
He  settles  next  upon  the  sJopinsr  mount. 
Whose  sharp  declivity  shoots  off  secure 
From  the  dash'd  pane  the  deluge  as  it  foils. 
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He  shuts  it  dose,  and  the  first  labour  ends. 
Thrice  must  the  voluble  and  restless  Earth 
Spin  round  upon  her  axle,  ere  the  warmtby 
Slow  gath'ring  in  the  midst,  through  the  square 


Diffus'd,  attain  the  surface :  when,  behold  ! 

A  pestilent  and  most  corrosive  steam, 

like  a  gross  fog  Boeotian,  rising  fast. 

And  fost  condens'd  upon  the  dewy  sash. 

Asks  egress ;  which  obtain'd,  the  overcbarg'd 

And  dreoch'd  conservatory  breathes  abroad* 

In  volumes  wheeling  slow,  the  vapour  dank  ; 

And,  purified,  rejoices  to  have  lost 

It's  foul  inhabitant.     But  to  assuage 

Th'  impatient  fervour,  which  it  first  concervet 

Within  it's  reeking  bosom,  tbreat'ning  death 

To  his  young  hopes,  requires  discreet  delay. 

Experience,  slow  preceptress,  teaching  oft 

The  way  to  glory  by  miscarriage  foul. 

Must  prompt  him,  and  admon'ish  how  to  catch 

Th'  auspicious  moment,  when  the  tempered  heat. 

Friendly  to  vital  motion,  may  affi>rd 

Soft  fomentation,  and  invite  the  seed. 

The  seed,  selected  wisely,  plump,  and  smooth. 

And  glossy,  he  commits  to  pots  of  size 

Diminutive,  well  fill'd  with  well  prepar'd 

And  fruitful  soil,  that  has  been  treasur'd  long. 

And  drank  no  moisture  from  the  dripping  ctoudk 

Hirse  on  the  warm  and  genial  earth,  that  hides 

The  smoaking  manure,  and  o'erspr^kds  it  all. 

He  places  lightly,  and,  as  time  subdues 

Tlie  rage  of  fermentation^  plunges  deep 

In  the  soft  medium,  till  they  stand  immers'd. 

Then  rise  the  tender  germes,  upstarting  quicks 

And  spreading  wide  their  spongy  lobes ;  at  first 

Pale,  wan,  and  livid ;  but  assuming  soon» 

If  fann'd  by  balmy  and  nutritions  air, 

Strain'd  through  the  friendly  mats,  a  vivid  greeo. 

IVo  leaves  produc'd,  two  rough  iiidented  l^ves. 

Cautious  he  pinches  from  the  second  stalk 

A  pimple,  that  portends  a  future  sprout. 

And  interdicts  it's  growth.  Thence  straight  succeed 

The  branches,  sturdy  to  his  utmost  wish  ; 

Prolific  all,  and  harbingers  of  more. 

The  crowded  roots  demand  enlargement  now. 

And  transplantation  in  an  ampler  space. 

Indulged  in  what  they  wish,  they  soon  supply 

Large  foliage,  overshad'wiog  golden  flow'rs, 

Bfown  on  the  summit  of  th'  apparent  firuit. 

These  have  their  sexes  !  and,  when  summer  sfainei^ 

The  bee  transports  the  fertilizing  meal 

From  flowV  to  fiow'r,  and  ev'n  Uie  bresithing  air 

WaftH  the  rich  prize  to  it's  appointed  use. 

Not  so  wh(  n  winter  scowls.     Assistant  Art 

Then  acts  in  Nature's  office,  brings  to  pass 

The  glad  espousals,  and  ensures  the  crop. 

Grudge  not,  ye  rich,  (since  Luxury  must  hav9 
His  dainties,  and  the  World's  more  num'rous  half 
Lives  by  contriving  delicates  for  you) 
Grudge  not  the  cost    Ye  little  know  the  cares, 
The  vigilance,  the  labour,  and  the  skill 
That  day  and  night  are  excrcii^'d,  and  hang 
Upon  the  ticklish  balance  of  suspense. 
That  ye  may  garnish  your  profuse  regales 
With  summer  fruits  brought  f  <rth  by  wmt'ry  i 
Ten  thousand  dangers  lie  in  wait  to  Uiwart 
The  process.     Heat  and  cold,  and  wind,  and  i 
Moisture  and  drought,  mice,  worms,  and  swa 
Aies, 
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Hire  disappointment,  tbat  admits  no  cnre. 
And  which  no  care  can  obriate.     It  were  \<mf^, 
Too  long,  to  tell  th*  expedienti  and  the  shifts^ 
Which  he  tbat  fights  a  season  so  severe 
I>evi&es.  while  he  guards  hb  tender  truft ; 
And  oft  at  last  hi  vain.    The  learned  and  wise 
Sarcastic  would  exclaim,  and  judge  the  song 
Cold  as  it*s  theme,  and  like  it*8  theme  the  fratt 
Of  too  much  labour,  worthless  whan  piodue'd. 

Who  loves  a  garden  loves  a  greenhouse  toob 
Uncoosctous  of  a  less  propitious  clime, 
There  blooms  exotic  beauty,  warm  and  snug. 
While  the  winds  whistle,  and  the  snows  descend. 
The  spiry  myrtle  with  unwith'ring  leaf 
Shines  there,  and  flourishes.    The  golden  boasi 
Of  Portugal  and  western  India  there. 
The  ruddier  orange,  and  the  pater  lime, 
Peep  through  their  polished  foliage  at  the  storm. 
And  seeni  to  smile  at  what  they  need  not  fear. 
TV  amomum  there  with  intermingling  flow>rs 
And  cherries  hangs  her  twigs.    Geranium  boasts 
Her  crimson  honours ;  aud  the  spangled  beau, 
Ficoides,  glitters  bright  the  winter  long. 
All  plants,  of  ev'ry  leaf,  that  can  endure 
The  wioier*s  frown,  if  screened  ftom  hisshrew'd  bite, 
Uve  there,  and  prosper.    Those  Aotonia  claims, 
Levantine  regions  these ;  th'  Azores  send 
Their  jessamine;  her  jessamine  remote 
Caffraia :  foreigners  from  many  landf . 
Tbey  form  one  social  shade,  as  if  conveif  d 
By  magic  summons  of  th*  Orphean  lyre. 
Yet  just  arrangement,  rarely  bronghtto  pass 
But  by  a  master's  hand  disposing  well 
The  gay  diversities  of  leaf  and  flow»r. 
Must  lend  it*s  aid  t'  illustrate  all  their  charms^ 
And  dress  the  regular  yet  varioQs  scene. 
Plant  behind  plant  aspiring,  in  the  ran 
The  dwarfish,  in  the  rear  retired,  but  still 
Sublime  above  the  rest,  the  statelier  stand. 
So  once  were  rangM  the  sons  of  ancient  Rome, 
A  noble  show !  while  Roscius  trod  the  sta^; 
And  so,  while  Garrick,  as  renowuM  as  he. 
The  sons  of  Albion ;  fearing  each  to  lose 
Some  note  of  Nature*s  music  from  his  lips. 
And  covetous  of  Sbakspeare's  beauty,  seen 
In  ev'ry  flash  of  his  far  beaming  eye. 
Nor  taste  alone  and  well  coiitriv'd  display 
Suffice  to  give  the  marshalFd  ranks  the  grace 
Of  their  complete  effect.     Much  yet  remains 
Unsung,  and  many  cares  are  yet  behind. 
And  more  laborious ;  cares  on  which  depends 
Their  vigour,  ihjur'd  soon,  not  soon  restor'd. 
The  soil  must  be  renew'd,  which  often  washed 
Loses  it*s  treasure  of  salubrious  salts. 
And  disappoints  the  roots ;  the  slender  root^ 
Close  interwoven,  where  they  meet  the  vase 
Must  smooth  be  shorn  away ;  the  sapless  branch 
Must  fly  before^he  knife ;  the  wither'd  leaf 
Must  be  detach'^,  and  where  it  strews  the  floor 
Swep<  with  a  woman's  neatness,  breeding  else 
Contagion,  and  disseminating  death. 
Ptscfiarge  but  these  kind  oflices,  (and  who 
Would  spare,  that  loves  them,  offices  like  these?) 
Well  they  reward  the  toil.     The  sight  is  pleas'd. 
The  scent  regal'd,  each  odorif  rous  leaf. 
Each  opening  blossom,  freely  breathes  abroad 
It'f  gratitnde,  and  thanks  him  with  tt*s  sweets. 

So  oumifold,  all  pleagiog  in  their  kind. 


Keiterated  as  the  wneel  of  tmie 

Runs  round ;  still  ending,  and  beginning  still. 

Nor  are  these  all.    To  deck  the  shapely  knoll. 

That  softly  swelPd  and  gaily  dress'd  appears 

A  flow'ry  island,  from  the  dark  green  lawn 

Emerging,  must  be  deemed  a  labcMir  due 

Tono  mean  hand,  and  asks  the  toooh  of  taste. 

Here  also  grateful  mature  of  w^-match'd 

And  sorted  hues  (each  giving  each  relief. 

And  by  contrasted  beauty  shining  more) 

Is  needful.  Strength  may  wield  the  ponderous  spado 

May  turn  the  dc^,  and  wheel  the  compost  home; 

But  elegance,  chief  grace  the  garden  shows 

And  most  attracthre,  is  the  foir  result 

Of  thought,  the  creature  of  a  pdlish'd  mind. 

Without  it  all  is  gotfaic  as  the  scene. 

To  which  th'  insipid  citizen  resorts 

Near  yonder  heath ;  where  Industry  mispent. 

But  proud  of  bis  uncouth  ill  -chosen  task. 

Has  made  a  Heav'n  on  Earth ;  with  suns  and  moons 

Of  clo8e-ranmi*d  stones  has  charged  th*  encumbered 

soil. 
And  fairly  laid  the  zodiac  in  the  dust 
He  therefore,  who  would  see  his  flow*rs  disposM 
Sightly  and  in  just  order,  ere  he  gives 
The  beds  the  trusted  treasure  of  their  seeds. 
Forecasts  the  future  whole ;  that  when  the  scent 
Shall  break  into  it*s  preconceiv'd  display. 
Each  for  itself,  and  all  as  with  one  voice 
Conspiring,  may  attest  his  bright  design. 
Nor  even  then,  dismissing  as  performed 
His  pleasant  work,  may  he  suppose  it  done. 
Few  self-supported  flow'rs  endure  the  wind 
UninjurM,  bi^t  expect  th'  upholding  akl 
Of  the  smooth-shaven  prop,  and,  neatly  tied. 
Are  wedded  thus,  like  beauty  to  old  age. 
For  interest  sake,  the  living  to  the  dead. 
Some  clothe  the  soil,  that  feeds  them,  far  diffused 
And  lowly  creeping,  modest  and  3ret  foir. 
Like  Virtue,  thriving  most  where  little  seen : 
Some  more  aspirii^;  catch  the  netgbboor  shrub 
With  clasprag  tendrils,  and  invest  his  branch, 
FJse  nnadorn'd,  with  many  a  gay  festoon 
And  fragrant  cfaaplet,  recompensing  well 
The  strength  they  borrow  with  the  grace  they  lend. 
All  hate  the  rank  society  of  weeds. 
Noisome,  and  ever  greedy  to  exhaust 
Th'  impovHish'd  earth ;  an  overbearing  race. 
That,  like  the  muhifode  made  faction-mad. 
Disturb  good  order,  and  degrade  true  worth. 

O  blest  seclusion  from  a  jarring  world. 
Which  he,  thus  occnpied,  enjoys !  Retreat 
Cannot  indeed  to  guilty  man  restore 
Lost  mnocence,  or  canieel  follies  past ; 
But  it  has  peace,  and  much  secures  the  mind 
From  all  assaults  of  evil ;  proving  still 
A  faithful  barrier,  dot  o^erleap^d  with  ease 
By  vicious  Custom,  raging  uncontroU'd 
Abroad,  and  desolating  pubHc  l«fe.  ' 
When  fierce  Temptation,  seconded  within 
By  traitor  Appetite,  and  arm'd  with  darts 
TempeiM  in  Hell,  invades  the  throbbing  breast. 
To  combat  may  be  glorious,  and  suooess 
Perhaps  may  crown  us ;  but  to  fly  is  safe. 
Had  I  the  choice  of  snbHaary  good. 
What  ooold  I  wish,  that  I  possess  not  here  } 
Health,  leisure,  means  t'  uqprove  it,  fneadihip. 
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No  loose  or  waaton,  tliocigli  a  ymoA*nag,  Mofe, 

And  constant  occupation  wilboot  care. 

Thus  blest,  I  draw  a  pi^nre  of  that  Uise  ; 

Hopeless  indead,  that  dissipated  minds. 

And  pro6tgate  abuMrs  of  a  woiU 

Created  fair  so  mnch  in  vain  for  them. 

Should  seek  the  guiltless  joys,  that  I  describe^ 

AllurHl  by  my  report :  bat  sore  no  less. 

That  self  condeom'd  they  must  neglect  the  prise. 

And  what  they  will  not  taste  most  yet  approve. 

What  we  admire  we  praise  ;  and,  when  we  praise, 

AdTanoe  it  hsto  notice,  that,  it's  worth 

Acknewledg'd,  others  may  admire  it  toa 

I  therefore  recommend,  though  at  the  ride 

Of  popular  disgpnst,  yet  boldly  still 

The  cause  af  piety,  and  sacred  truth. 

And  virtue,  and  those  scenes,  which  God  ordam'd 

Should  best  secure  them,  and  promote  them  most ; 

Scenes  that  I  lore,  and  with  regret  perceiTe 

Forsaken,  or  through  folly  nut  ei^oy*d. 

Pure  is  the  nympb>  thoogh  ItbVal  of  her  smiles, 

And  chaste,  though  anooafin*d,  whom  I  extol. 

Not  as  the  prince  in  Sbushan,  when  he  caU'd, 

Vainglorious  of  her  charms,  bis  Vaditi  forth. 

To  grace  the  full  pavilioa.    His  design 

Was  but  to  boast  his  own  peculiar  good. 

Which  all  might  view  with  envy,  none  partahe. 

My  charmer  is  not  mine  akme  ;  my  sweets. 

And  she,  that  sweetens  all  my  bitten  too. 

Nature,  enchanting  Nature,  in  whfise  fom 

And  lineaments  divine  I  trace  a  hand. 

That  errs  not,  and  find  raptmes  still  reiiew*d. 

Is  firee  to  all  men-— onivenal  prize. 

Strange  that  so  fair  aoreature  should  yet  want 

Admirers,  and  be  destined  to  divide 

With  meaner  ot:jeets  ev'n  the  few  she  finds ! 

Stripped  of  her  omamtnts,  her  leaves  and  fiaweri. 

She  loses  all  her  influence.    Cities  then 

Attract  us,  and  neglectad  Nature  innes 

Abandon^,  as  nnworthy  of  oor  love. 

But  are  not  wfaolesonm  airs,  thon^  nnperfnaiild^ 

By  roses ;  and  dear  eons,  though  scarcely  felt;"    . 

And  groves,  if  nnharmoBioiis,  yet  seeore 

From  elamoor,  and  whoae  very  silence  dwaHi ; 

To  be  prefbrr'd  to  smoke,  to  the  eelipae, 

.That  metropolitan  veloaiioet  make. 

Whose  Stygian  tbronts  breathe  jlsikami  all  day 

long; 
And  to  the  stir  of  Commerce,  driva^akwr. 
And  thundering  load,  with  his  tan  thoamndirhaels? 
They  wonld  be,  were  not  madnms  in  the  bead. 
And  folly  in  the  heart;  were  England  now. 
What  England  ites,  plain,  fao^pidible,  kind. 
And  undebauchM.    But  we  have  bid  fenwell 
To  all  the  virtues  of  thow^  belter  days» 
And  ill  their  honest pleaaores.    MansionaOaoe 
Knew  their  own  masters ;  and  labanont  hinds. 
Who  had  soviv'd  the  fiMber,  aerv*d  the  aoa. 
Now  the  legkimato  and  rigfatAil  iwd 
^  but  a  transient  guest,  newly  arriv'd. 
As  soon  to  be  supplanted.    He,tbat«aw 
His  patrimonial  timber  oast  it*s  leaf, 
Sells  the  last  soantling,  and  tsmufers  theprksn 
To  some  shrewd  sharper,  ere  i^  bods  agahi. 
Estates  are  landscapes^  gas^  opon  awhile, 
Then  advertised  and  anBtiansar*d  away. 
Theccamtrystarvesk  and  ttey,  thatfeadrtfa*  •^- 

charge 
And  foxfieited  lewd  town  with  her  faic^dMt, 


By  a  just  judgment  strip  and  stwe  tbcnkselvM. 

The  wings,  that  waft  our  ridies  out  of  sigbt. 

Grow  on  the  gamester's  elbows,  and  th'  alert 

And  nimble  notion  of  those  restless  joints. 

That  never  tire,  soon  fiins  them  all  away. 

Improvement  too,  the  idol  of  the  hge, 

Is  fed  with  many  a  victim.    Lo,  he  eomes  f 

Th'  omnipotent  magician.  Brown,  appears  I 

Down  falli  the  venerable  pile,  th'  aboide 

Oft>ur  fbrsfhtben — a  grave  wbtsker^d  race. 

But  tasteless.    Springs  a  palace  in  it's  stead. 

But  in  a  distant  spot ;  where  more  esrpos'd 

It  may  enjoy  th'  advantage  of  the  north. 

And  agui^  east,  till  time  shall  have  transfbrm^ 

Those  naked  acres  to  a  sheltering  grove. 

He  speaks.    The  lake  in  front  becomes  a  lawn  ; 

Woods  vanish,  hills  subside,  andvailies  rise; 

And  streams,  as  if  created  for  bis  nse. 

Pursue  the  track  of  his  cfirecting  wand. 

Sinuous  or  straight,  now  rapid  and  now  slow. 

Now  murm'ring  soft,  now  roaring  in  cascades — 

Ev'n  as  he  bids !  Th'  enrsptor*d  owner  smiles. 

Tis  fini»h'd,  and  yet,  finished  as  it  seems. 

Still  wants  a  grace,  the  loveliest  it  could  shear, 

A  mme  to  satisfy  th'  enormous  cost. 

Dnin'd  to  the  last  poor  item  of  bis  wealth. 

He  sighs,  departs,  stnd  leaves  th'  accomplisb'd  plan. 

That  he  has  touch' d,  retouch'd,  many  a  long  day 

Laboured,  and  many  a  night  pursu'd  in  dreams, 

Just  when  it  meets  his  hopes,  and  proves  the  Heavhi 

B6  wanted,  for  a  wealthier  to  ei^oy  ; 

And  now  perhaps  the  glorious  hour  is  come. 

When,  having  no  stake  left,  no  pledge  f  eadi 

Her  mt'rests,  or  that  gives  her  sacred  caoae 

A  moment's  operatioti  on  his  love. 

He  boras  with  most  intense  and  flagrant  zeal. 

To  ierve-his  eonntry.    Mhristdrial  grace 

Deals  him  out  money  from  the  pablic  chert  ; 

Or  if  that  mine  be  shut,  some  private  parse 

Supplies  his  need  with  a  usurious  loan. 

To  be  refunded  duly,  when  his  vote 

Well  managed  shall  liave  cam'd  it's  worthy  ] 

O  innocent,  oomparM  with  arts  like  these, 

Crape,  and  oockM  pbtol,  and  the  whistling  ball 

Sent  through  the  traveller's  temples!  Hetfaatfinli 

One  drop  of  Heave's  sweet  mercy  in  his  cup. 

Can  dig,  beg,  rot,  and  perish,  well  content ; 

So  he  may  wrap  hianself  hi  honest  rags 

At  his  last  gasp;  butoonld  not  for  a  world 

Fish  np  his  dirty  and  dependent  bread 

From  pools  and  ditches  of  the  commonwealth. 

Sordid  and  si<±'nlng  at  his  own  soooesa. 

Ambitkni,  at*rice,  penury  hicnrrM 
By  endless  riot,  vanity,  the  lost 
Of  pleasure  and  variety,  dispatch. 
As  duly  as  (^e  swallows  disappear. 
The  world  of  wand'ring  knights  and  squires  to  fnwn. 
London  ingolf^  them  all !  The  shark  is  there. 
And  the  shark's  prey ;  the  spendthrift,  and  the  leech 
That  sucks  him  r  there  the  sycophant,  and  be 
Who^  irith  bareheaded  and  obsequious  bows. 
Begs  a  warm  office,  doom'd  to  a  odd  jail 
And  groat  per  diem,  ff  his  patron  frown. 
The  levee  swarms  aa  if  in  geldfen  pamp 
Were  characteiM-on  ev'ry  statesman's  door, 
*'   BATTiii*n   jam    mAmworr   FOiTVwts    mutttka 

Baas." 
These  are  the  dwrms,  thi^  tolly  smd  ec%6e 
The  chargM  <gqrtwe.    n^t  the  cniel  gr^. 
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The  wiah  to  shine^  ibe  thirst  to  be  amuii'dy 
That  at  the  sound  of  Winter's  hoary  wing 
Unpeople  all  onr  cooatiea  of  such  herds 
Of  flQttWinf,  loitering,  crioging,  begging,  loose. 
And  wmntoo  Tagraats,  as  nuke  London,  vast 
And  boundless  as  it  is,  a  crowded  coop. 

O  tbou,  resort  Odd  mait  of  all  the  Earth, 
Cbecker'd  with  all  oompleKions  of  mankind. 
And  spotted  with  aU  crimes ;  in  whom  I  see 
Much  that  I  love,  and  more  that  I  admire. 
And  all  that  I  abhor;  thoa  freckled  fktr. 
That  pleasest  and  yet  skeck'st  me,  1  can  langh. 
And  I  oan  weep,  can  hope,  and  ean  despond. 
Feel  wratb  and  pity,  when  I  think  on  thee  t 
Ten  righteous  would  have  sav'd  a  city  ence. 
And  thou  hast  many  righteous. — Well  for  thee*— 
That  salt  preserves  thee ;  more  corrupted  else. 
And  therefore  more  obaozioos,  at  this  hour. 
Than  Sodom  in  her  day  had  pow'r  to  be. 
For  whom  God  heard  his  Abraham  plead  in  Tain. 


THE  TASK. 


THE  WINTER  EVENING. 

ABOVMtirr  O?  TBS  FOVETU  BOOK. 

"The  post  comes  in. — The  newspaper  is  read.— -Tlie 
World  contemplated  at  a  distance.— Address  to 
Wmtef.— The  rural  amnsements  of  a  winter  even- 
ing compared  with  the  fiubionable  ones. — ^Ad- 
dress to  evening. — A  brown  study. — Fall  of  snow 
in  the  evening.— The  waggoner. — A  poor  ftimily 
piece. — The  rural  thief. — Public  bouses. — ^The 
multitude  of  them  censured.— The  former's  daugh- 
ter :  what  she  was. .  .what  she  is, — The  simplicity 
of  country  manners  almost  lost— Causes  of  the 
change. — ^Desertion  of  the  country  by  the  rich. 
—Neglect  of  magistrates.— The  militia  principal- 
ly in  taolt. — The  new  recruit  and  his  transform- 
'atxNL — Reflection  on  bodies  corporate. — ^Thelove 
of  rural  olgects  natural  to  all,  and  oerer  to  be 
totally  eKtinguished. 

Haik!  *tis  the  twanging  bom  o'er  yonder  bridge. 
That  with  it's  wearisome  but  needful  length 
Bestrides  the  wintry  floods  in  which  the  Moon 
Sees  her  onwrinkled  face  reflected  bright  ^-— 
He  comes,  the  herald  of  a  noisy  world/ 
With  spattered  boots,,  strapp'd  waist,  and  frozen 

locks ; 
News  from  all  nations  lumb'ring  at  bis  back. 
True  to  bis  charge,  the  close  pack*d  load  behmd. 
Yet  careless  what  be  brings,  his  one  conoem 
Is  to  conduct  it  to  the  destin'd  inn ; 
And,  having  droppM  th'  e]cpectedl)ag,  pass  oo. 
Hewbistles  as  he  goes,  light-hearted  wretch. 
Cold  and  yet  cheerful :  messenger  of  grief 

>       Perhaps  to  thousands,  and  of  joy  to  some  ; 
To  him  indiff  'rent  whether  gnef  or  joy. 

^       9,wm  fa)  Mdies,  and  thafidl  of  stodcs^ 


Fast  as  the  periods  from  his  fluent  quill, 
Or  charg*d  with  am'rous  sighs  of  absent  swaini 
Or  nymphs  responsive,  equally  afiect 
His  horse  and  him,  unconscious  of  them  all. 
But  O  th'  important  budget !  usher'd  in 
With  such  heart-shaking  mu^uc,  who  can  say 
What  are  it's  tidmgs  ?  have  our  troops  SMrak'd 
Or  do  they  still,  as  if  with  opium  drugg'd. 
Snore  to  the  murmurs  of  th'  Atlantic  wave  ? 
b  India  free  }  and  does  she  wear  her  plum'd 
And  jewell'd  turban  with  a  smile  of  peace. 
Or  do  we  grind  her  still  ?  The  grand  debate. 
The  popular  harangue,  the  tart  reply, 
The  logic,  and  the  wisdom,  and  the  wit, 
And  the  loud  laugh — I  iong  to  know  them  aU 
I  bum  to  set  th'  imprisoned  wranglers  free. 
And  give  them  voice  and  uU'rance  once  again. 
Now  stir  the  fire,  and  close  tlie  shatters  fast 
Let  £ill  the  curtains,  wheel  the  sofa  round, 
And  while  the  bubbling  and  loud  hissing  urn 
Throws  up  a  steamy  column,  and  the  cops. 
That  cheer  but  not  inebriate,  wait  on  each, 
So  let  us  welcome  peaceful  ev'ning  in. 
Not  such  his  ev*ning,  who  with  shining  face 
Sweats  in  the  crowded  theatre,  and,  sq^ieez'd 
And  bor'd  with  elbow-points  through  both  bis  si 
Outscolds  the  ranting  actor  on  the  stage : 
Nor  his,  who  patient  stands  till  his  feet  throb. 
And  his  head  thnmps,  to  fsed  upon  the  breatii 
Of  patriots,  bursting  with  heroic  rage. 
Or  placemen,  all  tranquillity  and  smiles. 
This  foTio  of  fbor  irages,  happy  work ! 
Which  not  ev'n  erttics  critictffe;  titat  holds 
Inquisitive  Attention,  while  I  read. 
Fast  bound  in  chains  of  silence,  which  the  fair, 
Though  eloquent  themselves,  yet  fear  to  break 
What  is  it,  but  a  map  of  busy  life. 
It's  fluctuatioos,  and  it's  vast  concerns  ? 
Here  mns  the  mountainous  and  craggy  ridge. 
That  tempts  Ambition.    On  the  summit  see 
The  seals  of  office  glitter  in  his  eyes ; 
He  climbs,  be  pants,  he  grasps  them  !  At  his  1 
Close  at  his  heels,  a  demagogue  ascends, 
And  with  a  dezt'roos  jerk  soon  twists  him  dow 
And  wins  them,  but  to  lose  them  in  his  turn. 
Here  rilb  of  oily  eloquence  in  soft 
Meanders  lubricate  the  course  they  take ; 
The  modest  speaker  is  afrham'd  and  griev'd 
T  engross  a  moment's  notice ;  and  yet  begs, 
Begs  a  propitious  ear  for  his  poor  thoughts. 
However  trivial  all  that  he  conceives. 
Sweet  basbfulness  1  it  claims  at  least  this  praii 
The  dearth  of  iofbrmation  and  good  sense. 
That  it  foretells  as,  always  oomes  to  pass. 
Cat'racts  of  declamation  thunder  here  ; 
There  forests  of  no  meaning  spread  the  page. 
In  which  all  comprehension  wanden  lost  ; 
While  fields  dF  pleasantrj^amose  us  there 
With  merry  descants  on  a  nation's  woes. 
The  rest  appears  a  wilderness  of  strange 
But  gay  confusion ;  roses  far  the  cheeks. 
And  lilies  fbr  the  brows  of  ftuled  age, 
Teeth  for  the  tootl|less,  ringleta  for  the  baM, 
Heav*n,  earth,  and  oeean,  plnnder'd  of  their  si 
Neetareoiis  emenoes,  Olympian  dews. 
Sermons,  atid  city  feasts,  and  fav'rite  alri, 
iEthereal  jguriMf,  rahmariM  apfoHi, 


le 


Tis  pleasaDtf  tbrough  the  loopholes  of  reiremt, 
To  peep  at  luch  a  world ;  to  see  the  stir 
Of  the  great  Babel,  and  not  feel  the  crowd  ; 
To  hear  the  roar  she  sends  through  all  her  gates 
At  a  safe  distance,  where  the  dying  sound 
Falls  a  soft  murmur  on  th*  uninjur'd  ear. 
Thus  sitting,  and  surveying  thus  at  ease 
The  globe  and  it's  concerns,  I  seem  advano'd 
To  some  secure  and  more  than  mortal  height. 
That  liberates  and  exempts  me  from  them  all. 
It  turns  submitted  to  my  view,  turns  round 
With  all  it*s  generations;  I  behold 
The  tumult,  and  am  still.  The  sound  of  war 
Has  lost  it's  terrours  ere  it  reaches  me ; 
OriereB,  but  alarms  me  not     I  monm  the  pride 
And  av'rice,  that  make  man  a  wolf  to  man ; ' 
Hear  the  funi  echo  of  those  brazen  throats. 
By  which  he  speaks  the  language  of  bis  heart. 
And  sigh,  but  never  tremble  at  the  sound. 
He  travels  and  expatiates,  as  the  bee 
From  flow'r  to  flow V,  so  he  from  land  to  land  ; 
The  manners,  customs,  policy,  of  all 
Pay  contribution  to  the  store  be  gleans ; 
He  sucks  intelligence  in  ev'ry  clime, 
And  spreads  the  honey  of  his  deep  research 
At  his  return — a  rich  repast  for  me. 
He  travels,  and  1  too.     I  tread  his  deck. 
Ascend  his  topmast,  through  his  peering  eyes 
Ilisoover  countries,  with  a  kindred  heart 
Suffer  his  woes,  and  share  in  his  escapes  ; 
While  fimcy,  like  the  linger  of  a  clock, 
Hans  the  great  circuit,  and  is  still  at  home. 

O  Winter,  ruler  of  ih*  inverted  year, 
Thy  scattered  hair  with  sleet  like  ashes  flll'd. 
Thy  breath  oongeal'd  upon  thy  lips,  thy  cheeks 
Friog'd  with  a  beard  made  white  with  other  snowi 
Than  those  of  age,  thy  forehead  wrappM  in  clouds, 
A  l^ess  branch  thy  sceptre,  and  thy  throne 
A  sliding  car,  indebted  to  no  wheels. 
But  urg*d  by  storms  along  it's  slippVy  way, 
I  love  thee,  all  unlovely  as  thou  seem*st. 
And  dreaded  as  thou  art !  Thou  boldest  the  Sun 
A  prisoner  in  the  yet  undawning  east, 
Sbort*BlDg  his  journey  between  mem  and  noon. 
And  hurrying  him,  impatient  of  his  stay, 
Down  to  the  rosy  west;  but  kindly  still 
Compensating  his  loss  with  added  hours 
Of  social  converse  and  instructive  ease. 
And  gathering,  at  short  notice,  in  one  group 
The  family  dispersed,  and  fixing  thought. 
Not  less  dispersed  by  di^ligbt  and  it's  cares. 
I  crown  thee  king  of  intimate  delights, 
Fire-side  ei^yments,  home-bom  happiness, 
And  all  the  comforts,  that  the  lowly  roof 
Of  undisturb'd  Retirement,  and  the  hours 
Of  long  uninterruped  ev'ning,  know* 
No  rattling  wheels  stop  short  before  these  gates ; 
No  powder'd  pect,  proficient  hi  the  art 
Of  sounding  an  alarm,  assaults  these  doors 
Till  the  street  rings ;  no  stationary  steeds 
Cough  their  own  knell,  while,  heedless  of  the  sound. 
The  silent  c'urcle  fan  themselves,  and  quake : 
But  here  the  needle  plies  it'^  busy  task, 
The  pattern  grows,  the  well  depicted  flow'r, 
Wrought  patiently  into  the  snowy  lawn. 
Unfolds  it's  bosom ;  buds,  and  leaves,  and  sprigs, 
And  durliDg  tendrUsy  gracefully  dispos'd^ 


With  most  success  when  all  besides  decay. 

The  poet's  or  historian's  page  by  one 

Made  vocal  for  th'  amusement  of  the  rest ; 

The  sprightly  lyre,  whose  treasure  of  swe^  aounda 

The  touch  from  many  a  trembling  chord  shakes  ot  i 

And  the  clear  voice  symphonious,  yet  distinct. 

And  in  the  charming  stnife  triumphant  still ; 

Beguile  the  night,  aind  set  a  keener  edge 

On  female  indusby :  the  threaded  steel 

Flies  swiftly,  and  unfelt  the  task  proceeds. 

The  volume  clos'd,  the  customary  rites 

Of  the  last  meal  commaice.    A  Roman  meal ; 

Such  as  the  mistress  of  the  woHd  onoe  fbood 

Delickms,  when  her  patriots  of  high  note» 

Perhaps  by  moonlight,  at  their  humble  doors. 

And  under  an  old  oak's  domestic  shade, 

Bnjoy'd,  spare  feast !     a  radish  and  an  ^g. 

Discourse  ensues,  not  trivial,  yet  not  dull. 

Nor  such  as  with  a  frown  forbids  the  play 

Of  fancy,  or  prescribes  the  sound  of  mirth : 

Nor  do  we  madly,  like  an  impious  world. 

Who  deem  religion  frenzy,  and  the  God, 

Hiat  made  them,  an  intruder  on  their  joy^ 

Start  at  his  awful  name,  or  deem  his  praise 

A  jarring  note.    Themes  of  a  graver  tone, 

Escciting  oft  our  gratitude  and  love, 

M'hilc  we  retrace  with  Mem'ry's  pointing  wand. 

That  calls  the  past  to  our  exact  review. 

The  dangers  we  have  'scaped,  the  broken  snare. 

The  disappointed  foe,  deliv'rance  found 

Unlook'd  for,  life  presenr'd,  aixl  peace  restar'n. 

Fruits  of  omnipotent  eternal  love. 

•*  O  ev>nings  worthy  of  the  gods  I"  exdaim'd 

The  Sabine  bard.     O  evenings,  I  reply. 

More  to  be  priz'd  and  coveted  than  your?. 

As  more  illumin'd,  and  with  nobler  truths. 

That  I,  and  mine,  and  those  we  love,  enjo^. 

Is  Winter  hideous  in  a  garb  like  this  ? 
Needs  he  the  tragic  fur,  the  smoke  of  lamps. 
Hie  pent-up  breath  of  an  unsav'ry  throng. 
To  thaw  him  into  feeling ;  or  the  smart 
And  snappish  dialogue,  that  flippant  wits 
Gall  comedy,  to  prompt  him  wiUi  a  smile  > 
The  self-complacent  actor,  when  he  views 
(Stealing  a  sidelong  glance  at  a  full  bouse) 
Hie  slope  of  faces,  from  the  floor  to  th'  roof 
(As  if  one  master-spring  controU'd  them  all) 
Relax'd  into  a  universal  grin, 
Sees  not  a  count'nance  there,  that  speaks  of  joy 
Half  so  refin'd  or  so  sincere  as  ours. 
Cards  were  superfluous  here,  with  all  the  tricks. 
That  idleness  has  ever  yet  contriv'd 
To  fill  the  void  of  an  uofumtsh'd  brain. 
To  palliate  dulness,  and  give  Time  a  shore, 
Hme,  as  he|>asBes  us,  has  a  dove's  wing, 
UnsoU'd,  and  swift,  and  of  a  silken  sound  ; 
But  the  World's  Time  is  Time  in  masquerade ! 
Theirs,  ^ould  I  paint  him,  has  his  pinions  fledg'd 
With  motley  plumes ;  and,  where  the  peacock  shaw» 
Hb  acura  eyes,  is  tinctur'd  black  and  red 
With  spots  quadrangular  of  diamond  form, 
Ensanguin'd  hea'rts,  clubs  typical  of  strife. 
And  spades,  the  emblem  of  untimely  graves. 
What  should  be,  and  what  was  an  hour-glass  onpe. 
Becomes  a  dice-box,  and  a  billiard  mace 
Well  does  the  work  «f  his  destructive  sithe. 
Thai  deck'd,  be  charmi  •  world  whom  Isshioa  bliai^ 


WHOM  only  happy  are  tbeir  wasted  hours. 
Bv^b  mitsM,  at  whose  age  their  mothers  wore 
The  bttckstring  and  the  bib,  assume  the  dress 
Of  wocnaiihood,  fit  pupils  in  the  school 
Of  card-devDted  Time,  and  night  by  night 
Plac'd  at  some  vacant  comer  of  the  Itoard, 
Learn  ev*rj  trick,  and  soon  play  all  the  game. 
But  trace  with  censure.     Roving  as  I  rove» 
Where  shall  I  find  an  end,  or  how  proceed  ? 
As  he  that  travels  tstr  oft  turns  aside. 
To  view  aome  rugged  rock  or  mould'ring  towV, 
Which  seen  delights  him  not;  then  coming  home 
Describes  and  prints  it,  that  the  world  may  know 
Uo<w  fisr  be  went  for  what  was  nothing  worth ; 
So  I,  with  brash  in  han^l  and  pallet  spread. 
With  colooVs  mixM  fbr  a  &r  diiTrent  use. 
Paint  cards  and  dolls,  and  ev'ry  idle  thing^. 
That  Fkncy  finds  in  her  excursive  fii|^hts. 

Come  Ev'ning  once  again,  season  of  peace  ; 
Retorn  sweet  Ev*ning,  and  continue  long  ! 
Metbinks  I  see  thee  in  the  streaky  west. 
With  matron  sttp  slow  moving,  while  the  Night 
Treads  oo  thy  sweeping  trahi ;  one  baud  employ'd 
in  letting  fall  the  curtain  of  i  epese 
On  bird  and  beast,  the  other  cbargM  for  man 
With  sweet  oblivion  of  the  cares  of  day :   - 
Not  sumptuously  adom*d,  not  needing  aid, 
fike  homely- featured  Night,  of  clustering  gems; 
A  star  or  two,  just  twinkling  on  thy  brow, 
Sufiloes  thee;  save  that  the  Moon  b  thine 
No  less  than  hers,  not  worn  indeed  on  high 
With  ostentatious  pageantry,  but  set 
With  modest  grandeur  iu  thy  purple  zone, 
Kesplendent  less,  but  of  an  ampler  round. 
Come  then,  and  thou  shalt  find  thy  vot'ry  calm. 
Or  make  me  so.    Composure  is  thy  gift : 
And,  whether  I  devote  thy  gentle  hours 
To  books,  to  music,  or  the  poet's  toil ; 
To  weaving  nets  fbr  bird-alluring  fruit ; 
Or  twining  silken  threads  round  iv*ry  reels. 
When  they  command  whom  man  was  bom  to  please ; 
1  slight  thee  uot,  but  make  thee  welcome  still. 

Just  when  our  drawing-rooms  begin  to  blaze 
With  lighu,  by  clear  reflection  multiplied 
Prom  many  a  mirror,  in  which  he  of  Oath, 
Goliah,  might  have  seen  his  giant  bulk 
Whole  without  stooping,  tow'ring  crest  and  all, 
My  pleasures  too  begin.     But  me  perhaps 
The  glowing  hearth  may  satisfy  awhile 
With  fiiint  illumination,  that  uplifts 
The  shadows  to  the  ceiling,  there  by  fits 
Dancing  uncouthly  to  the  quivVing  flame. 
Not  undelightful  is  an  hour  to  me 
So  spent  in  parlour  twilight :  such  a  glo.>m 
Suits  well  the  thoughtful  or  unthinking  mind. 
The  mind  contemplative,  with  some  new  theme 
Pregnant,  or  indisposed  alike  to  all. 
Laughy  ye  who  boast  your  more  mercurial  pow'rt. 
That  never  felt  a  stupor,  know  no  pause. 
Nor  need  one  i  I  am  conscious,  aud  confess 
Pcarleas  a  soul,  that  does  not  always  think. 
Me  oft  has  Fancy  ludicrous  and  wild 
SoothM  with  a  waking  dream  of  houses,  tow'rs, 
IVees,  chnrches,  and  strange  visages,  expressed 
In  the  red  ciodm,  while  with  poriug  eye 
I  gaz*d,  myself  creating  what  I  saw. 
Nor  leas  amusM  hare  I  quiescent  watched 
Tba  woty  filitts^  that  play  upon  the  ban 


Of  superstition,  prophesying  still. 
Though  still  decdvM,  some  stranger's  near  < 
Tis  thus  the  understanding  takes  repqse 
In  indolent  vacuity  of  thought. 
And  sleeps  and  is  refreshed.     Meanwhile  t 
Conceals  the  mood  lethargic  with  a  mask 
Of  deep  deliberation,  as  the  man 
Were  Usk'd  to  his  full  strength,  absoibM  i 
Thus  oft  reclin'd  at  ease,  I  loee  an  hour 
Atev'nmg,  till  at  length  the  freenng  blast 
That  sweeps  the  bolted  shutter,  summons 
The  recollected  pow'ra,   and  snappmg  she 
The  glassy  threads,  with  which  the  F^nc] 
Her  brittle  toils,  restores  me  to  msrselt 
How  calm  is  my  recess ;  and  how  the  froj 
Raging  abroad,  and  the  rough  wind  endea 
The  silence  and  the  warmth  enjoyM  withii 
I  saw  the  ^oods  and  fields  at  close  of  day 
A  variegated  show ;  the  meadows  green, 
Though  £sded ;  and  the  lands,  where  latel 
Tlie  golden  harvest,  of  a  mellow  brown, 
Uptum*d  so  lately  by  the  forceful  share. 
I  saw  far  off  the  weedy  fellows  smile 
With  verdure  not  unprofitable,  grazed 
By  flocks,  fast  feeding,  and  selecting  each 
Hb  favVite  herb ;  while  all  the  leafless  gr 
That  skirt  th'  horizon,  wore  a  sable  hue. 
Scarce  notic'd  in  the  kindred  dusk  of  eve. 
To  morrow  brings  a  change,  a  total  chang 
Which  even  now,  though  silently  peribrm' 
And  slowly,  and  by  most  unielt,  the  face 
Of  universal  nature  undergoes. 
Fast'falls  a  fleecy  showV  t  the  downy  flaV 
Decending,  and  with  never-ceasing  lapse, 
Softly  alighting  upon  all  below. 
Assimilate  all  objects.    Earth  receives 
Gladly  the  thickening  mantle ;  and  the  gr 
And  tender  blade,  that  fear'd  the  chilling 
Escapes  unhurt  beneath  so  warm  a  veil. 

In  such  a  world,  so  thorny,  and^  where  i 
Finds  happiness  unblighted,  or,  if  found, 
MTitbout  some  thistly  sorrow  at  it's  side ; 
It  seems  the  part  of  wisdom,  and  no  sin 
Against  the  law  of  love,  to  measure  lots 
With  less  di<»tingui5h*d  than  ourselves;  tTi 
We  may  with  patience  bear  our  moderate 
And  sympathise  with  others  sufTring  mon 
HI  fares  the  traveller  now,  and  he  that  sta 
In  ponderous  boots  beside  his  reding  tean 
Tbe  wain  goes  heavily,  impeded  sore 
By  congregated  loads  adhering  close 
To  the  clogg*d  wheels ;  and  iu  it*s  sluggis 
Noiseless  appears  a  moving  hill  of  snow. 
The  toiling  steeds  expand  the  nostril  wide 
While  ev'ry  breath,  by  re<(piration  strong 
Forced  downward,  is  consolidated  toon 
Upon  their  jutting  chests.     He,  fbrm*d  to 
The  pelting  brant  of  the  tempestuous  nigl 
With  half-shot  eyes,  and  puclEer'd  cheeks. 
Presented  bare  against  the  storm,  plods  o 
One  hand  secnres  his  hat,  save  when  with 
He  brandishes  his  pliant  length  of  whip, 
Resoundmg  ofl,  and  ae^-er  heard  in  vain. 
O  bappy;  and  in  my  account  denied 
That  sensibility  of  pain,  with  which 
Refin«mentis  enduM,  thrice  happy  thou  f 
Thy  frame,  robust  and  hardy,  fptls  indeed 
Tba  piarci^  odd,  bvt  fietit  il  itDinpaii*d« 
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The  learned  fiiig^  nes^er  need  m^kn 
Thy  ▼ig*roii9  pulse ;  aod  the  unhealUiful  esist. 
That  hrea^h^  the  spleen,  add  searches  ev'ry  bone 
Of  the  infirm,  b  nfholesome  air  to  thee. 
Thy  days  roll  on  exempt  from  boasehold  care  ; 
Thy  wagigpn  n  thy  wife;  and  the  poor  beasts, 
That  drag  the  dull  companion  to  and  fro. 
Thine  helpless  charge,  dependent  on  thy  care. 
Ab-  trei^t  them  kindly !  rude  as  thou  appear'st, 
Yet  show  that  thou  hast  mercy !  which  the  giea^ 
With  needless,  hurry  whirPd  from  place  to  place^ 
Humane  as  they  would  seem,  not  always  show. 

Poor,  yel  industrious,  modest,  quiet,  neat. 
Such  claim  oompawion  in  a  night  uke  this. 
And  have  a  friend  in  ev'ry  feeling  heart 
Warm'd,  while  it  lasts,  by  labour,  all  day  long 
They  brave  the  seaspn,  and  yet  find  At  eve, 
lU  dad,  and  fed  but  sparely,  time  to  cooL 
The  frugal  housewife  trembles  when  she  lights 
Her  scanty  stock  of  brushwocd,  blazing  clear. 
Bat  dying  sooa,  like  all  terrestrial  joys. 
The  few  small  embers  left  sbe  nurses  wall  ; 
And,  while  her  infent  race,  with  outspread  hands. 
And  crowded  knees,  sit  cowMog  o'er  the  sparks, 
Betires,  content  to  quake,  so  they  be  warm'd. 
The  man  feels  least,  as  more  inur'd  than  she 
To  winter,  and  the  current  in  his  veins 
More  briskly  mov*d  by  his  severer  toil ; 
Yet  he  too  finds  his  own  distress  in  tbein. 
The  taper  soon  extinguished,  which  I  saw 
Dangled  ak)ng  at  the  cold  finger^s  end 
Jn»t  when  the  day  decKnM  $  and  the  brown  loaf 
lodg'd  OD  the  shelf,  half  eaten  without  sauce 
Of  sav^  cheese,  or  butter,  costlier  still ; 
Sleep  seems  their  only  refuge :  for  al^. 
Where  penury  is  felt  the  thought  is  chain*d. 
And  sweet  coUoquial  pleasures  are  but  few  ! 
With  all  this  thrift  they  thrive  not    AU  the  care, 
Ingenious  Parsimony  takes,  but  just 
Saves  the  small  fasventory,  bed,  and  stool. 
Skillet,  and  old  carvM' chest,  from  public  lale. 
They  live,  and  life  without  extorted  alms 
From  grudging  hands ;  but  other  boast  h  ave  none^ 
To  soOth  their  honest  ^ride,  that  scorns  to  beg, 
Nor  comfort  else,  but  in  their  mutual  love. 
I  praise  you  much,  ye  meek  and  patient  p^ir. 
For  ye  are  worthy ;  choosing  rather  fer 
A  dry  but  independent  crust,  hard  eam*d. 
And  eaten  with  a  sigh,  than  to  endure 
The  rugged  frowns  and  insolent  rebuffii 
Of  knaves  in  office,  partial  in  the  work 
Of  distribution  ;  liberal  of  their  aid 
To  clam'rous  Imjportunity  in  rags. 
But  ofttimes  deaf  to  suppliants,  who  would  blush 
To  wear  a  tatter*d  garb  however  coarse. 
Whom  famine  cannot  reconcile  to  filth : 
These  ask  with  painful  shyness,  «md,  refoi^d 
Beoa^•t  deserving,  silently  retire ! 
But  be  ye  of  good  course  !  Time  itself 
Shall  much  beiuiend  you.    Time  shall  give  inoreato  ; 
And  all  ypur  numerous  progeny,  well-trainM 
Bnt  helpless,  in  few  years  shall  find  their  liandsy 
And  labour  toor    Meanwhile  ye  shall  not  want 
What,  coni^ionsof  your  rirtoes,  we  can  spare. 
Nor  what  a  wealthier  than  ourselves  may  send. 
I  mean  the  man,  who,  when  the  distant  poor 
Need  help,  denies  them  nothing  but  his  name. 

Bnt  poverty  with  most,  who  whimper  forth 
Tlieir  loqg  conplaiDfts,  ig  lelMiiflipttd  wo ; 


The  effect  otlaxiness  or  aottlsh  waste.  • 

Now  goes  the  nightly  thief  prowling  abroad^ 

Forplqnder  j  much  solicitous  how  bc^ 

He  may  compensate  for  a  day  of  sloth 

By  works  of  darkness  and  nocturnal  wron^ 

Wo  to  the  i^'ner's  pale,  the  farmer's  hedge, 

Plash'd  neatly,  and  secured  with  driven  stales 

De^  in  the  loamy  bank.    Uptom  by  strength. 

Resistless  in  so  bad  a  cause,  but  lame 

To  better  deeds,  he  bundles  up  the  spoil. 

An  ass's  burden,  and,  when  laden  most 

And  heaviest,  light  of  foot  steab  fest  awax* 

Nor  does  the  boarded  bovel  better  guard 

The  weli-stackM  pile  ef  mea  kgs  and  roots 

From  his  pernicious  force.    Noc  will  he  leav^ 

Unwrencb'd  the  door,  however  well  sccnr*d. 

Where  Chantieieer  amidst  his  haram  sleeps 

In  unsuspecting  pomp.    'Twjtch*d  from  the  pcrcli^ 

He  gives  the  princely  bird,  with  al|  his  w^ves. 

To  his  voracious  ba/i;,  struggling  m  \'aib. 

And  loudly  wondering  at  the  sudden  chim^ 

Nor  this  to  feed  his  own.    ^were  some  excuee^ 

Did  pity  of  their  suff'rings  warp  aside 

His  principle,  and  t^mpt  him  into  sin 

For  their  support,  so  destitute^    But  they 

Neglected  pine  at  home ;  themselves,  as  mora 

Exposed  than  others,  with  Less  scruple  made 

His  victims,  robb'd  of  their  defenceless  aJL 

Cruel  is  all,  he  does.    Tis  quenchless  thirst 

Of  ruinous  ebriety,  that  prompts 

His  ev^ry  action,  and  tmbn'tes  the  roaiL 

O  for  a  law  to  noose  the  villain's  neck. 

Who  starves  his  own ;  who  persecotea  the  Wood 

He  gave  them  in  his  children's  veins,  and  bates 

And  wrongs  the  woman,  he  has  sworn  to  love ! 

Pass  where  we  m~ay,  through  city  or  throHgb  town. 
Village,  or  hamlet,  of  this  merry  land. 
Though  lean  and  beggar'd,  ev'ry  twentieth  pace 
Conduats  th*  unguarded  nose  to  such  a  whiff 
Of  stale  debauch,  forth-issuing  from  the  styes. 
That  hiw  has  licencM,  as  makes^Temp'rance  reet 
There  sit,  involved  and  lost  in  curling  clouds 
Of  Indian  fume,  and  guzzling  deep,  the  boor. 
The  lackey,  and  the  groom  :  the  craftsman  there 
Takes  a  Lethean  leave  of  all  his  toil ; 
Smith,  Qobbler,  joiner,  he  that  plies  the  shears. 
And  he  that  kneads  the  dough ;  all  loud  alike, 
All  learned  and  all  drunk !  the  fiddle  scream* 
Plaintive  aud  piteous,  as  it  wept  and  wail'd 
It's  wasted  tones  and  harmony  unheard : 
Fierce  the  dispute  whate'er  the  theme ;  while  sbi^ 
Fell  DiscoTfl,  aihitress  of  such  debate, 
Perch'd  on  the  sign-post,  holds  with  even  hai|d 
Her  undecisive  scales.    In  this  she  lays 
A  weight  of  ignorance ;  in  that,  of  pride; 
And  sipiles  delighted  with  the  eternal  poise. 
Dire  is  the  frequent  curse,  and  it's  twin  soun4. 
The  cheek-distending  oath,  not  to  be  pmis'd 
A9  ornamental,  musical^  polite, 
like  those  which  modem  senators  employ. 
Whose  oath  is  rhefric,  and  who  swear  for^fen^e! 
Behold  the  schools,  in  which  plebdah  minda 
Once  simple  are  initiate^  in  arts,         _ 
Which  some  may  practice  with  politer  grace. 
But  none  with  readier  >kill !— 'tis  here  they  team 
The  road,  that  leads  from  craipetence  amd  peace 
To  indigence 'and  rapine  :  tiuat  last 
Society,  grown  weary  of  the  load, 
Shake*  her  tncombei'd  hp,  fod  casU  tj»e^  obC. 
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To  advertite  in  verse  a  public  pest. 

That,  like  the  6Jtb  with  which  the  peasant  fieeds 

His  hungry  actes,  sthdu,  and  is  of  use. 

Th'  excite  is  fattenVl  with  the  rich  reialt 

Of  all  tbia  riot;  and  ten  thousand  casks. 

For  erer  dribbling  out  their  base  contents, 

ToKicfa'd  by  the  Midas  finger  of  the  sUte, 

Bleed  gold  ibr  mimsters  to  sport  a^ay. 

Drink,  and  be  niad  then ;  'tis  your  country  bids ! 

Olorioualy  drunk  obey  tb'  important  call ! 

Her  cauae  dsmands  tb*  assittaoce  of  your  throats  ;— 

Ye  all  can  swallow,  and  she  asks  no  more. 

Would  I  had  lall'n  upon  those  happier  days, 
That  peets  celebrate  s  those  golden  times. 
And  these  Arcadian  scenes,  that  Maro  sings,  * 
And  Sidney,  warbler  of  poetic  prose. 
Nymphs  were  Dianas  then,  and  swains  had  hearts. 
That  felt  their  virtues :  Innocence,  it  seems, 
Fkom  courts  dismissed,  found  shelter  in  the  groves; 
The  fsotsteps  of  Simplicity,  impress'd 
VpoQ  the  yielding  herbage,  (so  they  sing) 
Then  were  not  all  effaced :  then  speech  profiuie, 
And  manners  profligate,  were  rarely  found. 
Observed  aa  prodigies,  and  soon  reclaim'd. 
Vam  wish !  those  days  were  never :  airy  dreams 
Sat  ibr  the  picture :  and  the  fAet's  hand« 
Imparting  lubstanoe  to  an  empty  shade. 
Imposed  a  gay  delirium  for  a  truth. 
Grant  it :  I  still  must  envy  them  an  age. 
That  fiivour'd  such  a  dream ;  in  dajrs  like  these 
Impossible,  when  Virtue  b  au  scarce, 
That  to  suppose  a  scene  where  she  presides. 
Is  tramontane,  and  stumbles  ail  belief. 
No:  we  are  pplish'd  now.    The  rural  Isss, 
Whom  once  her  virgin  modesty  and  grace. 
Her  artless  manners,  and  her  neat  attire. 
So  dignified,  that  she  waa  hardly  less 
Than  the  fair  shepherdess  of  old  romance^ 
Is  seen  no  more.    The  character  is  lost ! 
Her  head,  adom*d  with  lappets  pinn*d  aloft. 
And  ribbands  streaming  gay,  superbly  raised. 
And  magnified  beyoitd  all  human  size. 
Indebted  to  some  smart  wig-weaver's  hand 
For  more  than  half  the  tresses  it  sustains ; 
Her  elbows  ruflSed,  and  her  tott'riog  foim 
III  propp*d  upon  French  heels ;  she  might  be  deem'd 
(But  that  the  basket  dangling  on  her  arm 
Interprets  ber  more  truly)  of  a  rank 
Too  proud  for  dairy  work,  or  sale  of  eggs. 
Expect  her  soon  with  footboy  at  lier  faieels. 
No  longer  blushing  for  her  awkward  load. 
Her  train  and  her  umbrella  all  ber  care! 

The  town  has  ting'd  ttie  country  ;  and  the  stain 
Appears  a  spot  upon  a  vestal's  robe, 
The  worse  for  what  it  soils.    The  foshion  runt 
Down  into  scenes  still  rural ;  but  alas, 
2kxoes  rarely  grao'd  with  rural  manners  now  ! 
,  Time  was  when  in  the  pastoral  retreat 
Th^  unguarded  door  was  safe;  men  did  not  watch 
T'  invsde  another's  right,  or  guard  their  own. 
Then  sleep  was  omlisturb'd  by  fear,  unscar'd 
By  drunken  bowlings ;  and  the  chilling  tale 
•    Of  midnight  murder  was  a  wonder  heard 
With  doubtful  credit,  told  to  frighten  babes. 
But  forewell  now  to  unsuspicnus  nights. 
And  slumb^v  onalarm'd !  Now,  ere  you  sleep. 
See  that  your  polish'd  arms  be  prim'd  with  care. 
And  drop  the  nightbolt  i-^ruAani  art  abroad  > 
Voi.kviJL 


May  prove  a  trumpet,  summoning  your  ear 
To  horrid  sounds  of  hostile  feet  within. 
Ev'n  daylight  has  it's  dangers ;  and  the  walk 
Through  pathless  wastes  and  woods,  unconscious 
Of  other  tenants  than  melodious  birds,  [onoe 

Or  harmless  flocks,  is  hazardous  and  bold. 
Lamented  change !  to  which  full  many  a  causa 
Inveterate,  hopeless  of  a  cure,  conspires. 
The  course  of  human  things  from  good  to  ill. 
From  ill  to  worse,  is  fatal,  never  fails, 
lucrease  of  pow'r  begets  increase  of  wealth  ; 
Wealth  luxury,  and  luxury  excess; 
Fjccess,  the  scrofulous  and  itchy  plague. 
That  seizes  first  the  opulent,  descends 
To  the  next  vink  contagious,  and  in  time 
Taints  downwards  all  the  graduated  scale 
Of  order,  from  the  chariot  to  the  plough. 
Tlie  rich,  and  they,  that  have  an  arm  to  check 
The  licence  of  the  lowest  in  degree, 
Desert  their  office ;  and  themselves,  intent 
On  pleasure,  haunt  the  capital,  and  thus 
To  all  the  violence  of  lawless  hands 
Itesign  the  scenes,  their  presence  inight  proteet 
Authority  herself  not  seldom  sleeps. 
Though  resident,  and  witness  (£  the  wrong. 
The  plump  convivial  parson  often  bears 
The  magisterial  sword  in  vain,  and  lays 
His  rev'rence  and  his  worship  both  to  rest 
On  the  same  cushion  of  habitual  sloth. 
Perhaps  timidity  restrains  his  arm  ; 
When  he  should  strike  he  trembles,  and  se(a  free^ 
Himself  enslav'd  by  terrour  of  the  band, 
Th'  audacious  convict,  whom  he  dares  notJ>ind. 
Perhaps,  though  by  profession  ghostly  pure, 
He  too  may  have  his  vice,  and  sometimes  prova 
Less  dainty  than  becomes  his  grave  outside 
In  lucrative  concerns.     Examine  well 
His  milk-white  ha!id ;  the  palm  is  hardly  clean^-^ 
But  here  and  there  an  ngly  smnU:h  appears. 
Fob  !  'tiias  a  bribe  that  left  it :  %t  has  touch'd 
Corruption.    Whoso  seeks  an  audit  here 
Propitious,  pays  his  tribni;e,  game  or  fish, 
WiM-fbwl  or  ven'son ;  and  his  errand  speeds. 
But  faster  far,  and  more  thtn  all  the  re^ 
A  noble  cause,  which  none,  who  bears  a  spark 
Of  public  virtue^evcr  wish'd  remov'd, 
Works  the  deplor'd  and  mischievous  effect: 
Tis  universal  soldiership  has  stabbM 
The  heart  of  merit  in  the  meaner  class. 
Arms,  through  the  vanity  and  brainlesB  rage 
Of  those  that  bear  them,  in  whatever  cause. 
Seem  most  at  variance  with  all  moral  good. 
And  incompatible  with  serioos  thought. 
The  clown,  the  child  of  nature,  without  guile, 
Blest  with  an  infant's  ignorance  of  alL 
But  his  own  simple  pleasures;  now  and  then 
A  wrestling  match,  a  foot  race,  or  a  fair; 
Is  ballotted,  and  trembles  at  the  news : 
Sheepish  he  dofis  his  hat,  and  mumbling  swears 
A  bible-oath  to  be  whate'er  they  please, 
To  do  he  knows  iMit  what    The  task  perfbrm'd. 
That  instant  he  becomes  the  sergeant's  care. 
His  pupil,  and  his  torment,  and  his  jest. 
Hb  awkward  gait,  his- introverted  toes. 
Bent  kneet,  round  shoulders,  and  dejected  looks. 
Procure  him  many  a  curse.    By  slow  degrees. 
Unapt  to  learn,  and  form'd  of  stubborn  stu^ 
He  yet  by  flow  degrtes  putt  aff  himself. 
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He  8te|^  right  onward,  martial  in  his  air. 
His  fbnn,  aod  moveineiit ;  is  as  smart  above 
As  meal  and  larded  locks  oao  make  him ;  wean 
His  bat,  or  his  plumM  helmet,  with  a  graoe  j 
And,  his  three  years  of  beroship  expired, 
Ketums  indignant  to  the  slighted  ploagh. 
He  hates  the  6eld,  in  which  no  fifo  or  drum 
Attends  him ;  drives  his  cattle  to  a  mairch ; 
Aod  sighs  for  the  smart  comrades  he  has  left 
Twere  weM  if  his  exterior  change  were  all— 
But  with  his  clumsy  port  the  wretch  has  loit 
His  ignorance  and  harmless  manners  too. 
To  swear,  to  game,  to  drink ;  to  show  at  home 
By  lewdness,  i<1leness,  and  sabbath  bceach. 
The  great  proficiency  he  made  abroad ; 
T  astonish  and  to  grieve  his  gazing  friends ; 
To  break  tome  maiden's  and  his  mother's  heart ; 
To  be  a  pest  where  he-was  useful  once; 
Are  his  sole  Aim,  and  all  bis  glory,  now. 

Man  in  society  is  like  a  flow'r 
Blown  in  it*s  native  bed :  His  there  alone 
His  fecttlties,  expanded  in  fnll  bloom, 
Shine  out ;  there  only  reach  tbeir  proper  tm» 
But  man,  associated  and  leagu*d  with  man 
By  regal  warrant,  or  self-joinM  by  bond 
For  int'rest-sake,  or  swarming  into  olana 
Beneath  one  head  for  purposes  of  war, 
Like  flow'rs  selected  fiom  the  rest,  and  boond 
And  bundled  close  to  fill  some  crowded  vase. 
Fades  rapidly,  and,  by  compression  marr'd. 
Contracts  defilement  not  to  be  endur*d.  . 
Hence  chartered  boroughs  are  such  public  plagues ; 
And  burghers,  men,immaculate  perhaps 
In  all  tbeir  private  functions,  Mce  combin*d» 
Become  a  loathsome  body,  only  fit 
For  dissolution,  hurtftil  to  the  main. 
Hence  merchants,  unimpeachable  of  sin 
Against  the  charities  of  domestic  life. 
Incorporated  seem  at  once  to  lose 
Their  nature ;  ami,  disclaiming  all  regard 
For  mercy  and  the  commen  rights  of  man. 
Build  factories  with  blood,  conducting  trade 
At  the  sword's  poinf,  aod  dyeing  the  white  robe 
Of  innocent  commeroial  Justice  red. 
Hence  too  the  field  of  glory,  as  the  world 
J^Iisdeems  it,  dazsled  by  it's  bright  array. 
With  all  it's  majesty  of  thund'rrag  pomp. 
Enchanting  music  and  immortal  wreaths, 
Is  but  a  school,  where  thoughtlessness  is  taught 
On  principle,  where  foppery  atones 
For  folly,  gallantry  for  «v»ry  vice. 

But  slighted  as  it  is,  and  by  the  great 
Abaqdon'd,  and,  which  still  I  mnre  regret. 
Infected  with  the  manners  and  the  modes. 
It  knew  not  once,  the  country  wins  me  stilL 
I  never  fram*d  a  wish,  or  form'd  a  plan. 
That  flatter'd  me  with  hopes  of  earthly  bliss. 
But  there  I  laid  the  scene.     There  early  stray'd 
My  fanc^-y,  ere  yrt  liberty  of  choice 
Had  found  me,  or  the  hope  of  being  free. 
My  very  dreams  were  rural ;  rural  too 
The  first-bom  effurts  <^my  yontbftil  Muse, 

Fre  ypl  litr  ear  was  Rjiatrc=s  i>f  their  pow'rFt. 
Nu  hiird  fouU!  please  m^  but  «^Ih*p  lyre  ^^a^tun^d 
Tn  Njilure**  praisra.     Hcior^ssad  LHdr  ftata 
Jatigu'd  mc,  iiav^r  vtsary  af  the  p^pa 


Then  Milton  had  indeed  a  poef  s  charms: 

New  to  my  taste  his  Paradise  surpassed 

The  struggling  effi>rts  of  my  boyish  tongue 

To  speak  it's  excellence.     I  dana'd  far  joy. 

I  marvelPd  much  that  at  so  ripe  an  age 

As  twice  seven  years,  his  beauties  had  theft  flnt 

Engag'd  my  wumder ;  and  admiring  tAW, 

And  still  admiring,  witli  regret  suppoaM 

The  joy  half  lost,  because  not  sooner  fbwad. 

There  too  enamour'd  of  the  life  1  lov'd. 

Pathetic  in  it's  praise,  in  it's  pursuit 

Determin'd,  and  ponessiag  it  at  last 

With  transports,  such  as  fevour'd  lovers  fesi, 

I  studied,  priz'd,  aod  wish'd  tbsit  I  had  knowa. 

Ingenious  Cowley  !  and,  though  now  redatm'd 

By  modern  lights  from  an  erroneons  tastep 

I  cannot  but  lament  thy  splendid  wit 

Entangled  in  the  cobwebs  of  the  schools. 

f  still  revere  thee,  courtly  though  retir'd  ; 

Though  stretch'd  at  ease  in  Cbertsey's  silent  bov*!^ 

Not  unempkry'd ;  and  finding  rich  amends 

For  a  lost  world  in  solitnde  and  verse. 

Tis  bom  with  all ;   the  love  of  Natnre%  voito 

Is  an  ingredient  in  the  oompound  aum, 

Infus'd  at  the  creation  of  the  kind. 

And,  though  th'  Almighty  Maker  has  thiwghoat 

Discriminated  each  from  each,  by  strokes 

And  touches  of  his  hand,  with  so  much  art 

Diveraified,  that  two  wera  never  found 

Twins  at  all  points — yet  this  obtains  in  all. 

That  all  discern  a  beauty  in  his  works,         [IotdM 

And  all  can  taste  them :  minds,  that  hafe  bela 

And  tutor'd,  with  a  relish  more  exact. 

But  none  without  some  relish,  none  unmonr'd. 

It  is  a  flame,  that  dies  not  even  there, 

Where  nothing  feeds  it :  neither  bosineaBy  crowdi^ 

Nor  habits  of  luxurious  city  life. 

Whatever  else  they  smother  of  true  wmHi 

In  human  bosoms,  quench  it  or  abate. 

The  villas,  with  which  London  stands  begtrt. 

Like  a  swarth  Indian  with  his  belt  of  beads. 

Prove  it.     A  breath  of  unadult'rate  air. 

The  glimpse  of  a  green  pasture,  how  they  cheer 

The  citizen,  and  brace  his  languid  frame  I 

Ev'n  in  the  stifling  bosom  of  the  town 

A  garden,  in  which  nothing  thrives,  has  charms^ 

That  sooth  the  rich  possessor ;  much  consoi'd. 

That  here  and  th^re  some  sprigs  of  mourrrfol  fBial^ 

Of  nightshade,  or  valerian,  grace  the  well 

He  cultivates.     These  serve  him  with  a  hint. 

That  Nature  lives;  that  sigbt-refreshmg  green 

Is  still  the  Itv'ry  she  deli(^hts  to  we^ir, 

Tliough  sickly  samples  of  th*  exub'rant  whole. 

What  are  the  casements  liu'd  with  creeping  heibi, 

The  prouder  sashes  fronted  with  a  range 

Of  orange,  myrtle,  or  the  fragrant  weed. 

The  Frenchman's  darlmg  '  ?  are  they  not  all  ftttih^ 

That  man,  immur'd  in  cities,  still  retains 

His  inborn  inextinguishable  thirst 

Of  rural  scenes,  compensating  his  iosi 

By  supplemental  shifts,  the  best  he  may  ? 

The  most  anfMrm<h'd  with  the  means  of  Hfe, 

AikI  tfiry,  tliut  iievf r  pa^^  ih*rir  Ur^'k  wj|l  tioonrkt 

Ttt  rpngf?  Uw  fidds  and  i^t-al  tUett  luogi  WAh  tk. 

Yet  feci  the  Ituming  iftwtiuct:  <ivfrr  J 
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ftispwitl  tHeir  crajfy  bosei,  planted  ihiek, 
And  water'dl  duly.     Thcire  tbc  pitcher  sliindi 
A  fra^tTTJcnt,  and  tht  iiimitlesv  tea-pot  there ; 
8a d  vttnesKs  hnw  clc^se-pent  man  regrets 
TKe  cwintry,  with  what  aniour  he  contrives 
A  peep  at  Mature,  trhcii  he  can  no  more. 

Hail,  themforp,  patrnaess  of  heaJth  and  ewe, 
A  nd  cont<*m Illation ,  heart  -ctitiao  Mug  jriys, 
And  hartnlvf!!  pleaaitre*,  in  the  lliTOnp'd  aSode 
Df  muHilndcfl  iinknourn ;  hail,  rural  hfe  ! 
Addrrti  himsdf  who  wilt  to  the  pwnsiiit 
UniQimttrs^  Of  omutumeTit,  or  fame; 
1  ihull  m\  Add  myself  to  iiich  n  chafe. 
Thwart  hii  attempts,  or  envy  hi»  iUCceM, 
Slime  mml  be  ^reat.     Grent  oUBoe?  will  ha t« 
Ore»t  talenti.     And  Go<t  jfives  to  ev'ry  man 
The  Tirtne*  temper*  iinderstanfiifijr,  tast**. 
That  liRj  him  iittci  Jife,  and  lets  him  fall 
Joi^t  in  the  niche,  he  wai  ordain'd  to  JalL 
To  the  deliverer  csf  an  injured  Jand 
He  fihes  a  ton^ie  t*  enlarge  upon,  a  he,irt 
To  feeN  and  courage  to  redrei*  her  wrongs  ; 
To  monarehs  dijrnity  j  In  j"dgts  n&mft  | 
Toartislft  in^ntiity  and  ikiH; 
To  me  an  nnamhirions  mind,  content 
In  the  low  vale  of  life,  that  early  felt 
A  wish  fur  ease  and  leisure,  and  ere  long 
Found  here  Uiat  Leiiure  and  that  euc  1  wiih'd. 


THE  TASK. 

aoo£  T. 
THE  WINTER  MORNING  Wj^LK. 

AaCUMENT  Of   TUB    nrVH    BOOK, 

A  frosty  morning.— The  ftiddt^ring  of  cattle.— The 
woutSmau  and  his  dog. — The  pooltry. —  Whirobi' 
cal  effects  of  fmil  at  a  wat^rfalU — The  Empress 
of  Ru^ia*Ji  palace  of  ice- — Amusement's  of  mo- 
natch?. — War,  one  of  them.— Wars,  trhf-nce, — 
Aud  whence  tnotiarchy.— The  evih  of  it. — Ensrli^h 
and  Frfnch  loyally  contrasted. — The  Bastille^ 
and  a  prisoner  there. — Liberty  the  chief  recoin- 
mcndarlon  of  this  nmntry. — Mudem  palriotiam 
ciueslionable.  and  why. — The  pcriuhable  nature 
of  the  ln^t  human  mttitutions,^ — Spiritual  liberly 
ncji  iierishahle.^ — Tlie  slavinli  state  of  man  by  na- 
ture.— ^Dcli^er  bim^  Deist,  if  yon  cat».^-Gfiace 
myfitdo  it — The  rcipeclive  merits  of  patriots  and 
martyn  stated.— 'Their  different  treatment. — 
Ha[9py  freedom  of  the  man  whom  gnK'e  mmke* 
free. — Hin  relUb  of  the  works  uf  God. — Address 
t»  the  Creator. 

*Ti>  mominp-;  and  the  S«n,  with  ruddy  orb 
Ascend insr,  Srra  th'  bwriion  ;  while  the  clouds, 
That  crowd  art- ay  before  the  driving  wiodj 
^lore  ardent  a^  the  disk  emerges  mote, 
Rn^entble  mo^t  some  cily  in  a  bla/e, 
Seen  thrrvn^h  tlie  leaBei^s  winid*     Hi<;  slanting  ray 
Slides  inelit^otoal  down  the  snu^y  vale, 
And,  t  n^intf  all  with  bis  owo  rosy  hoc^ 
From  ev'ry  herb  and  ev'ry  spiry  bbde 
Stretches  a  len^b  of  shadow  oVr  the  Aeld* 
iVIine,  spindlinif  iiilo  kmgitnde  immente^ 
In  spit*  of  gravity,  and  ^age  reniark 


That  I  minseir  am  but  a  fleet  rn^  shade, 
Provokes  me  to  a  smile.     With  eye  askance 
I  view  the  nuwular  proportion*d  limb 
Trarisforin'd  to  n.  lean  shank.     The  thapetesa  pair^ 
A*  they  design 'd  h*  miw  k  me,  fit  my  *iiflc 
Tnke  jitep  ftPf  strp ;  and,  as  I  nt-ar  .ipproach 
The  catta^,  walk  along  the  pliwter'd  wall, 
Pr<^fK>irronii  sipht !  the  legs  witbont  the  man, 
Tht;  verdure  of  the  plain  lie»  buried  deep 
Beopaih  Uie  djzzling  deluge ;  aail  the  bcnt<| 
And  eoarsiT  prraitf,  upspearJng  oVrthc  rest, 
Of  late  tmsiRhtly  and  noieen,  mwr  shine 
CoiMptcooui,  and  in  brijRbt  apparel  clad, 
Andt  Wedfd  with  icy  featJiers,  nod  superb. 
The  cattle  mnum  in  coiTJer*,  where  the  fenc« 
Screens  them,  and  sei^n  half  petrified  to  sleep 
I  n  u  nrec  u  mbent  »ad  ne^s .     The  re  they  w  ait 
Their  wonted  fudder;  nut  like  hun^Ving  man. 
Fretful  if  unsupplieai  j  but  silent,  incek. 
And  patient  of  ihe  slow  pac:  d  iwain'!!  delay. 
He  fiom  thefLaek  earvea  out  Ih*  occuitomM  loa^ 
Deep  p[itnging«  and  a|;atn  deep-plun^ng  oft, 
Hi«  bffjad  keen  knife  tnto  the  sorid  mais : 
Smooth  34$  a  wall  the  upright  nmnaoi  viands. 
With  Auch  un deviating  and  even  force 
He  seven*  rt  away:  no  heedless  care, 
Lc^t  sturmi  thotdd  overset  Iha  leaning  pilo 
DeciditouB,  or  it's  own  nnbftlanc'd  weight. 
Forth  gnei  the  woodman,  leaving  unconeeraM 
The  cheerful  hanms  gf  man ;  to  wield  Ibe  ««e. 
And  drive  the  wcdc^e,  in  yonder  hrt£A  drear, 
Ffjos  mom  to  eve  hi»  FOlitary  ta^k. 
Shapsry,  and  lean,  and  shrewd,  with  pointed  <mr^ 
And  tail  cmpp'd  fthorl,  half  lurcher  and  half  cur. 
His  dnj;  atrcnd^  him.     CJo^m.'  behind  hia  he£l 
fiiiw  creeps  he  alow ;  and  now,,  with  naany  a  fri^k 
Wide- scam p^rin^,  snatelies  up  tiie  drtfled  snoif 
VVitli  iv'ry  teeth,  or  ploughs  tt  with  hii  inout; 
Tlicn  shakes  his  powder'd  coat,  and  barkfl  (or  joy* 
Heedless  of  all  his  pranks,  the  sturidy  chart 
Moves  right  toward  tbe  mark  |  nor  stop  £br  aagbV 
Hut  now  and  then  willi  prcssore  of  his  thuni1> 
T^  adjust  the  fragrant  charpe  of  a  ihort  tnbe. 
That  fumcji  heneoth  his  00  e :  the  trailing  cloud 
Streams  far  heblml  him,  scenting  all  the  air. 
Now  from  the  rnont,  or  from  the  neighboring  pala^ 
Where,  ditrpent  to  catch  the  first  faint  gleam 
Of  smrlint^  davi,  tht?y  E'0'?!iip''d  sifle  by  stide. 
Come  truoping  nt  the  housewife's  well-knowa  call 
The  ftialhcr'd  tribes  domestic.     Half  on  wjn^, 
And  hiilt  on  ftXit,  they  hru-*h  the  fleecy  fiood. 
Cou.>»cioits  and  fearful  uf  too  deep  a  plange. 
The  !^parTnw«i  peep,  and  quit  the  shelt^ririg  earei^ 
To  iseize  ihe  fair  occai^ion  ;  well  they  eye 
The  scattor'd  ^rain^'  am  J  thicviihiy  resolv'd 
T^  e<=ciipe  th^  impending  f?tmine,  often  scared 
As  oh  return,  a  pc-rt  voracioitfl  kmd. 
Clean  nddanoe  quickly  made^  ori?  nnly  cart 
Remains  to  each,  the  search  of  simoy  nook, 
t  Jr  shed  impervious  to  the  blart.     Refiign^d 
To  sad  oecflfiiity,  the  cock  forwg-ies 
Hi;!  wootftd  stmt ;  and,  wading  at  t.^eir  bead 
W'lili  Vr  el  I  consider 'd  ^lepfl,.  fteems  to  reaent 
Hiji  alter^'d  gait  and  state!  iness  retrenched* 
How  find  the  myriads^  that  in  summet  cheer 
The  hills  ami  vaElies  with  their  eeasele«i  song^. 
Due  sustenance,  or  where  snbfiit  tbey  no*  ?   [mtv 
I'^arth  yields  them  nought  *  lb'  impriiMm'd  worm  k 
Beneath  the  froi{;n  clod  ;  »1|  %e^dt  of  herbi 
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Lie  corerM  clotc;  and  berry^bearing  thorns, 
Tliat  feed  the  thrush,  (whatever some  tuppofe) 
Aflbrd  the  smaller  mioatreb  oo  supply. 
The  luog  protracted  rigour  of  the  year, 
TbioB  all  their  num'rous  flocks.  In  chiuks  and  holes 
Tea  thousand  seek  an  unmolestetl  end, 
As  instinct  prompts ;  self-buried  ere  they  die. 
The  very  rooks  and  daws  forsake  the  fields. 
Where  neither  grub,  nor  root,  nor  earth-nut,  now 
Repays  their  labour  more ;  and  perched  aloft 
By  the  wajrside,  or  stalking  Hi  the  path. 
Lean  pensiouers  upon  the  traveller's  track, 
Pick  up  their  nauseous  dole,  though  sweet  to  them, 
Of  voided  pulse  or  half-digested  grain. 
The  streams  aie  lost  amid  the  splendid  blank, 
O'erarhelming  all  distinction.     On  the  flood. 
Indurated  and  flxM,  the  snowy  weight 
Lies  undissolved ;  while  silently  beneath, 
And  onperceivM,  the  current  steals  away. 
Not  so  where,  scornful  of  a  check,  it  leapt 
The  roilhlam,  dashes  on  the  restless  wheel. 
And  wantons  in  the  pebbly  gulf  below : 
No  frost  can  bind  it  there ;  it*s  utmost  force 
Can  but  arrest  the  light  and  smoky  mist. 
That  in  it's  fall  ^he  liquid  sheet  throws  wide. 
And  see  where  it  has  hung  th'  embroidered  banks 
With  forms  so  various,  that  no  iiow'rs  of  art. 
The  pencil  or  the  pen,  may  trace  the  scene ! 
Here  ghtt'ring  turrets  rise,  upbearing  high 
(Fantastic  misarrangement !)  on  the  roof 
Large  growth  of  «hat  may  seem  the  sparkling  trees 
.  And  shrubs  of  iajry  land.     The  crystal  drops. 
That  trickle  down  tlie  branches,  fast  congealed. 
Shoot  into  pillars  of  pellucid  length, 
And  prop  the  pile,  they  but  adorned  before. 
Here  grotto  within  grotto  ^fe  defies 
The  sunbeam ;  there,  eoiboss'd  and  fretted  wild, 
The  growing  wonder  takes  a  thousand  shapes 
Capricious,  in  which  fancy  seeks  in  vain 
The  likeness  of  some  object  seen  before. 
Thus  Nature  works  as  if  to  mock  at  Art, 
And  is  defiance  of  her  rival  pow'rs; 
By  these  fortuitoos  and  random  strokes 
Performing  such  inimitable  feats. 
As  she  with  all  her  rules  can  never  reach. 
Less  worthy  of  applause,  though  more  admired. 
Because  a  novelty,  the  work  of  man. 
Imperial  mistren  of  the  fur-clad  Ross, 
Thy  most  magnificent  and  mighty  freak. 
The  wonder  of  the  North.    No  forest  foil. 
When  thou  wonldst  baild  ;  no  quarry  sent  it's  stores 
T'  enrich  thy  walls :  but  thou  didst  hew  the  floods, 
And  make  thy  marble  of  the  glassy  wave. 
In  such  a  palace  Aristseus  found 
Cyrene,  when  be  bore  the  plaintive  tale 
Of  his  lost  bees  to  her  maternal  ear : 
In  sach  a  palace  Poetry  might  place 
The  armory  of  Winter ;  where  bis  troops. 
The  gloomy  clouds,  find  weapons,  arrowy  sleet. 
Skin-piercing  volley,  blossom-braising  hail. 
And  snow,  that  often  blinds  the  trav'ller^s  ooane. 
And  wraps  him  in  an  unexpected  tumb. 
Silently  as  a  dream  the  fabric  rose; 
No  sound  of  hammer  or  of  saw  was  there : 
lee  upon  ice,  the  well-adjusted  parts 
Were  soon  conjoined,  nor  other  cement  ask'd 
Than  water  interfused  to  make  them  one. 
Lamps  gracefully  disponed,  and  of  all  hjom, 
•lUumio'd  cv'ry  Mde :  a  wat'ry  light 


OleamM  through  the  clear  transparency,  thatfea^ 

Another  moon  new  risen,  or  meteor  fol|ea 

From  Heaven  to  Earth,  of  laoobcnt  flame  sereosw 

So  stood  tlic  brittle  prodigy  -,  though  smooth 

And  slippery  the  material^  yet  frost-boood 

Firm  as  a  rock.    Nor  wanted  aught  within. 

That  royal  residence  might  well  befit. 

For  grandeur  or  for  use.    Long  wavy  wreaths 

Of  flowers,  that  feared  no  enemy  but  warmth, 

Blushed  on  the  pannels.    Mirror  needed  doos 

Where  all  was  vitreous ;  but  in  order  due 

Convivial  table  and  comoDodious  seat 

(What  seeo^ej  at  least  commodious  seat)  were  there; 

Sofo,  and  couch,  and  high  built  throne  august. 

The  same  lubricity  was  found  in  all. 

And  all  was  moist  to  the  warm  touch;  a  scene 

Of  evanescent  glory,  once  a  stream, 

And  soon  to  slide  into  a  stream  again. 

Alas  !  'twas  but  a  mortifying  stroke 

Of  undesigned  severity,  that  glanced 

(Made  by  a  monarch)  on  her  own  estate, 

Of  huipan  grandeur  and  the  courts  of  kings» 

Twas  transient  in  itea  nature,  as  in  show 

nVas  durable ;  as  worthless,  as  it  seeme^ 

Intrinsically  precious ;  to  the  foot 

Treacherous  and  false ;  it  smiPd,  and  it  was  cold. 

Great  princes  have  great  playthings.    Some  hare 

.    .      played 
At  hewing  mountains  into  men,  and  some 
At  buildjng  human  wonders  mpuntain-high. 
Some  have  amus'd  the  dull,  sad  years  of  life, 
(Life  spent  in  indolence,  and  therefore  sad) 
With  scliemes  of  monumental  fome ;  and  soogbt 
By  pyramids  and  mausolean  pomp. 
Shortlived  themselves,  te  immortalize  their  bones. 
Some  seek  diversion  in  the  tented  field, 
And  make  the  sorrows  of  mankind  their  sport 
But  wares  a  game,  which,  were  their  sutjects  mm. 
Kings  would  not  play  at.     Nations  wouHl  do  well; 
T*  extort  their  truncheons  from  the  puny  hands 
Of  heroes,  whose  infirm  and  baby  minds 
Are  gratified  with  mischief;  and  who  spoil. 
Because  men  sufier  it,  their  toy  the  World. 

When  Babel  was  confounded,  and  the  great 
Confisderacy  of  projectors  wild  and  vam 
Was  split  into  diversity  of  tongues. 
Then,  as  a  shepherd  separates  bis  flock. 
These  to  the  upland,  to  the  valley  those, 
God  drave  asunder,  and  assign *d  their  lot 
To  all  the  nations.    Ample  was  the  boon 
He  gave  them,  in  it's  distribution  fair 
And  equal ;  and  he  bade  them  dwell  m  peace. 
Peace  was  awhile  their  care :  they  ploughed  sad 

sow'd. 
And  reap'd  their  plenty  without  grudge  or  strife. 
But  violence  can  never  longer  sleep 
Than  human  passioni|  please.    In  ev^ry  heart 
Are  sown  the  sparks  that  kindle  fiery  war ; 
OccasioD  needs  but  fan  them,  and  they  blaae. 
Cain  had  already  shed  a  brotheres  blood : 
The  deluge  washed  it  out ;  but  left  unqoenohed 
The  seeds  of  murder  in  the  breast  of  man. 
Soon  by  a  righteous  judgment  m  the  hm 
l'>f  his  des<;ending  progeny  was  found 
The  first  artificer  of  death ;  the  shrewd 
Contriver,  who  first  sweated  at  the  forge. 
And  forc'd  the  blunt  and  yet  unUoodied  steel 
To  a  keen  edge,  and  naade  it  bright  for  war. 
Him,  Tabal  luun'd.  Mm  VtUcaa  of  old  ttmei^ 
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And  the  fint  smith  vraa  the  first  nard'rer^s  son. 

His  art  surrivM  the  waters ;  and  ere  long, 

When  man  was  inaltiplied  and  spread  abroad 

In  tribes  and  clans,  and  bad  begun  to  call 

These  meadows  and  that  range  of  hills  his  own. 

The  tasted  sweets  of  property  begat 

Desire  of  more;  and  indnstry  in  some, 

T'  improve  and  cultivate  their  just  demesne, 

Made  others  covet  what  they  saw  so  fiir. 

Thus  war  began  on  Earth :  these  fought  for  spoil, 

And  those  in  self-defence.    Savage  at  firbt 

The  onset,  and  irregular.     At  length 

One  eminent  above  the  rest  for  strength. 

For  stratagem,  or  courage,  or  for  all, 

Was  chosen  l^der;  him  they  serv'd  in  war. 

And  him  in  peace,  for  sake  of  warlike  deeds 

Rev*reiic*d  no  less.     Who  could  with  him  compare  ? 

Or  who  so  worthy  to  control  themselves. 

As  be,  whose  prowess  had  bubduM  their  foes  ? 

Thus  war,  affording  field  for  the  display 

Of  virtue,  made  one  chief,  whom  times  of  peace. 

Which  have  their  exigences  too,  and  call 

For  skill  in  government,  at  length  made  king. 

King  was  a  name  too  proud  for  man  to  wear 

With  modesty  and  meekness ;  and  the  crown. 

So  dazzlmg  in  their  eyes,  whp  set  it  on. 

Was  sure  t'  intoxicate  the  brows  it  bound. 

It  is  the  abject  property  of  most. 

That,  being  parcel  of  the  conmion  mass. 

And  destitute  of  means  to  raise  themselves. 

They  sink,  and  settle  lower  than  they  need. 

They  know  not  what  it  is  to  feel  within 

A  comprehensive  feculty,  that  grasps 

Great  purposes  with  ease,  that  turns  and  wields. 

Almost  without  an  eflbrl,  plans  too  vast 

For  their  conception,  which  they  cannot  move. 

Conscious  of  impotence  they  soon  grow  drunk 

With  gazmg,  when  they  see  an  able  man 

Step  forth  to  notice ;  and,  besotted  thus. 

Build  him  a  pedesUl,  and  say,  **  Stand  there, 

"  And  be  our  admiration  and  our  praise.*' 

They  roll  themselves  before  him  in  the  dust. 

Then  most  deserving  in  their  own  acoonnt. 

When  most  extravagant  in  his  applause, 

As  if  exalting  him  they  rais'd  themselves. 

Thus  by  defaces,  self-cheatr4  of  their  sound 

And  sober  judgment,  that  he  is  batman^ 

They  demi-deiiy  and  fume  him  so, 

That  in  doe  season  he  forgets  it  too. 

Inflated  and  astmt  with  self-conceit. 

He  gulps  the  windy  diet ;  and  ere  long. 

Adopting  their  mistake,  profoundly  throki 

The  World  was  made  in  vain,  if  not  for  him. 

Thenceforth  they  are  his  cattle :  drudges,  bom 

To  bear  his  burdens,  drawing  in' his  gears. 

And  sweating  In  his  service,  his  caprice 

Becomes  the  soul,  that  animates  them  all. 

He  deems  a  thousand,  or  ten  thourand  lives. 

Spent  in  the  purchase  of  renown  for  him, 

An  easy  reckoning ;  and  they  think  the  same* 

Thus  kin^  were  first^nvented,  thus  kings 

Were  bnmishM  into  heroes,  and  became 

The  arbiters  of  this  terr^ueous  swamp ; 

Storks  among  frogs,  that  have  but  croak'd  and  died. 

Strange,  that  such  folly,  as  lifts  bloated  man 

To  eminence  fit  only  for  a  god. 

Should  ever  drivel  out  of  human  Itps, 

Kv*o  in  th«  cradled  wcakiMM  of  the  WorM  1 


Had  reachM  the  sinewy  firmness  of  their  youtl 
Aud  could  discriminate  and  argue  well 
On  subjects  more  mysterious,  they  were  yet 
Babes  in  the  cause  of  freedom,  and  should  fear 
And  quake  before  the  gods  themselves  had  ma 
But  above  measure  strange,  that  neither  proof 
Of  sad  experient^e,  nor  example  set 
By  some,  whose  patriot  virtue  has  prevail*d. 
Can  even  now,  when  they  are  grown  mature 
In  wisdom,  and  with  philosoptiic  deeds 
Familiar,  serve  t*  emancipate  the  rest ! 
Such  dopes  are  men  to  custom,  and  so  prona 
To  reverence  what  is  ancient,  and  can  plead 
A  course  of  long  observance  for  it's  use. 
That  even  servitude,  the  worst  of  ills, 
Because  deliver*d  down  from  sire  to  son. 
Is  kept  and  guarded  as  a  sacred  thing. 
But  is  it  fit,  or  can  it  bear  the  shock 
Of  rational  discussion,  that  a  man, 
Compounded  and  made  up  like  other  mea 
Of  elements  tumultuouti,  in  whom  lust 
And  folly  in  as  ample  measure  meet. 
As  in  the  bosoms  of  the  staves  he  roles,         / 
Should  be  a  despot  absolute,  and  boast 
Himself  the  only  ^eeman  of  his  land  ? 
Should,  when  he  pleases,  and  on  whom  he  wiU 
Wage  war,  with  any  or  with  no  pretence 
Of  provocation  giv'n,  or  wrong  sostain'd. 
And  force  the  beggarly  last  doit,  by  means 
That  hb  own  hnniour  dictates,  from  the  clutcl 
Of  Poverty,  that  thus  he  may  procure 
His  thousands,  weary  of  penurious  life, 
A  splendid  opportunity  to  die  ? 
Say  ye,  who  (with  leas  prudence  than  of  old 
Jotbam  ascribed  to  his  assembled  trees 
In  politic  convention)  put  your  trust 
V  th*  shadow  of  a  bramble,  and  redin'd 
In  fancied  peace  beneath  Ms  dang'rons  brancli 
Rgoice  in  him,  and  celebrate  his  sway. 
Where  find  ye  passive  fortitude  ?  Whence  tpn 
Your  self-denying  zeal,  that  holds  it  good. 
To  stroke  the  prickly  grievance,  and  to  hang 
His  thorns  with  streamers  of  continaal  praise  ? 
We  too  are  friends  to  loyalty.     We  love 
The  king  who  loves  the  law,  respects  his  boom 
And  reigns  content  within  them  :  him  we  serv< 
Freely  and  with  (feiight,  who  leaves  us  free  ? 
But  recollecting  still,  that  be  is  man. 
We  trust  him  not  too  for.    King  though  he  be 
And  king  in  England  too,  he  may  be  weak, 
And  .vain  enoogh  to  be  ambitious  still ; 
May  exercise  amiss  his  -pnper  powYs, 
Or  covet  more  than  freemen  ehe^^se  to  grant: 
Beyond  that  mark  is  treason.     He  is  onn, 
T*  administer,  to  guard,  t'  adorn,  the  state. 
But  not  to  warp  or  change  it.     We  are  his. 
To  serve  him  nobly  in  the  common  cause, 
True  to  the  death,  but  not  to  he  his  slaves. 
Mark  now  the  diffience,  ye  that  boast  your  lo 
Of  kings,  between  yoor  loyalty  and  ours. 
We  kive  the  man,  the  paltry  pageant  you : 
We  the  chief  patron  of  the  commonwealtb. 
You  the  regaidless  author  of  it's  woes : 
We  for  the  sake  <>f  liberty  a  king. 
You  chains  and  bondage  for  a  tyrant's  taka. 
Our  love  is  principle,  and  has  it*s  root 
In  reason,  is  judicious,  manly,  free; 
Yours,  abUndiartiiiclyOrOiicheitothatod, 


Sterling,  and  worthy  of  a  wise  roan's  with, 
I  would  not  be  a  king  to  be  belov'd 
Causeless,  and  daub'd  with  undiscerning  praise. 
Where  love  u  mere  attachment  to  the  throne 
Not  to  the  man,  who  fills  it  as  he  oogbt 

Whose  freedom  is  by  sufferance,  and  at  will 
Of  a  superior,  he  is  never  free. 
Who  lires,  and  is  not  weary  of  a  life 
Exposed  to  manacletf,  deserves  them  well. 
The  state,  that  strives  for  liberty,  though  fbiPd, 
And  forc'd  to  abandon  what  she  bravely  sought. 
Deserves  at  least  applause  for  her  attempt. 
And  pity  for  her  loss.     But  that^s  a  cause 
Not  often  unsuccessful :  pow*r  usurp'd 
Is  weakness  when  opposed ;  conscious  of  wrong, 
'Tis  pusillanimous  and  prone  to  fiight 
But  slaves,  that  once  conceive  the  glowing  thought 
Of  freedom,  in  that  hope  itself  possess 
All  that  the  contest  calls  for ;  spirit,  strength. 
The  scorn  of  danger,  and  united  hearts  ; 
The  surest  presage  of  the  good  they  seek  K 

The9  shame  to  manhood,  and  opprobrious  more 
To  France  than  all  her  losses  and  defeats. 
Old  or  of  later  date,  by  sea  or  land. 
Her  house  of  bondage,  worse  than  that  of  old 
Which  God  aveogUl  on  Pharaoh — the  Bastille. 
Ye  horrid  to»*rs,  th'  abode  of  broken  hearts  ; 
Ye  dungeons  and  ye  cages  of  despair. 
That  monarchs  have  supplied  from  age  to  age 
With  music,  such  as  suits  their  sovereign  ears. 
The  sighs  and  groans  of  miserable  men  ! 
There's  not  an  English  heart,  that  would  not  leap. 
To  bear  that  ye  were  falKn  at  latt ;  to  know 
That  ev*n  our  enemies,  so  oft  employed 
In  forging  chains  for  us,  themselves  were  free. 
For  he,  who  values  IJberty,  confines 
His  zeal  for  her  predominance  within 
No  narrow  bonnds ;  her  cause  engages  him 
Wherever  pleaded.     Tis  the  cause  of  man. 
There  dwell  the  most  forlorn  of  humankind, 
Immur'd  though  unaccus'd,  cdndemn'd  untried. 
Cruelly  spared,  and  hopeless  of  escape. 
There,  like  the  visionary  emblem  seen 
By  him  of  Babylon,  life  stands  a  stump, 
And,  filletted  about  ^ith  hoops  of  brass, 
Still  lives,  ihongb  all  his  pleasant  boughs  are  gone. 
To  count  the  hour-bell  and  expect  no  change; 
And  ever,  as  the  sullen  sound  is  heard. 
Still  to  reflect,  that,  though  a  joyless  note 
To  him,  whose  moments  all  have  one  dull  pace. 
Ten  thousand  rovers  in  the  World  at  large 
Account  it  music ;  that  it  summons  some 
To  theatre,  or  jocund  feast,  or  ball; 
The  wearied  hireling  finds  it  a  release 
From  labour ;  and  the  lover,  who  has  chid 
It's  long  delay,  feels  ev'ry  welcome  stroke 
Upon  his  heart-strings,  ttembliug  with  delight-— 
To  fly  for  refuge  from  distracting  thought 
To  such  amusements,  as  ingenions  wo 
Contrives,  hard-shifting,  and  without  her  tooU^ 

>  The  author  -hopes,  that  he  shall  not  be  cen- 
sured for  unnecessary  warmth  open  so  ioleresting 
a  subject.  He  is  aware,  that  it  is  become  almost 
fasihionable,  to  stigmatize*  nucb  sentimeols,  as  no 
better  than  empty  declamation;  but  it  is  «o  ill 
tymptoiOy  wod  peculiar  to  mpdern  tioMS. 


A  sad  memorial,  and  subjoin  hb  c 

To  turn  purveyor  to  an  overgorg'd 

And  bloated  spider,  till  the  pamper'd  pesi 

Is  made  fiimiliar,  watches  his  approach. 

Comes  at  his  call,  and  serves  him  for  a  friend--* 

To  wear  out  time  in  norofb^ring  to  and  fro 

The  studs,  that  thick  emboss  his  iron  door ; 

Then  downward  and  then  upward,  then  aslaat 

And  then  alternate ;  with  a  sickly  hope 

By  dint  of  change  to  give  his  tasteless  task 

Some  relish ;  till  the  sum,  exactly  found 

In  all  directions,  he  beghis  again — 

Oh  comfortless  existence !  bemm'd  around 

With  woes,  which  who  that  suffers  would  not  kneel 

And  beg  for  exile,  or  the  pangs  of  death  ? 

That  man  should  thus  encroach  on  fellow  i 

Abridge  him  of  his  just  and  native  rights. 

Eradicate  him,  tear  him  from  his  hold 

Upon  th'  endearments  of  domestic  life 

And  social,  ni^  his  fruitful oe^  and  use. 

And  doom  him  for  perhaps  a  heedless  word 

To  barrenness,  and  solitude,  and  tears. 

Moves  indignation,  makes  the  name  of  king 

(Of  king  whom  such  prerogative  can  please) 

A!i  dreadful  as  the  Manich«ui  god, 

Ador'd  through  fear,  strong  only  to  destroy. 

'Tis  liberty  alone,  that  gives  the  flow'r 
Of  fleeting  life  it's  lustre  and  perfume  $ 
And  we  are  weeds  without  it.     All  < 
Except  what  wisdom  lays  on  evil  mea. 
Is  evil :  hurts  the  fiiculties,  impedes 
Their  progress  in  the  road  of  science;  Uioids 
The  eyesight  of  Discovery  ;  aodbegets^ 
In  those  that  sufier  it,  a  sordid  miod. 
Bestial,  a  meagre  intellect,  unfit 
To  be  the  tenant  of  man's  noble  form. 
Thee  therefore  still,  blameworthy  as  then  art. 
With  all  thy  l<iss  of  empire,  and  though  squess'i 
By  public  exigence,  till  annual  food 
Fails  for  the  craving  hunger  of  the  state^ 
Thee  I  account  still  happy,  and  the  diieif 
Among  the  nations,  seeing  thou  art  free. 
My  native  nook  of  earth  !  Thy  clime  is  rude. 
Replete  with  .vapours,  and  disposes  OHich 
All  hearts  to  sadness,  and  none  more  than  mines 
Thine  unad^lt*^ate  orumners  are  leas  soft 
And  plausible  than  social  liCs  requires. 
And  thou  hast  need  of  discipline  and  art. 
To  give  thee  what  politer  France  reeeivet 
From  nature's  bounty-^at  hnmane  addiesa 
And  sweetness,  without  which  no  pleasure  it 
In  convene,  either  starved  by  cold  reserve. 
Or  flnshM  with  fierce  dispnte,  a  senseless  brawL 
Yet  being  firoe  1  love  thee :  f6r  the  sake 
Of  that  one  feature  can  be  well  ooatent, 
DtsgracM  as  thon  hast  been,  poor  as  thou  art. 
To  seek  no  sublunary  rest  beside. 
But  once  enslav'd,  fisrewell  I  I  could  endure 
Chains  no  where  patiently ;  and  chaios  at  home. 
Where  I  am  free  by  birthright,  not  at  alL 
Then  what  were  left  of  roughness  in  the  graia 
Of  British  natures,  wanting  it*s  excuse 
That  it  belongs  to  fteemeu,  woukl  disgust 
And  shock  roe.    I  should  then  with  double  pais 
Feel  all  the  rigour  of  thy  fickle  clime ; 
And,  if  I  must  bewail  the  blessing  lo6t. 
For  which  our  Hainp4ew  and  wr  SiAmf%  Uo^ 
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xviiiaer,  amoBg  a  people  less  austere ; 
1q  scenes,  which  having  never  known  me  free, 
Woold  not  reproach  me  with  the  lost  1  felt. 
Do  1  forbode  impossible  eveoU, 
Aod  tremble  at  vaio  dreams  ?  Hemv*n  grant  I  may ! 
But  th»  age  of  virtoous  politics  is  past, 
Aod  we  are  deep  in  that  of  cold  pretence. 
Patriots  are  grown  too  shrewd  to  be  sincere. 
And  we  too  wise  to  trust  them.    He  that  takes 
.  Deep  in  his  soft  crcylulity  the  stamp 
Designed  by  loud  declaimers  on  the  part 
Of  liberty,  themselves  the  slaves  of  lust. 
Incurs  derision  for  his  easy  faith. 
And  lack  of  knowledge,  and  with  caase  enough  : 
F6r  when  was  public  virtue  to  be  found. 
Where  private  was  not  ?  Can  he  love  the  whole. 
Who  loves  no  part  ?  He  i)e  a  nation*s  friend. 
Who  is  in  truth  the  friend  of  no  man  there  ? 
Can  he  be  strenuous  in  his  country's  cause, 
Who  slights  the  charities,  for  whose  dear  sake 
That  country,  if  at  all,  must  be  belov'd  ? 

Tis  therefore  sober  and  good  men  are  sad 
Tor  England's  glory,  seeing  it  wax  pale 
And  sickly,  while  her  champions  wear  their  hearts 
So  loose  to  private  duty,  that  no  brain, 
Bealthfal  and  undisturbed  by  factious  fumes. 
Can  dream  them  trusty  to  the  gen*ral  weal. 
Such  were  they  not  of  old,  whose  tempered  blades 
Dispersed  the  shackles  of  usurped  control, 
And  hew'd  them  link  from  link ;  then  Albion's  sons 
Were  sons  indeed ;  they  felt  a  filial  heart 
Beat  high  within  them  at  a  mother's  wrongs  ; 
And,  shining  each  in  his  domestic  sphere, 
Shone  brighter  still,  once  calPd  to  public  view, 
nis  therefore  many,  whose  sequestered  lot 
Porbids  their  interference,  looking  on. 
Anticipate  perforce  some  dire  event; 
Aod,  seeing  the  old  castle  of  the  §tate. 
That  proinisM  once  more  firmness,  so  assaiPd, 
That  all  it*s  tempest  beaten  turrets  shake. 
Stand  motionless  expectants  of  it's  fall. 
All  has  it'^  date  below  ;  the  fatal  hour 
Was  register*d  in  Iicav*n  ere  time  began. 
We  turn  to  dust,  aod  all  our  mightiest  works 
Die  too :  the  deep  foundations  that  we  lay. 
Time  ploughs  them  up,  aod  not  a  trace  remains. 
We  build  with  what  we  deem  eternal  rock^ 
A  distant  age  asks  where  the  fobric  stood  ; 
Aod  in  the  du»t,  sifted  and  searched  in  vain. 
The  undiscoverable  secret  sleeps. 

But  there  is  yet  a  liberty,  unsung 
By  poeu,  and  by  senators  unprais'd, 
Which  mooarchs  caitnot  grant,  nor  all  the  pow'rs 
Of  Earth  and  Hell  confederate  take  away: 
A  liberty,  which  persecution,  fraud. 
Oppression,  prisons,  have  no  pow'r  to  bind  ; 
Which  whoso  t^^tes  can  be  enslav'd  no  nkore. 
Tis  liberty  of  heart  derived  from  Heav'n, 
Bought  with  his  blood,  who  gave  it  to  mankind. 
And  seal'd  with  the  same  token.     It  is  hehl 
By  charter,  and  that  charter  sanctjon'd  sure 
By  tb*  unimpeachable  and  awful  oath 
And  promise  of  a  God.     His  other  gifts 
All  bear  the  royal  stamp,  that  speaks  them  his. 
And  are  august;  but  this  transcends  them  alk 
His  other  works,  the  visible  display 
Of  aK-creating  energy  and  might, 
Are  grand  no  doubt,  imd  isvftby  pf  ths  word. 


Unoccupied,  nas  nlrd  toe  void  so  well, 
And  made  so  sparkling  what  wa«  dark  befo 
But  these  are  not  his  glory.     Man,  'tis  tru< 
Smit  with  the  beauty  of  so  fair  a  scene. 
Might  well  suppose,  th*  artificer  divine 
Meant  it  eternal,  had  he  not  himself 
PronouncM  it  transient,  glorious  as  it  is. 
And,  still  designing  a  more  glorious  far, 
DoomM  it  as  insufficient  for  h:s  praise. 
7*hese  therefore  are  occasional,  and  pass; 
Form'd  for  the  confutation  of  the  fool, 
Whose  lying  heart  disputes  against  a  God ; 
That  office  served,  they  must  be  swept  awa 
Not  so  the  labours  of  his  love :  they  shine 
In  other  heav'ns  than  these  that  we  behold 
And  fads  not    There  is  Paradise  that  feai 
No  forfeiture,  and  of  it's  fruits  he  sends 
Large  prelibation  oil  to  saints  below. 
Of  these  the  first  in  order,  and  the  pledge, 
And  confident  assurance  of  the  rest. 
Is  liberty ;  a  flight  into  his  arms. 
Ere  yet  mortality's  fine  threads  give  way, 
A  clear  escape  from  tyrannizing  lust, 
And  full  immunity  from  penal  wo. 

Chains  are  the  portion  of  revolted  man, 
Stripes,  and  a  dungeon  ;  and  his  body  ser 
The  triple  purpose.     In  that  sickly,  foul. 
Opprobrious  residence  he  finds  them  all. 
Propense  his  heart  to  idols,  he  is  held 
In  silly.dotage  on  created  things. 
Careless  of  their  Creator.    And  that  low 
And  sordid  gravitation  of  his  pow*rs 
To  a  vile  clod  so  draws  him,  with  such  fbr« 
Resistless  firom  the  centre  he  should  seek. 
That  he  at  last  forgets  iL     All  his  hopes 
Tend  downward ;  his  ambition  is  to  sink. 
To  reach  a  depth  profounder  still,  and  stil 
Profounder,  in  the  fothomless  abyss 
Of  folly,  plunging  in  pursuit  of  death* 
But  ere  he  gain  the  comfortless  repose 
He  seeks,  and  acquiescence  of  bis  soul 
In  Heav'n-renouocing  exile,  he  endures— 
What  doc^  he  not,  from  lusts  oppos'd  in  v 
And  self-reproaching  conscience  ?  He  fore 
The  fatal  issue  to  his  health,  fame,  peace^ 
Fortune,  and  dignity ;  the  loss  of  all, 
That  can  ennoble  man,  aud  make  frail  life 
Short  as  it  is,  supportable.    Still  worse. 
Far  worse  than  all  the  plagues,  with  whicb 
Infect  bis  happiest  moments,  he  forebodes 
Ages  of  hopeless  misVy.    Future  death, 
And  death  still  future.    Not  a  hasty  stroki 
Like  that  which  sends  him  to  the  dusty  gr 
But  unrepealable  enduriug  death. 
Scripture  is  still  a  trumpet  to  his  fean : 
What  none  can  prove  a  fonj*ry  m^  be  tri 
What  none  but  bad  men  wish  exploded  mi 
That  scruple  checks  him.    Riot  is  not  Ioik 
Nor  drunk  enough,  to  drown  it     In  the  n 
Of  laughter  his  compunctions  are  sincere ; 
'  And  be  abhors  the  jest,  by  which  he  shinet 
Reny)r9e  begets  reform.    His  master-lust 
Falls  first  before  his  resolute  rebuke. 
And  seems  dethron'd  and  vanquished.  Pea< 
But  spurious  and  short-livM  ;  the  puny  cl 
Of  telf-congratulating  Pride,  begot 
On  fancied  Innooence.    Again  be  falls, 
And  ights  9^  i  hut  finds  hit  \mi  essajF 
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A  prenge  ominous,  poitendiog  ttill 
It's  own  disbonoar  by  a  worse  relapse. 
Till  Nature,  uoavailuig  Nature,  foiPd 
So  oft,  and  wearied  in  the  vain  attempt, 
Soofis  at  ber  own  performance.    Reason  now 
Takes  part  witb  appetite,  and  pleads  the  cause 
Perversely,  which  of  late  she  so  oondemnM  ; 
With  shallow  shifts  and  old  devices,  worn 
And  tattered  in  the  service  of  debauch. 
Covering  his  shame  firom  bis  offended  sight 

**  Hath  Ood  indeed  giv*n  appetites  to  mr:n. 
And  stor*d  the  Earth  so  plenteousTy  with  means, 
To  gratify  the  hunger  of  his  wish ; 
And  doth  he  reprobate,  and  will  he  damn 
The  use  of  his  own  bounty  ?  making  first 
So  frail  a  kind,  and  then  enacting  laws 
So  strict,  that  less  than  perfect  must  despair? 
Falsehood  I  which  whoso  but  suspects  of  truth 
Dishonours  God,  and  makes  a  sla^  of  man. 
Do  they  themselves,  who  undertake  for  hire 
The  teacher's  office,  and  dispense  at  Urge 
Their  weekly  dole,of  edifying  strains. 
Attend  to  their  own  music  i  have  they  faith 
In  what  with  such  solemnity  of  tone 
And  gesture  they  propound  to  our,  belief? 
Nay— <xnKiuct  hath  the  loudest  tongue.  The  voice 
Is  but  an  instrument,  on  which  the  priest 
May  play  what  tune  he  pleases.    In  the  deed. 
The  unequivocal,  authentic  deed, 
W*e  find  sound  argument,  we  read  the  heart" 

Such  reasonings  (if  that  name  must  needs  belong 
T'  excuses  in  which  reason  has  no  part) 
Serve  to  compose  a  spirit  well  inclined. 
To  live  on  terms  of  amity  with  vice. 
And  sin  without  disturbance.    Often  orgM, 
(As  often  as  libidinous  discourse 
Exhausted,  he  resorts  to  solemn  themes 
Of  theological  and  grave  import  J 
They  gain  at  last  his  unreserved  assent ; 
Till,  hardened  his  heart's  temper  In  the  forgt 
Of  lust,  and  on  the  anvil  of  despair. 
He  slights  the  strokes  of  conscience.  Nothing  moves, 
Or  nothing  much,  his  constancy  in  ill ; 
Vain  tampering  has  hut  fbster'd  his  disease  ; 
»Tis  de^'rate,  and  he  sleeps  the  sleep  of  death. 
Kaste  now,  philosopher,  and  set  him  free. 
Charm  the  deaf  serpent  wisely.     Make  him  hear 
Of  rectitude  and  fitness,  moral  truth 
How  lovely,  and  the  moral  sense  how  sure, 
CoTisulted  and  obey'd,  to  guide  his  steps 
Directly  to  the  first  and  only  pais. 
Spare  not  in  such  a  cause.     Spend  all  the  pow'rs 
Of  rant  and  rhapsody  in  virtue's  praise : 
Be  most  sublimely  good,  verbosely  grand. 
And  with  poetic  trappings  grace  thy  pmse. 
Till  it  outmantle  all  the  pride  of  verse. — 
Ah,  tinkling  cymbal,  and  high  sounding  brass. 
Smitten  in  vain  !  such  music  cannot  charm 
The  eclipse,  that  intercepts  truth's  heav'niy  beam. 
And  chills  and  darkens  a  wide-wand'ring  soul. 
'I'he  STILL  SMALL  voicB  is  Wanted.    He  must  speak, 
Whose  word  leaps  forth  at  once  to  it's  effect ; 
Who  calls  for  things  that  are  not,  and  they  come. 

Grace  makes  the  slave  a  freemau.  'Tis  a  change, 
That  turns  to  ridicule  tMte  turgid  speech 
And  stately  tone  of  moralists,  who  boast, 
As  if,  like  him  of  fabulous  renown. 
They  had  indeed  ability  to  smooth 
'The  shag  of  savagt  nature,  and  wert  each 


An  Orpheos,  and  omnipotent  m  aoog  ; 
But  transformation  of  apostate  man 
From  fool  to  wise,  from  earthly  to  divine. 
Is  work  for  Him  that  osade  him.    He  alooe. 
And  he  by  means  in  philosophic  eyes 
Trivial  and  worthy  of  disdain,  achieves 
The  wonder;  humanizing  what  is  brute 
In  the  lost  kind,  extracting  from  the  lips 
Of  asps  their  venom,  overpow'ring  strength. 
By  weakness,  and  hostility  by  love. 

Patriots  have  toil'd,  and  in  their  country's  came 
Bled  nobly  ;  and  their  deeds,  as  they  deserve. 
Receive  proud  recompense.     We  give  in  charge 
Their  names  to  the  sweet  l3rre.     Th*  historic  Most, 
Proud  of  the  treasure,  marches  witb  it  down 
To  latest  times ;  and  Sculpture,  in  herturo* 
Gives  bond  in  stone  and  ever-during  brass 
To  guard  them,  and  t'  immortalize  her  trust: 
But  fairer  wreaths  are  due,  though  never  paid. 
To  those,  who,  posted  at  the  shrine  of  Truth, 
Have  fall'n  in  her  defence.    A  patriot's  blood. 
Well  spent  in  such  a  strife,  may  earn  indeed. 
And  for  a  time  ensure,  to  bis  lov'd  land 
The  sweets  of  liberty  and  equal  laws ; 
But  martyrs  struggle  for  a  brighter  prize 
And  win  it  with  more  pain.     Their  blood  is  shed 
In  confirmation  of  the  noblest  claim. 
Our  claim  to  feed  upon  immortal  truth. 
To  walk  with  God,  to  be  divinely  free. 
To  soar,  and  to  anticipate  the  skies. 
Yet  few  remember  them.     They  liv'd  nnknown. 
Till  Perseoution  dragg'd  them  into  fame. 
And  <:has'd  them  up  to  Heav'n.    Their  ashes  flew 
— No  marble  tells  us  whither.    With  their  namea 
No  bard  embalms  and  sanctifies  his  song : 
And  History,  so  warm  on  meaner  themes. 
Is  cold  on  this.     She  execrates  indeed 
The  tyranny,  that  doom'd  them  to  the  fire. 
But  gives  the  gloriojis  suff'ren  little  praise  *. 

He  is  the  freeman,  whom  the  truth  makes  fret. 
And  all  are  slaves  beside.    There's  not  a  chain. 
That  hellish  foes,  confed'rate  for  his  harm. 
Can  wind  around  him,  but  be  cas^  it  off. 
With  as  much  ease  as  Samson  his  green  withes; 
He  looks  abroad  into  the  varied  field 
Of  nature,  and  though  jwor  perhaps,  compared 
With  those  whose  mansions  glitter  in  his  sight. 
Calls  the  delightful  scen'ry  all  his  own. 
His  are  the  mountains,  and  the  vallies  his. 
And  the  resplendent  rivers.     His  t'  enjoy 
With  a  propriety  that  none  can  feel, 
But  who,  with  filial  confidence  inspired. 
Can  lift  to  Heav'n  an  unpresomptuons  eye. 
And  smiling  say — <*  My  Father  ibade  them  all  !*> 
Are  they  not  h's  by  a  peculiar  right. 
And  by  an  emphasis  of  interest  his. 
Whose  eye  they  fill  with  tears  of  holy  joy. 
Whose  heart  with  praise,  and  whose  exalted  mind 
With  worthy  thoughts  of  that  unwearied  love 
That  plann'd,  and  built,  and  still  upholds,  a  worid 
So  cloth'd  with  beauty  for  rebellious  man  ? 
Yen — ycTnay  fill  your  garments  y^  that  reap 
The  loaded  soil,  and  ye  may  waste  much  good 
In  senseless  riot;  but  ye  will  not  find 
In  feast,  or  in  the  chase,  in  song  or  dance, 
A  liberty  like  his,  who,  unimpeach'd 
Of  usurpation,  and  to  no  man's  wrong, 

*  See  Hume. 
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And  has  a  richer  nse  of  yours  than  yoa* 
He  Is  indeed  a  freeman.    Free  by  birth 
Of  no  mean  city ;  plann'd  or  ere  the  hills 
W^ere  built,  the  fountains  open'd,  or  the  sea 
With  all  his  roaring  multitude  of  waves. 
His  freedom  is  the  same  in  ev'ry  state ; 
And  no  condition  of  tbb  changeful  life. 
So  manifold  in  cares,  whose  eT*ry  day 
Brings  it's  own  evil  with  it,  makes  it  less  : 
For  be  has  wings,  that  neither  sickness,  pain, 
Nor  penury,  can  cripple  or  confine. 
Ko  nook  so  narrow  but  he  spreads  them  there 
With  ease,  and  is  at  large.    Th'  oppressor  holds 
His  body  bound ;  but  knows  not  what  a  range 
His  spirit  takes  unconscious  of  a  chain ; 
And  that  to  bind  him  is  a  rain  attempt. 
Whom  God  delights  in,  and  in  whom  he  dwells. 

Acquaint  thyself  with  God,  if  thou  wonld'st  taste 
His  works.     Admitted  once  to  his  embrace, 
Tboa  Shalt  perceive  that  thou  wast  blind  before : 
Thine  eye  shall  be  instructed ;  and  thine  heart 
Made  pure  shall  relish  with  divine  delight 
Till  then  nnfelt,  what  hands  divine  have  wrought. 
Brutes  graze  the  mountain  top,  with  faces  prone. 
And  eyes  intent  upon  the  scanty  herb 
It  yields  them ;  or,  recumbent  on  it's  brow, 
Komioate  heedless  of  the  scene  outspread 
Beneath,  beyond,  and  stretching  far  away 
From  inland  regions  to  the  distant  main. 
Man  views  it,  and  admires ;  but  rests  content 
With  what  he  views.  The  landscape  has  his  praise, 
But  not  it's  author.    Unconcerned  who  formed 
The  Paradise  he  sees,  he  finds  it  such. 
And,  such  well  pleas'd  ta  find  it,  asks  no  more. 
Not  so  the  mind,  tliat  has  been  touch'd  from  Heav'n, 
And  in  the  school  of  sacred  wisdom  taught^ 
To  read  his  wonders,  in  whose  thought  Uie  World, 
F4ir  as  it  is,  existed  ere  it  was. 
Not  for  it's  own  sake  merely,  bat  for  his 
Much  more,  who  fashion'd  it,  he  gives  it  praise; 
Praise  that  from  Earth  resulting,  as  it  ought,    > 
To  Earth's  acknowledged  sov'reign  finds  at  once 
It's  only  just  proprietor  in  Him. 
The  soul  that  sees  him  or  receives  sublim'd 
New  Acuities,  or  learns  at  least  t'  employ 
More  worthily  the  pow'rs  she  own'd  before, 
Discerns  in  all  things  what,  with  stupid  gaze 
Of  ignorance,  till  then  she  overlook'd, 
A  ray  of  hcav'niy  light,  gilding  all  forms 
Terestrial  in  the  vast  and  the  minute ; 
The  unambiguous  footseps  of  the  God, 
Who  gives  it's  lustre  to  an  insect's  wing. 
And  wheels  his  tlirone  upon  the  rolling  worlds. 
Much  conversant  with  Heav'n,  she  often  holds 
With  those  fair  ministers  of  light  to  man. 
That  fill  the  skies  nightly  with  silent  pomp. 
Sweet  conference.     Inquires  what  strains  were  they 
With  which  Heav'n  rang,  when  ev'ry  stir  in  haste 
To  gratulate  the  new  created  Earth, 
Sent  forth  a  voii^e,  and  all  the  sons  of  God 
Shouted  for  joy. — «*  Tell  me,  ye  shining  hosts. 
That  navigate  a  sea  that  knows  no  storms, 
Beneath  a  vault  unsullied  with  a  cloud. 
If  from  your  elevation,  whence  ye  view 
Distinctly  scenes  invisible  to  man. 
And  systems,  of  whose  birth  no  tidings  3ret 
Have  reach'd  this  nether  world,  ye  spy  a  race 
Fav«or'd  as  uurs ;  transgressors  from  the  womb 


And  to  possess  a  brighter  Heav'n  than  yours 
As  one,  who,  long  detain'd  on  foreign  shores 
Pants  to  return,  and  when  he  sees  afar 
His  country's  weather-bleach'd  and  batterM 
From  the  green  wave  emerging,  darts  an  ey( 
Radiant  with  joy  towards  the  happy  land; 
So  I  with  animated  hopes  behold, 
And  many  an  aching  wish,  your  beamy  fires 
That  show  like  beacons  in  the  blue  abyss, 
Ordain'd  to  guide  th'  embodied  spirit  home 
From  toilsome  life  to  never-ending  rest. 
Love  kindles  i^s  I  gaze.     I  feel  desires. 
That  give  assurance  of  their  own  success. 
And  that,  infus'd  from  Heav'n,  must  thithei 
So  reads  he  nature,  whom  the  lamp  of  tn 
Illuminates.     Thy  lamp,  mysterious  Word 
Which  whoso  sees  no  longer  wanders  lost. 
With  intellects  bemaz'd  in  endless  doubt, 
But  runs  the  road  of  wisdom.     Thou  hast  bu 
With  means,  that  were  not  till  by  thee  empi 
Worlds,  that  had  never  been  hadst  thou  in  s 
Been  less,  6r  less  benevolent  than  strong. 
They  are  thy  witnesses,  who  speak  thy  pow' 
And  goodness  infinite,  but  speak  in  ears. 
That  hear  not,  or  receive  not  their  report. 
In  vain  thy  creatures  testify  of  thee, 
Till  thou  proclaim  thyself.     Theirs  is  indeec 
A  teaching  voice  ;  but  'tis  the  praise  of  thin 
That  whom  it  teaches  it  makes  prompt  to  le 
And  with  the  boon  gives  talents  for  it's  use. 
Till  thou  art  heard,  imaginations  vain 
Possess  the  heart,  and  fables  folse  as  Hell ; 
Yet  deem'd  oracular,  lure  down  to  death 
The  uninformM  and  heedless  souls  of  men. 
We  give  to  chance,  blind  chance,  ourselves  a 
Tke  glory  of  thy  work ;  which  yet  appears 
Perfect  and  unimpeachable  of  blame. 
Challenging  human  scrutiny,  and  prov'd 
Then  skilful  most  when  most  severely  jodg'i 
But  chance  is  not ;  or  is  not  where  thou  reig 
Thy  providence  forbids  that  fickle  pow'r 
( If  pow'r.  she  be,  that  works  but  to  confound] 
To  mix  her  wild  vagaries  with  thy  laws. 
Yet  thus  we  dote,  refusing  while  we  can 
Instruction,  and  inventing  to  ourselves 
Gods  such  as  guilt  makes  welcome ;  gods  tha 
Or  disregard  our  follies,  or  that  sit 
Amus'd  spectators  of  this  bustling  stage. 
Thee  we  reject,  unable  to  abide 
Thy  purity,  till  pure  as  thou  art  pure, 
Made  such  by  thee,  we  love  thee  for  that  ca 
For  which  we  shunn'd  and  hated  thee  before 
Then  we  are  free.    Then  liberty,  like  day. 
Breaks  on  the  soul,  and  by  a  flash  from  Hea 
Fires  all  the  faculties  with  glorious  joy. 
A  voice  is  heard,  that  mortal  ears  hear  not, 
Till  thou  hast  touch'd  them ;  'tis  the  voice  < 
A  loud  Hosanna  sent  fi-om  all  thy  works ; 
Which  he  that  hears  it  with  a  shout  repeats, 
And  adds  his  rapture  to  the  gen'ral  praise. 
In' that  blest  moment  Nature,  throwing  wide 
Her  veil  opaque,  discloses  with  a  smile 
The  author  of  her  beauties,  who,  retir'd 
Behind  his  own  creation,  works  imseen 
By  the  impure,  and  bears  his  pow'r  denied. 
Thou  art  Uie  source  and  centre  of  all  minds. 
Their  only  point  of  rest,  eternal  Word  ! 
From  thee  departing  they  are  lost,  and  rove 
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At  random  witboiii  honour,  hope,  or  peace. 
From  thee  is  all,  that  soothi  the  Ufe  of  man, 
HiB  high  endeavour,  and  bis  glad  success. 
His  strength  to  suffer,  and  his  will  to  serve. 
But  O  thou  bounteous  giver  of  all  good. 
Thou  art  of  all  thy  gifts  thyself  the  crown  ! 
Give  what  thou  canst,  without  tbee  we  are  poor  ; 
And  with  thee  rich,  take  what  thou  wilt  away. 


THE  TASK* 

■ooK  n. 
THE  WINTER  WALK  AT  NOON. 

ARCOMSNT  or  THE  StZTH   BOOK. 

Bells  at  a  distance.— Their  effect — A  fine  noon  in 
winter.— A  sheltered  walk. — Meditation  better 
than  books. — Our  familiarity  with  the  course  of 
nature  makes  it  appear  less  wonderful  than  it 
is. — ^The  transformation  that  spring  effects  in  a 
shrubbery  described. — .\  mistake  concerning  the 
course  of  nature  corrected. — God  mainuins  it 
by  an  unremitted  act — The  amusements  fashi- 
onable at  this  hour  of  the  day  reproved. — Animals 
happy,  a  delightful  sight — Origin  of  cruelty  to 
animals  —That  it  is  a  great  crime  proved  from 
Scripture. — ^That  proof  illustrated  by  a  tale. — A 
line  drawn  between  the  lawful  and  unlawful  des< 
truction  of  them.— Their  good  and  useful  proper- 
ties  insisted  on. — Apology  for  the  encomiums  bes- 
towed by  the  author  on  animals.— Instances  of 
man's  extravagant  praise  of  man. — ^The  groans 
of  the  creation  shall  have  an  end. — A  view  taken 
of  the  restoration  of  all  things. — An  invocation  and 
an  invitatk>n  of  UJm,  who  shall  bring  it  to  pass.— 
The  retired  man  vindicated  from  the  charge  of 
uselesmeis.— Conclusion. 

True  is  in  tonls  a  83rmpathy  with  sounds. 
And  as  the  mind  is  pitched  the  ear  b  pleas'd 
With  melting  airs  or  martial,  brisk  or  grave ; 
Some  chord  in  unison  with  what  we  hear 
Is  touch*d  within  us,  and  the  heart  repliei. 
How  soft  the  music  of  those  village  bells. 
Falling  at  intervals  upon  the  ear 
In  cadence  sweet,  now  dying  all  away. 
Now  peahng  loud  again,  and  louder  still. 
Clear  and  sonorous,  as  the  gale  comes  on  ! 
With  easy  force  it  opens  all  the  cells 
Where  Mem*ry  slept    Wherever  I  have  heard 
A  kindred  melody,  the  scene  recurs. 
And  with  it  all  it*s  pleasures  and  it's  pains* 
Soch  comprehensive  views  the  spirit  takes. 
That  in  a  few  short  moments  I  retrace 
(As  in  a  map  the  voyager  his  course)  . 
The  windings  of  my  way  through  many  years. 
Short  as  in  retrospect  the  journey  seems. 
It  seemed  not  always  short ;  the  rugged  path» 
And  prospect  oft  so  dreary  and  forlorn, 
Mov*d  many  a  sigh  at  it's  disheartening  length. 
Yet  feeling  present  evils,  while  the  past 
>    Faintly  impress  the  mind,  or  not  at  all. 
How  readily  we  wish  time  spent  revoked. 
That  we  might  try  the  ground  again,  where  onoe 
(Through  inezperieoce,  at  we  now  perceive) 


We  miss'd  that  happinen  ire  might  have  foond!  ' 
Some  friend  is  gone,  perhaps  his  son's  best  friend, 
A  father,  whose  authority,  m  show 
When  most  severe,  and  mttst'ring  all  it's  fbrct, 
Was  but  the  graver  countenance  of  love ; 
Whose  fsvour,  like  the  clouds  of  spring,  might  loi'r, 
And  utter  now  and  then  an  awful  voice, 
But  had  a  blessing  in  it's  darkest  frown, 
Threat'ning  at  once  and  nourishiag  the  plant 
We  lov'd.  but  not  enough,  the  gentle  hand, 
7*bat  rear'd  us.    At  a  thoughtless  age,  allur'd 
By  ev*ry  gilded  folly,  we  renounc'd 
His  shelt'ring  side,  and  wilfully  forewent 
That  converse,  which  we  now  in  vain  regret 
How  gladly  would  the  man  recall  to  life 
The  boy's  neglected  sire  !  a  mother  too, 
That  softer  friend,  perhaps  more  gladly  stilT, 
MigAt  he  demand  theni  at  the  gates  of  death. 
Sorrow  has,  since  they  went,  subdu'd  and  tam'd 
The  playful  humour ;  he  could  now  endure, 
(Himself  grown  sober  in  the  vale  of  tears) 
And  feel  a  parent's  presence  no  restraint 
But  not  to  uuderstand  a  treasure's  worth. 
Till  time  has  stolen  away  the  slighted  goodi 
Is  cause  of  half  the  poverty  we  feel. 
And  makes  the  world  the  wilderness  it  it. 
The  few  that  pray  at  all  pray  oft  amiss. 
And,  seeking  grace  t'  improve  the  prize  they  boU, 
Would  urge  a  wiser  suit  than  asking  more. 

The  night  was  winter  in  hb  roughest  mood; 
The  morning  sharp  and  clear.    But  now  at  nooi 
Upon  the  southern  side  of  the  slant  hills. 
And  where  the  woods  fence  off  the  northern  Mast, 
The  season  smiles,  resigning  all  it's  rage, 
And  has  the  warmth  of  May.    The  vault  is  blue 
Witliout  a  cloud,  and  white  without  a  speck 
The  dazzling  splendour  of  the  scene  below. 
Again  the  harmony  comes  o'er  the  vale ; 
And  through  the  trees  1  view  th'  embattled  tov'r, 
Whence  all  the  music.     I  again  perceive 
The  soothing  influence  of  the  wafted  strains, 
And  settle  m  soft  musings  as  I  tread 
The  walk,  still  verdant,  under  oaks  and  elmi, 
Whose  outspread  brandies  overarch  the  glade. 
The  roof,  though  movable  throu|^  all  if  s  lengtk 
As  the  wind  sways  it,  has  yet  well  sufficed. 
And,  intercepting  ii\  their  silent  fall 
The  frequent  flid^os,  has  kept  a  path  for  mCi 
No  noise  is  here,  or  none  tha(t  hinders  thought 
The  red-breast  warbles  still,  but  is  content 
With  slender  notes,  and  more  than  half  sappreai'd: 
Pleas'd  with  his  solitude,  and  flitting  light 
From  spray  to  spray,  where'er  he  rests  he  shakes 
From  many  a  twig  the  pendant  drops  of  ice. 
That  tinkle  ib  the  wither'd  leaves  below. 
Stillness,  accompanied  With  sounds  so  soft. 
Charms  more  than  silence.    Meditation  here 
May  think  down  hours  to  moments.    Here  the  besrt 
Mav  give  a  useful  lesson  to  the  head. 
And  Learning  wiser  grow  without  his  books. 
Knowledge  and  Wisdom,  far  from  being  one, 
Have  ofttimes  no  connexion.    Knowledge  dsrelU 
In  heads  replete  with  thoughts  of  other  men ; 
Wisdom  in  minds  attentive  to  their  own. 
Knowledge,  a  rude  unprofitable  mass. 
The  mere  materials  with  which  Wisdom  boilds, 
I  Till  smoothed,  and  squar'd,  and  fitted  to  it'spUoe, 
I  Does  but  encumber  whom  it  seems  t'  eavich. 
I  Knowledf^  ia proud  th»t  heh^  iMcn'd so machi 
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■■^pfwiKii  «xv  mn  BCHHiai  cBiismmin  ana  ^leiUy 
^By  which  the  magic  art  of  shrewder  wtU 
^^aolds  an  antbialuiig  moltitode  enthrmll'd. 
^lome  to  the  fascination  of  a  name 
^Sozreader  judgment  bood-viDk'd.    Some  the  style 
"Sufatujutes,  and  through  labyrinths  and  wilds 
<:>f  enour  leads  them,  by  a  tune  entranced. 
"^KThile  sloth  seduces  more,  too  weak  to  bear 
^"he  iDsupportable  fatigue  of  thought. 
^nd  swallowing  therefore  without  pause  or  choice 
*The  total  grist  unsifted,  husks  and  all. 
JBut  trees  and  rivatets,  whose  rapid  course 
X>efies  the  check  of  winter,  haunts  of  deer, 
Jknd  sheep-walks  populous  with  bleating  lambs, 
And  lanes,  in  which  the  primrose  ere  her  time 
Peeps  through  the  moss,  that  ckithes  the  hawthorn 

rooty 
Deceive  no  student    Wisdom  there,  and  truth, 
Not  shy,  as  in  the  world,  and  to  be  won 
3y  slow  solicitation,  seize  at  once 
*I1ie  roving  thought,  and  fix  it  on  themsdvet. 

Whkt  prodigies  can  pow'r  divine  perform 
'More  grand  than  it  produces  year  by  year» . 
ibid  all  in  sight  of  inattentive  man? 
Tamiliar  with  the  effect  we  slight  the  cause. 
And  in  the  constancy  of  nature's  course. 
And  regular  return  of  genial  months, 
And  renovation  of  a  faded  world. 
See  nought  to  wonder  at.    Should  God  again. 
As  once  in  Oibeon,  interrupt  the  race 
Of  the  undeviatiog  and  punctual  sun. 
How  would  the  world  admire !  but  speaks  it  less 
An  agency  divine,  to  make  him  know 
His  moment  when  to  sink  and  when  to  rise. 
Age  after  age,  than  to  arrest  his  course  } 
All  we  behold  is  miracle ;  but,  seen 
So  duly,  all  is  miracle  in  vain. 
Where  now  the  vital  energy,  that  mov'd. 
While  summer  was,  the  pure  and  subtle  lymph 
Through  th'  imperceptible  meand'nng  veins 
Of  leaf  and  flow*r  ?     It  sleeps ;  and  th'  icy  touch 
Of  unprolific  winUr  has  impressed 
A  cold  staguatioo  on  th*  intestine  tide. 
But  let  the  months  go  rooml,  a  few  short  months. 
And  all  shall  be  reaor'd.    These  naked  shoots. 
Barren  as  lances,  among  which  the  wind 
Makes  wintry  music,  sighing  as  it  goes. 
Shall  put  their  graceful  foliage  on  again. 
And  more  aspiring,  and  with  ampler  spread. 
Shall  boast  new  charms,  and  more  than  they  have 

lost 
Tlien  each,  in  it's  peculiar  honours  clad. 
Shall  publish  even  to  the  distant  eye 
It's  family  and  tribe.    Laburnum,  rich 
In  streaming  gold  5  syringe,  iv'ry  pure; 
The  scentless  and  the  scented  rose;  this  red. 
And  of  an  humbler  growth,  the  other  >  tall. 
And  throwing  up  mto  the  darkest  gloom 
Of  neighboring  cypress,  or  more  sable  yew. 
Her  silver  gk)bes,  light  as  the  foamy  surf, 
Thst  the  wmd  severs  from  the  broken  wave; 
The  lilsc,  various  in  array,  now  white, 
Now  sanguine,  and  her  beauteous  head  now  set 
With  purple  spikas  pyramidal,  as  if 
Stndioosof  ornaroent,  yet  unresolv'd 
Which  hilt  Ihe  most  approved,  she  clMM  thaai  all ; 

>  Tbt  Oueldar-rota* 


Dui  weu  oompensaung  ner  sicKiy  iooks 
With  never-cloying  odours,  early  and  lat 
Hypericum,  all  bloom,  so  thick  a  swarm 
Of  flow*is,  lik^  flies  clothing  her  slender  1 
That  scarce  a  leaf  appears ;  mezereon  t 
Though  leafless,  well  aUir'd,  and  thick  I 
With  blushing  wreaths,  investing  ev'ry  ^ 
Althaea  with  the  purple  eye ;  the  broom 
Yellow  and  bright,  as  bullion  unalloyed. 
Her  blossoms ;.  and  luxuriant  above  all 
The  jasmine,  throwing  wide  her  ele^nt 
The  deep  dark  green  of  whose  unvamisfa 
Makes  more  conspicuous,  and  illumines 
The  bright  profusioo  of  her  scattered  sta 
These  have  been,  and  these  shall  be  in  t 
And  all  this  uniform  uncolour*d  scene 
Shall  be  dismantled  of  it's  fleecy  load. 
And  flush  into  variety  again. 
From  dearth  to  plenty,  and  from  death 
Is  Nature's  progress  when  she  lectures  i 
In  heav'niy  truth  ;  evincing,  as  she  mal 
The  grand  transition,  that  there  lives  an 
A  soul  in  all  things,  and  that  soul  is  Qw 
The  beauties  of  the  wilderness  are  his. 
That  makes  so  gay  the  solitary  place. 
Where  no  eye  sees  them.    And  the  fair 
That  cultivation  glories  in,  are  his. 
He  sets  the  bright  procession  on  it's  wa] 
And  marshals  all  the  order  i>f  the  year 
He  marks  the  bounds,  which  Winter  ma 
And  blunts  his  pointed  fury  ;  in  it's  ca» 
Russet  and  rude,  folds  up  the  tender  gei 
Uninjur'd,  with  inimitable  art ; 
And  ere  one  flow'ry  season  &des  and  die 
Designs  the  blooming  wonders  of  the  ne: 
Some  say,  that  in  the  origin  of  things 
When  all  creation  started  into  birth. 
The  infont  dements  received  a  law. 
From  which  they  swerve  not  since.  That 
Of  that  controlliag  ordinance  they  mov< 
And  need  not  his  immediate  hand,  who 
Prescrib'd  their  course,  to  regulate  it  w 
Thus  dream  they,  and  contrive  to  sa\e 
Th'  incumbrance  of  his  own  concerns,  a 
The  great  artificer  of  all  that  moves 
The  stress  of  a  continual  act,  the  pain 
Of  unremitted  vigilance  and  care. 
As  too  laborious  and  severe  a  task. 
So  man,  the  moth,  is  not  afraid,  it  seerr 
To  span  omnipotence,  and  measure  mij 
That  knows  no  meas«ire,  by  the  scanty 
And  standard  of  his  own,  that  is  to  day, 
And  is  not  ere  to  morrow's  sun  go  down. 
But  how  should  matter  occupy  a  charg 
Dull  asHt  is,  anc^tisfy  a  law 
So  vast  in  it's  demands,  unless  impel  I'd 
To  ceaseless  >enice  by  a  ceaseless  forc« 
And  under  pressure  of  some  conscious  < 
The  Lord  of  all,  himself  through  all  dif 
S«istains,  and  is  the  life  of  all  that  lives 
Nature  is  hut  a  name  for  an  effect. 
Whose  cause  is  God.     He  lee<ls  the  sec 
By  which  the  mighty  process  is  roainia 
Who  sleep*  not,  is  not  weary  ;  in  whose 
Slow  circling  ages  are  as  transient  days 
Whose  work  is  without  labtuir ;  whose  d 
No  flaw  deforms  no  difficulty  thwarts : 
And  whoat  heneficcnca  no  charge  exhau 
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Him  blind  antiquity  pro&nM,  not  serr'd, 
With  self-taught  rites,  and  under  Tarioos  names, 
Female  and  male,  Pomona,  Pales,  Pan, 
And  Flora,  and  Vertumnus ;  peopling  Earth 
With  tutelary  goddesses  and  gods. 
That  were  not ;  and  commeitd^ng  as  they  would 
,   To  each  some  province,  garden,  field,  or  groTC. 
But  all  are  under  one.    One  spirit — His, 
Who  wore  the  platted  thorns  with  bleeding  brows. 
Rules  universal  nature,     ^ot  a  flow'r 
But  shows  some  touch,  in  freckle,  streak,  or  stain. 
Of  his  unnvall'd  pencil.     He  inspires 
Their  balmy  odours,  and  imparts  their  hues. 
And  bathed  their  eyes  with  nectar,  and  includes. 
In  grains  as  countless  as  the  seaside  sands, 
The  furms,  with  which  he  sprinkles  all  the  Earth. 
Happy  who  walks  with  him  I  whom  what  he  finds 
Of  flavour  or  of  scent  in  fruit  or  flow'r. 
Or  wliat  he  views  of  beautiful  or  grand 
In  nature,  from  the  broad  majestic  oak 
To  the  green  blade,  that  twinkles  in  the  sun. 
Prompts  with  remembrance  of  a  present  God. 
His  presence,  who  made  all  su  fair,  perceiv*d 
Makes  all  still  fairer.    As  with  him  no  scene 
Is  dreary,  so  with  him  all  seasons  please. 
Though  winter  had  been  none,  had  man  been  true. 
And  Earth  U:  punish'd  for  it's  tenant's  rake. 
Yet  not  in  vengeance ;  as  this  smiling  sky. 
So  soon  succeeding  such  an  angry  night. 
And  these  dissolving  snows,  and  this  clear  stream 
Recovering  fast  it's  Ikjuid  music,  p^ve. 

Who  then,  that  has  a  mind  well  strung  and  tun'd 
To  contemplation,  and  within  bis  reach 
A  scene  so  friendly  to  his  fav'rite  task. 
Would  waste  attention  at  the  checkered  board. 
His  host  of  wooden  warriors  to  and  fro 
Marching  and  countermarching,  with  an  ey« 
As  fiz'd  as  marble,  with  a  forehead  ridg'd 
A)id  furrow'd  into  storms,  and  with  a  band 
Trembling,  as  if  eternity  were  hung 
In  baliance  on  his  conduct  of  a  pin  ? 
Nor  envies  he  aught  more  their  idle  sport, 
Who  pant  with  application  misapplicMl 
To  trivial  toys,  and,  pushing  iv'iy  balls 
Across  a  velvet  level,  feel  a  joy 
Akin  to  rapture,  when  the  bauble  finds 
It's  destin'd  |:oal,  of  difiicult  access. 
Nor  deems  be  wiser  him,  who  gives  his  noon 
To  miss,  the  mercer's  plague,  from  shop  to  shop 
Wand'ring  and  litt'ring  with  unfolded  silks 
The  polish'd  counter,  and  approving  none. 
Or  promising  with  smiles  to  call  again. 
Nor  him,  who  by  his  vanity  seduc'd. 
And  sooth'd  into  a  dream  that  he  discerns 
The  difference  of  a  Guido  from  a  daub. 
Frequents  the  crowded  auction :  stttion^d  thers 
As  duly  as  the  Langford  of  the  show. 
With  glass  at  eye,  and  catalogue  in  hand. 
And  tongue  accomplish'd  in  the  Ailsome  cant 
And  pedantry,  that  coxcombs  learn  with  ease ; 
Oft  as  the  price-ddciding  hammer  falls. 
He  notes  it  in  bis  book,  then  raps  his  box 
S\rears  'tis  ft  bargam,  rails  at  bis  hard  fate. 
That  he  has  let  it  pass — but  never  bids. 

Here  unmotested,'through  whatever  sign 
Tlie  Sun  proceeds,  I  wander.    Neither  mist, 
Nor  freezing  sky  nor  sultry,  checking  me. 
Nor  stranger  intermeddling  with  my  joy. 
£v'a  in  the  spring  and  playtime  of  the  year, 


That  c^lls  th*  unwonted  villager  abrosd 
With  all  her  little  ones,  a  sportive  train. 
To  gather  kingcups  in  the  yellow  mead. 
And  prink  their  hair  with  daines,  or  to  ^kk 
A  cheap  but  wholesome  sallad  fiT>m  the  brook. 
These  shades  are  all  my  own.    The  tim'roas  hir^ 
Grown  so  familiar  with  her  frequent  guest. 
Scarce  shuns  me ;  and  the  stockdove  unalarmM 
Sits  cooing  in  the  pine  tree,  nor  suspends 
His  long  love  ditty  for  my  near  approach. 
Drawn  from  hb  refuge  in  some  lonely  elm. 
That  age  or  injury  has  hollow'd  deep. 
Where,  on  his  bed  of  wool  and  matted  leaves. 
He  has  outslept  the  winter,  ventures  forth. 
To  frtsk  awhile,  and  bask  in  the  warm  son. 
The  squirrel,  flippant,  pert,  and  full  of  play : 
He  sees  me,  and  'at  once,  swift  as  a  bird. 
Ascends  the  neighb'ring  beech  ;.  there  wlusks  his 

-    brush. 
And  perks  his  ears,  and  stamps,  and  cries  aloud. 
With  all  the  prettiness  of  feign'd  alarm. 
And  anger  insignificantly  fierce. 

The  heart  is  hard  in  nature,  and  unfit 
For  human  fellowship,  as  being  void 
Of  sytnpathy,  and  tberefbre  dead  alike 
To  love  and  firiendship  both,  that  is  not  pleasM 
With  sight  of  animals  enjoying  lifef 
Nor  feels  their  happiness  augment  his  own. 
The  Miunding  fawn,  that  darts  across  the  glade 
When  lione  pursues,  through  mere  delight  of  heart, 
4nd  spirits  buoyant  with  excess  of  gfee ; 
The  horse  as  wanton,  and  almost  as  fleet, 
That  skims  the  spacious  meadow  at  full  speed. 
Then  stops,  and  snorts,  and,  throwing  high  ha  beefag 
Starts  to  the  voluntary  race  again ; 
The  very  kine,  that  gambol  at  high  nooo. 
The  total  herd  receiving  first  from  one. 
That  leads  the  dance,  a  summons  to  be  gay, 
Though  wild  their  strange  vagaries,  and  micoutk 
Their  efforts,  yet  re8olv»d  with  one  consent. 
To  ^ve  such  act  and  utt'rance  as  they  may 
To  ecstasy,  too  big  to  be  suppressVl— 
These,  and  a  thousand  images  of  bliss, 
With  which  kind  Nature  graces  ev»ry  scene^ 
Where  cruel  man  defeats  not  her  de»gn. 
Impart  to  the  benevolent,  who  wish 
All  that  are  capable  of  pleasure  pleas'd, 
A  fiir  superior  happiness  to  theirs. 
The  comfort  of  a  reasonable  joy. 

Man  scarce  had  ris'n,  obedient  to  his  call. 
Who  fbrm'd  him  from  the  dust,  his  fiitnre  grave. 
When  he  was  crown'd  as  never  king  was  smce. 
God  set  the  diadem  upon  his  head, 
And  angel  choh^  attended.     Wond'ring  stood 
The  new.nkade  monarch,  while  before  him  passM, 
All  happy,  and  all  perfect  in  their  kind. 
The  creatures,  summoo'd  from  tiieir  various  hanots. 
To  sec  their  sovereign,  and  iM>nfte  bis  sway. 
Vast  was  bis  empire,  alMoIute  his  pow'r. 
Or  bounded  only  by  a  law,  whose  force 
TWas  his  subfimest  privilege  to  feel 
And  own,  the  law  of  universal  love. 
He  rul'd  with  me(!kness,  they  obey'd  with  joy  ; 
No  cruet  purpose  lurk'd  withhi  his  hearty 
And  no  distru^  of  bis  intent  in  theirs. 
So  Eden  was  a  scene  of  harmless  sport, 
Where  kindness  on  his  part,  who  roVd  the  Whole, 
Begat  a  tranquil  confidence  in  a|), 
And  liear  as  yet  was  not,  nor  eausa  fbr  foar» 
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'Waa  punisbM  with  revolt  of  his  from  bim. 
Oardeo  of  God,  how  terrible  the  change 
Thy  grores  and  lawns  then  witnessed  !  Ev'rj  heart, 
Each  animal,  of  er'ry  name,  conceiv'd 
A  jealousy  and  an  instinctiTe  fear. 
And,  conscious  of  some  danger,  either  fled 
Precipitate  tlie  loath'd  abode  of  man. 
Or  jgrowPd  defiance  in  such  angry  son. 
As  taogfat  bim  too  to  tremble  in  his  turn. 
Thus  harmony  and  fiunily  accord 
Were  driven  from  Paradise ;  and  in  that  hour 
The  aeeds  of  cruelty,  that  since  have  swelled 
To  such  gigantic  and  enormous  growth. 
Were  sown  in  human  nature^s  fruitful  soil. 
Hence  date  the  persecution  and  the  pain. 
That  man  inflicts  on  all  inferior  kinds, 
Riq^rdless  of  their  plaints.    To  make  him  Jport, 
To  gratify  the  frenzy  of  his  wrath. 
Or  his  base  gluttony,  are  causes  good 
And  just  in  his  account,  why  bird  and  beast 
Should  suffisr  torture,  and  the  streams  be  died 
With  blood  of  their  inhabitants  impal'd. 
Earth  groans  beneath  the  burden  of  a  war 
Wag*d  with  defenceless  innocence,  while  he. 
Not  satisfied  to  prey  on  all  around. 
Adds  tenfold  bitterness  of  death  by  pangs 
Needless,  and  first  torments  ere  he  devours. 
Now  happiest  they,  that  occupy  the  scenes 
The  most  remote  from  his  abhorr'd  resort. 
Whom  once,  as  delegate  of  God  on  £arth. 
They  fear*d,  and  as  hLs  perfect  image  lov'd. 
The  wilderness  is  theirs,  with  all  it's  caves, 
It^s  hollow  glens,  it*s  thickets,  and  it's  plains, 
Unvisited  by  man.    There  they  are  free, 
And  bowl  and  roar  as  likes  them,  uncontroU'd  ; 
Nor  ask  his  leave  to  slumber  or  to  play. 
Wo  to  the  tyrant,  if  h&dare  intrude 
Within  the  confines  of  their  wild  domain : 
The  lion  tells  him — '*  I  am  monarch  here" — 
And,  if  he  spare  him,  spares  him  on  the  terms 
Of  royal  mercy,  and  through  gen'rons  scorn. 
To  rend  a  victim  trcmblinfc  at  his  foot. 
In  measure,  as  by  force  of  instinct  drawn. 
Or  by  necessity  constrained,  they  live 
Dependent  upon  man ;  those  in  his  fields. 
These  at  bis  crib,  and  some  beneath  his  roof. 
They  prove  too  often  at  how  dear  a  rate 
He  sells  protection. — Witness  at  his  foot 
The  spaniel,  dying  for  some  venial  fault 
Under  dissection  of  the  knotted  scourge ; 
Witness  the  patient  ox,  with  stripes  and  yella 
Driv>n  to  the  slaughter,  goaded,  as  he  runs. 
To  madness ;  while  the  savage  at  his  heels 
Laughs  at  the  frantic  su£Prer's  fury,  spent 
Upon  the  guiltless  passenger  overthrown. 
He  too  Is  witness,  noblest  of  the  train 
That  wait  on  man,  the  flight- performing  horse ; 
With  unsuspecting  readiness  he  takes 
His  murd'rer  on  his  back,  and,  pushed  all  day 
With  bleeding  »des  and  flanks,  that  heave  for  life, 
To  the  far  distant  goal,  arrives  and  dies. 
So  little  mercy  shows  who  needs  so  much  I 
Does  law,  so  jealous  in  the  cause  of  man. 
Denounce  no  doom  on  the  deloiaaent  ?    None. 
He  lives,  and  o*er  his  brimming  beaker,  boasts 
(As  if  barbarity  were  high  desert)  i  I 

Th*  iof  lorious  feat,  and  cUmoroui  in  praise  } 

f  I 


But  many  a  crime,  deem'd  mnocent  on  I 
Is  legister'd  in  Heav'n ;  and  these  no  doi 
Have  each  their  record,  with  a  curse  anni 
Man  may  dismiss  compassion  from  his  he 
But  God  will  never.    When  he  charged  tl 
T'  assist  his  fbe*s  down-fallen  beast  to  rist 
And  when  the  bush' exploring  boy,  that  s* 
The  young,  to  let  £he  parent  bird  go  free 
Proved  he  not  plainly,  that  his  meaner  w( 
Are  yet  his  care,  and  have  an  interest  all, 
All,  in  the  universal  Father^  love  ? 
On  Noah,  and  in  him  on  all  mankind. 
The  charter  was  conferred,  by  which  we  h 
The  flesh  of  animab  in  fee,  and  claim 
O'er  all  we  feed  on  pow'r  of  life  and  deat] 
But  read  the  instrument,  and  mark  it  we 
Th'  oppression  of  a  tjrrannous  control 
Can  find  uo  warrant  there.     Feed  then,  s 
Thanks  for  thy  food.    Camivorou?,  throuj 
Feed  on  the  slain,  but  spare  the  living  br 

The  Governor  of  all,  himself  to  all 
So  bountiful,  in  whose  attentive  ear 
The  unfledg'd  raven  and  the  lion's  whelp 
Plead  not  in  vain  for  pity  on  the  pangs 
Of  hunger  unassuag*!!,  has  interpos'd. 
Not  seldom,  his  avenging  arm,  to  smite 
I1i'  injurious  trampler  upon  Nature's  law 
That  claims  forbearance  even  for  a  brute, 
He  hates  the  hardness  of  a  Balaam's  heai 
And,  prophet  as  he  was,  he  might  not  stri 
The  blameless  animal,  without  rebuke. 
On  which  he  rode.    Her  opportune  offen< 
Sav'd  him,  or  th'  unrelenting  seer  had  di< 
He  sees  that  human  equity  is  slack 
To  interfere,  though  in  so  just  a  cause ; 
And  makes  the  task  his  own.    Inspiring  • 
And  helpless  victims  with  a  sense  so  keen 
Of  inj'ry,  with  such  knowledge  of  their  st 
And  such  sagacity  to  take  revenge. 
That  oft  the  beast  has  seem'd  to  judge  th 
An  ancient,  not  a  legendary  tale. 
By  one  of  sound  intelligence  rehears'd, 
(If  such  who  plead  for  Providence  may  s 
In  modem  eyes)  shall  make  the  doctrine 

Where  England,  stretch'd  towards  the  &< 
Narrow  and  long,  o'crlooks  the  western  w 
Dwelt  young  Mis^gathus ;  a  scomer  he 
Of  God  and  goodness,  atheist  in  ostent. 
Vicious  in  act,  in  temper  savage-fierce. 
He  JDumey'd  $  and  his  chance  was  as  he 
To  join  a  traveller,  of  far  different  note, 
Evander,  fam'd  for  piety,  for  years 
Deserving  honour,  but  for  wisdom  more. 
Fame  h^  not  left  the  venerable  man 
A  stranger  to  the  manners  of  the  youth. 
Whose  face  too  was  familiar  to  his  view. 
Their  way  was  on  the  margin  of  the  land 
O'er  the  green  summit  of  the  rocks,  wb« 
Beats  back  the  roaring  surge,  scarce  hea 
The  charity,  that  warm'd  his  heart,  was  i 
At  sight  of  the  man-monster.     With  a  sq 
Gentle,  and  afiable,  and  full  of  grace. 
As  fearful  of  offending  whom  he  wish'd 
Much  to  persuade,  he  plied  his  ear  with  I 
Not  harshly  thnnder'd  forth,  or  rudely  pi 
But,  like  bis  puipose,  gracious,  kind,  am 
"  And  dost  thou  dre^m,"  th'  impenetrab 
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ExclaimM,  "  that  me  the  lonabies  of  age» 

And  fantasies  of  dotards  snch  as  thba, 

Cao  cheat,  or  more  a  moment's  fiear  in  me  > 

Mark  now  the  proof  I  give  thee,  tHat  the  hrare 

Need  no  such  aids,  as  superstition  lends, 

To  steel  their  hearts  ajrainst  the  dread  of  death/* 

He  spoke,  and  to  the  precipice  at  hind 

PusbM  with  a  madman*8  f«iry.     Fancy  shrinks, 

And  the  Mood  thrills  and  curdles,  at  the  thought 

Of  such  a  gulf  as  he  designed  his  grave. 

Bat,  though  the  felon  on  his  back  could  dare 

The  dreadful  leap,  more  rational,  his  steed 

DeclinM  the  death,  and  wheeling  swiftly  round| 

Or  e'er  his  hoof  had  pressM  .the  crumhling  verge, 

Baffled  his  rider,  sav'd  agninst  bis  will. 

The  firenzy  Of  the  brain  may  be  redressed 

By  med'cine  well  applied,  but  without  grace 

The  heart's  insanity  admits  no  care. 

Enrag'd  the  more,  by  what  might  haverefomi'd 

His  hurrible  intent,  again  he  sooght 

Destruction,  with  a  seal  to  be  dtstroy'd. 

With  sonnding  whip,  and  rowels  died  in  blood. 

But  still  in  vain.    The  Providence,  that  meant 

A  longer  date  to  the  for  nobler  beast, 

Spar'd  yet  again  th'  ignoble  for  his  sake. 

And  now,  his  prowess  prov'd*  and  his  sincere 

Incurable  obduracy  evlnc*d,  [eam'd 

His  rage  grew  cool ;  and  pieas'd  perhaps  t'bave 

So  cheaply  the  renown  of  that  attempt. 

With  looks  of  some  complacence  he  resum'd 

His  road,  deriding  much  the  blank  amaze 

Of  good  Evander,  still  where  he  was  left 

Fuc'd  motionless,  and  petrified  with  dread. 

So  on  they  ftir'd    Discourae  on  other  themes 

Ensuing  seem'd  t'  obliterate  the  past ; 

And  tamer  far  for  so  moch  fory  shown, 

(As  is  the  coarse  of  rash  and  fiery  men) 

The  rude  companion  smil'd,  as  if  transform'd. 

But  'twas  a  transient  calm.     A  storm  was  near, 

An  unsuspected  storm.    His  hour  was  come. 

The  impiouH  challenger  of  Pow'r  d itine        [wrath, 

Was  now  to  learn,  that  Hear'n,  though  slow  to 

Is  never  with  impunity  defied. 

His  horse,  as  he  had  caught  his  master's  mood. 

Snorting,  and  starting  into  sudden  rage. 

Unbidden,  abd  not  now  to  be  controll'd, 

RushM  to  the  cliff,  and,  havimr  reach'd  it,  stood. 

At  once  the  shock  unseated  him  :  he  flew 

Sheer'd  o'er  the  craggy  barrier ;  and  immers'd 

Deep  in  the  flood,  found,  when  he  sought  it  not, 

The  death  he  had  deserVd,  and  died  alone. 

So  God  wrought  double  justice ;  made  the  fool 

The  victim  of  his'own  tremendous  choice, 

And  taught  a  brute  the  way  to  safe  revenge. 

I  would  not  enter  on  my  lisi  of  friends      [sense, 
(Though  grac'd  with  polish'd  roaoiiers  and    fine 
Yet  wanting  sensibdity)  the  man. 
Who  needlessly  set'*  foot  upon  a  worm. 
An  inadvertent  step  may  crush  the  soail. 
That  crawls  at  ev'ning  in  the  public  path ; 
But  be  that  has  humanity,  fiwwam'd, 
Wilt  tread  aside  ami  let  the  reptile  live. 
The  creoptnc  vermin,  loathsome  to  the  sight, 
And  charged  perhaps  with  venom,  that  intrudes, 
A  visitor  unwelcome,  mto  scenes 
Sacred  to  neatness  and  repose,  th'  alcove. 
The  chamber,  or  refectory,  may  die : 
A  necessary  act  incurs  no  blame. 
Not  so  when,  held  within  tbetr  proper  bounds 


I  And  guiltless  of  ofience,  they  range  (be  air. 
Or  take  their  pastime  in  the  spacious  field : 
There  they  are  privileged  ;  and  he  that  huols 
Or  harms  them  there  is  guUty  of  a  wrcmg;, 
Disturbs  the  economy  of  Nature's  realm. 
Who,  when  she  forra'd,  design'd  them  an  ^x>de» 
The  sum  is  this.     If  man's  convenience,  hesHh 
Or  safety,  interfere,  his  rights  and  daims 
Are  paramount,  and  must  extinguish  theirs. 
Else  they  are  all— ^he  meanest  thmgs  that  are. 
As  free  to  live,  and  to  enjoy  that  life, 
As  God  was  free  to  form  them  at  the  first. 
Who  in  his  sov'reign  wisdom  made  them  alL 
Ye  therefore,  who  love  mercy,  teach  your  sow. 
To  love  it  too.    The  spring-time  of  our  yean 
Is  soon  dishonoor'd  and  d^'d  in  moat 
By  budding  ills,  that  ask  a  prudent  bandy 
To  check  them.    But  alas !  none  sooner  shooCs, 
If  uurestram'd,  into  luxuriant  growth. 
Than  cruelty,  most  deVlbh  of  them  all. 
Mercy  to  him,  that  show^  it,  b  the  rule 
And  righteous  limitation  of  it's  act. 
By  which  Heav>n  moves  in  pard'ning  guilty  man  ; 
And  he  that  shows  none,  being  ripe  in  yean. 
And  conscioos  of  the  outrage  he  commits. 
Shall  seek  it,  and  not  find  it,  in  his  turn. 

Distinguish^  much  by  reason,  and  stiH  more 
By  our  capacity  of  Grace  divine. 
From  creatures,  that  exist  but  for  our  sake. 
Which,  having  serv»d  us,  perish,  we  are  bcM 
Accountable ;  and  God  some  future  day 
Will  reckon  with  us  roundly  for  th'  abuse 
Of  what  he  deems  no  mean  or  tririal  trast. 
Superior  as  we  are,  they  yet  depend 
Not  more  on  human  help  than  we  on  theirt. 
Their  strength,  or  speed,  or  vigilance,  were  giv*« 
In  aid  of  our  defiKts.     In  some  are  Ibnnd 
Such  teachable  and  apprehensive  parts, 
That  man's  attafaiments  in  his  own  concerns, 
Match'd  with  th'  expertness  of  the  brntes  in  tbdn, 
Afe  ofttimes  vanquish'd  and  thrown  far  behind. 
Some  show  that  nice  sagacity  of  smell. 
And  read  with  such  discernment,  in  the  port 
And  figure  of  the  man,  his  secret  aim, 
That  oft  we  ow^  our  safoty  to  a  skill 
We  could  not  teach,  and  roust  despair  to  lean. 
But  learn  we  might,  if  not  too  proud  to  stoop 
To  quadruped  instructors,  many  a  good 
And  useful  quality,  and  virtue  too. 
Rarely  exemplified  ilmong  ourselves. 
Attachment,  never  to  be  wean'd,  or  diang*d 
By  any  change  of  fortune,  proof  alike 
Aga'mst  unkindness,  absence,  and  neglect ; 
Fidelity,  that  neither  bribe  nor  threat 
Can  move  or  warp  ;  and  gratitude  Ibr  smaQ 
And  trivial  fsvoun,  lasting  a<  the  life. 
And  gKst'ning  even  in  the  dying  eye. 

Man  praises  man.     Desert  in  art<3  or  arm* 
Wiiis  public  honour ;  and  ten  thousand  sit 
Patiently  present  at  a  t<acred  song. 
Commemoration  mad  ;  ctAtent  lo  hear 
(O  wonderful  effect  of  music's  power !) 
Meisiah's  eulogy  for  Handel's  sake. 
But  1**S9,  methraks,  than  saenlege  might  aeiff— 
(For  was  it  les  ?    what  heaihen  would  have  dar^ 
To  strip  Jove*s  statue  of  his  («ken  wreath. 
And  hang  it  up  in  honour  of  a  man  ?) 
Much  less  might  Serve,  when  all  that  we  design 
k  but  to  gmt^  an  ilchiBg  ear« 
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jUMgnre  tne  of  to  a  musicMiii  pnne. 

ReiDember  Handd  }  Who,  that  wai  not  born 

I>eaf  as  the  dead  to  harmooy,  forgets, 

Or  can,  the  more  than  Homer  of  his  age  ? 

Yat^we  remember  him;  and  while  we  praise 

▲  talent  so  divine,  rsmembertoo 

That  His  most  holy  book,  from  whence  it  came. 

Was  nerer  meant,  was  nerer  ns'd  before. 

To  bockram  oat  the  mem'ry  of  a  man. 

But  hash !  the  Mose  perhaps  is  too  sefMe; 

And  with  a  gsavity  beyond  the  nze 

And  measure  of  th' o&noe,  rebukes  a  deed 

lieas  impious  than  abaurd,  and  owing  more 

To  want  of  judgment  than  to  wrong  design. 

So  in  the  chapel  of  old  Ely  House, 

When  wand'ring  Charles,  who  meant  to  be  the  thirds 

Had  fled  from  William,  and  the  news  was  fresh. 

The  simple  clerk,  but  loyal,  did  announce. 

And  eke  did  rear  right  merrily,  two  staTOs, 

Song  to  the  praise  imd  glory  of  king  George  t 

—Mm  praises  man  ;  and  Garrick*s  mem'ry  next. 

When  time  hath  somewhat  mellow'd  it,  and  made 

The  idol  of  oar  worship  while  he  liv'd 

The  God  of  our  idolatry  once  more. 

Shall  have  it*B altar;  and  the  World  shall  go 

In  pilgrimage  to  bow  before  his  shrine. 

The  theatre  too  small  shall  suffocate 

It's  squeezed  contents,  and  more  than  it  admita 

Shall  sigh  at  their  exclusion,  and  return 

Ungratified :  for  there  some  noble  lord 

Shall  stuff  his  shoulders  with  king  Richard's  bunch. 

Or  wrap  himself  in  Hamlet*s  inky  ckiak. 

And  strut,  and  storm,  and  straddle,  stamp  and  stare. 

To  show  the  world  how  Garrick  did  not  act 

For  Garrick  was  a  worshipper  himself; 

He  drew  tjae  liturgy,  and  finsm*d  the  rites 

And  solemn  ceremonial  of  the  day. 

And  caH*d  the  world  to  wonhip  on  the  banks 

Of  Avon,  fiun'd  in  song.    Ah,  pleasant  proof 

lliat  pic^  has  still  in  human  hearts 

Some  place,  a  spaik  or  two  not  jH  exthiot. 

The  mulb'rry-trae  was  hong  with  blooming  wreiitef 

The  mulb'rry -tree  stood  centre  of  the  dance ; 

The  mnlb'rry  tree  was  hymn'd  with  dulcet  airs  ; 

And  from  hit  touchwood  trunk  the  mulb*rry  tree 

Supplied  such  relics  as  devotion  hofcls 

Still  sacred,  and  preserves  with  pious  care. 

So  'twas  a  hallow'd  time :  dec«)mm  reigoM, 

And  mirth  without  ofieoce.    No  few  returned. 

Doubtless  much  edified,  and  all  refresh'd. 

•—Man  praises  man.    The  rabble  all  alive 

From  tipling  benches,  cellars^  stalls,  and  styes, 

Swarm  in  the  streets.    The  statesman  of  tbe  day, 

A  pompous  and  slow-moting  pageant,  comes. 

Some  shoot  him,  koA  some  hang  upon  bit  car. 

To  gaze  in't  eyes,  and  Mess  him.    Maidens  wave 

Their  kerchieft,  and  old  women  weep  for  joy : 

While  others,  not  so  satisfied,  unhorse 

The  gilded  equipage,  and  turning  loose 

His  steeds,  usurp  a  place  tbey  well  deserve. 

Why  ?  what  has  cbaim'd  them  ?    Hath  he  sav'd 

the  state? 
No.    Doth  he  purpose  it's  salvation  ?   No. 
Encbaoting  novelty,  that  moovi  at  frill, 
That  finds  out  ev*ry  crevice  of  the  head. 
That  is  not  sound  and  perfect,  hath  m  theirs 
Wrooght  this  disturbance.    But  the  wane  it  near. 
And  bis  own  cattle  most  suflice  him  soon. 
Thus  idly  do  we  waste  the  breath  of  praise^ 


Ana  oeaicate  a  tnoute,  m  it's  oaa 
Aud  just  direction  sacred,  to  a  thing 
0oom*d  to  the  dust,  or  lodg'd  already  ther^ 
Encomium  jn  old  time  was  poet's  work  ; 
But  poets,  having  lavishly  long  since 
Exhausted  all  materials  of  the  art. 
The  task  now  falls  into  the  public  hand  ; 
And  I,  contented  with  an  humbfe  theme. 
Have  pour'd  my  stream  of  panegyric  down 
The  vale  of  Nature,  where  it  creeps,  a^  winds 
Among  her  lovely  works  with  a  secure 
And  unambitious  course,  reflecting  dear. 
If  not  the  virtues,  yet  the  worth,  of  brutes. 
And  I  am  reoompens*d,  and  deem  the  toils 
Of  poetry  not  kxit,  if  verse  of  mine 
May  stand  between  an  auimil  and  wo. 
And  teach  one  tyrant  pity  for  his  drudgOi 

The  groans  of  Nature  in  this  nether  world. 
Which  Heav'n  has  heard  for  ages,  have  an  end. 
Foretold  by  prophets,  and  by  poets  sung. 
Whose  fire  was  kindled  at  the  prophets'  lamp. 
The  time  of  rest,  the  promis'd  sabbath,  comes. 
Six  thousand  years  of  sorrow  have  well-nigh 
Folflll'd  their  tardy  and  disastrous  course 
Over  a  sinful  world  ;  and  what  remains 
Of  this  tempestuous  state  of  human  things 
Is  merely  as  the  working4>f  a  sea 
Before  a  calm,  that  rocks  itself  to  rest: 
For  He,  whose  car  the  ^inds  are,  and  the  clouds 
The  dust,  that  waits  upon  his  sultry  march. 
When  Mu  hath  mov'd  him,  and  his  wrath  is  hot. 
Shall  visit  Earth  in  mercy ;  shall  descend 
Propitious  in  his  chariot  pav'd  with  love; 
And  what  his  storms  have  blasted  and  defric'd 
For  man's  revolt  iftiall  with  a  smile  repair. 

Sweet  is  the  harp  of  prophecy ;  too  sweet 
Not  to  be  wrong'd  by  a  mere  mortal  touch : 
Nor  can  the  wonders  it  records  be  sung 
To  meaner  music,  and  not  suffer  loss. 
But  when  a  poet,  or  when  one  like  me, 
Happy  to  rove  among  poetic  flow'rs, 
Thongh  poor  in  skill  to  rear  them,  lights  at  last 
fair  theme,  some  theme  divinely  foir« 
the  impulse  and  the  spur  he  feels, 
it  praise  proportion'd  to  it's  worth, 
1 1'  attempt  it,  arduoos  as  he  deems 
The  labour,  were  a  tetk  more  arduous  stilL. 

O  scenes  surpassing  foble,  and  yet  true. 
Scenes  of  accomplish'd  bliss  !  which  who  can  se^ 
Though  but  in  distent  prospect,  and  not  fisel 
His  soul  refresh'd  with  foretaste  of  the  joy } 
Rivers  of  gladness  water  all  the  Earth, 
And  clothe  all  climes  with  beauty :  the  reproach 
Of  barrenness  is  past    The  fruitful  field 
Laughs  with  abundance  ;  and  the  laud,  onoe  lean. 
Or  fertile  only  in  it*s  own  disgrace, 
Exults  to  see  it*s  thistly  curse  repeal'd. 
llie  various  seasons  woven  into  one. 
And  that  one  season  an  eternal  spring. 
The  garden  fears  no  blight,  and  needs  no  fence. 
For  there  is  none  to  covet,  all  are  full. 
The  lion,  and  the  libbard,  and  the  bear 
Graze  with  the  fearless  flocks  ;  all  bask  at  noon^ 
Tc^^ether,  or  all  gambol  in  the  shade 
Of  the  same  grove,  and  drink  one  common  stream.. 
Antipathies  are  none.    No  foe  to  man 
Lurks  in  the  serpent  now :  the  mother  sees. 
And  smiles  to  see,  her  infant's  pla3rfHl  hand 
Stretch'd  iarth  lb  dally  with  the  cieBtsd  worag 
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All  creatures  worship  m&o,  «od  all  naakiiid 
One  Lord,  one  Father.     Errour  h«B  no  plaoe : 
That  creeping  pestfknoe  it  driv'n  away  : 
The  breath  of  Hea^n  has  chasM  H.  >  In  the  heart 
No  passion  touches  a  dtsoordant  strincrt 
But  all  is  harmony  and  lore.    Diiease 
Is  not :  the  pure  aad  uncontainhiate  blood 
Holds  it*s  due  course,  nor  fears  the  frost  of  age. 
One  song  employs  ail  nations;  and  all  cry, 
<*  Worthy  the  barob,  for  he  was  slain  for  iis  (** 
The  dwellers  in  the  vales  and  on  the  rocks 
Shout  to  each  other,  and  the  mountain  tops 
From  distant  mountains  catch  the  flying  joy  ; 
Till,  nation  after  nation  taught  the  strain. 
Earth  rolls  the  rapturous  Hosamia  round. 
Behuld  (he  measure  of  the  promise  fill'd  ; 
See  Salem  bolt,  the  labour  of  a  God  ! 
Bright  as  a  sun  the  sacred  city  shines ; 
All  kingdoms  and  all  princes  of  the  Earth 
Flock  to  that  light ;  the  glory  of  all  landi 
Flows  into  her ;   unbounded  is  her  joy, 
And  endless  her  increase.     Thy  rams  are  there, 
Nebaioth,  and  the  flocks  of  Kedar  there  » : 
Tlie  looms  of  Ormus,  and  the  mines  of  lad. 
And  Saba^s  spicy  groves,  pay  tribute  there. 
Praise  is  in  all  her  gates :  upon  her  walls, 
And  in  her  streets,  and  in  her  spacious  courts, 
Is  heard  salvation.    Eastern  Java  there 
Kneals  with  the  native  of  the  farthest  west; 
And  Ethiopia  spreads  abroad  the  hand. 
And  worships.    Her  report  has  travell'd  forth 
Into  all  lands.     From  ev'ry  clime  they  come 
To  see  thy  beauty,  and  to  share  1  by  joy, 
O  Sion  !  an  assembly  such  as  Earth 
Saw  never,  such  as  Heav'n  stoops  down  to  see. 
Thus  Heavenward  all  things  tend.    For  all  were 
once 
Perfect,  and  all  must  be  at  length  restored. 
So  God  has  greatly  purposM ;  who  would  else 
In  his  dishonoured  works  himself  endure 
Dishonour,  and  be  wrong'd  without  redress. 
Haste  then,  and  wheel  away  a  shattered  world. 
Ye  slow*revolving  seasons  !  we  would  see 
(  A  sight  to  which  our  eyes  are  strangers  yet) 
A  world,  that  does  not  dread  and  hate  his  laws. 
And  suffer  for  it's  crime ;  would  learn  how  foir 
The  creature  is,  that  Gi)d  pronounces  good. 
How  pleasant  in  itself  what  pleases  him. 
Here  evVy  drop  of  honey  hides  a  sting ; 
Worms  wind  themselves  into  our  sweetest  flow'rs ; 
And  ev'n  the  joy,  that  haply  some  poor  heart 
Derives  from  Heav'n,  pure  as  tlie  fountain  is. 
Is  sullied  in  the  stream,  taking  a  taint 
From  touch  of  human  lips,  at  best  impure. 
O  for  a  world  in  principle  as  chaste 
As  this  is  gross  and  selfish  !  over  which 
Custom  and  prejudice  shall  bear  no  sway. 
That  govern  all  things  here,  should'ring  aside 
The  meek  and  modest  Trutli,  and  forcing  her. 
To  seek  a  refuge  from  the  tongue  of  Strife 
In  nooks  obscure,  far  from  the  way5  of  men : 
Where  Violence  shall  never  lift  the  sword, 

*  Nebaioth  and  Kedar,  the  sons  of  Ishmael,  and 
progenitors  of  the  Arabs,  in  the  proplietic  scripture 
here  alluded  to,  may  be  reasonably  considered  as 
representatives  of  the  Gentiles  at  large. 


Where  he,  that  fills  an  affioe,  shall  i 
Th'  oceaskm  it  presenta  of  doing  gaod 
More  than  the  pcrqoBsiiex  wheve  Iflv  than  ipaik 
Seldom,  and  never  but  as  Wiadooi  prompta 
And  Equity;  notjeaioasnoratogwd 
A  woilhleti  fonn,  than  todaatfe  arigkt 
Where  Fashion  ahall  not  saKkify  abuse. 
Nor  smootb  Qood-breeding  ^pplemeakal  graoe| 
With  lean  perfbrnuiioe  apothe  woriavf  Lofwl 
Come  then,  and,  added,  to  thy  ma^y  cronras 
Receive  yet  one,  the  onNrn  ctf  all  the  Smttk, 
Thou  who  akneaft  wertlif  1  U  mm  tJsine 
By  ancient  covenaat,  ere  Nature^  birth  ; 
And  thou  haatmade  it  thine  by  puidiaae  «nce^ 
And  overpaid  it'a  value  with  thy  blood. 
Thy  taints  peodaim  thee  k'mg  }  andintfaoirfacmis 
Thy  title  is  eograven  with  a  pen 
DippM  in  the  fountain  of  eteraai  love. 
Thy  saioU  proclaim  thee  king ;  and  thy  delaty 
Gives  courage  to  their  foes,  who,  ooald  they  see 
The  dawn  of  thy  last  advent,  long  deNr'd, 
Would  creep  into  the  bowels  of  the  hiUa, 
And  flee  for  safety  to  the  falling  rocks. 
The  veiy  spirit  of  the  world  is  tir'd 
Of  it's  own  taunting  question,  ask'd  so  long, 
**  Where  is  the  promise  of  your  Lord's  approach?* 
The  infidel  has  shot  his  bolts  away. 
Till,  his  exhausted  quiver  yielding  none. 
He  gleans.tbe  blunted  shafls,  that  have  recoil'd, 
And  aims  them  at  the  shield  of  Truth  again. 
The  veil  is  rent,  rent  too  by  priestly  hands. 
That  hides  divinity  from  mortal  eyes| 
And  all  the  mysteries  to  foith  proposM, 
Insulted  and  traduc'd,  are  cast  aside. 
As  useless,  to  the  moles  and  to  the  bata. 
They  now  are  deemed  the  faithful,  and  are  praisM, 
Who,  constant  only  in  rejecting  thee. 
Deny  thy  Godhead  with  a  martyr's  seal. 
And  quit  their  office  for  their  erronr's  sake. 
Blind,  and  in  love  with  darkness !  yet  ev^  tfaeM 
Worthy,  compared  with  sycophants,  who  knee 
lliy  name  adoring,  and  then  preach  thee  man ! 
So  fares  thy  church.  But  how  thy  church  may  fore. 
The  world  takes  little  thought.    Who  will  may 

preach. 
And  what  they  will.  .  All  paston  are  alike 
To  wand'ring  sheep,  resolv'd  to  follow  none. 
Twe  gods  divide  them  all— Pleasure  and  Gain : 
For  these  they  live,  they  sacrifice  to  these;. 
And  in  their  service  wage  perpetual  war 
With  Conscience  and  with  thee.  Lostin  their  hearts. 
And  mischief  in  their  hands,  they  roam  the  Earth, 
To  prey  upon  each  other :  stubborn,  fierce. 
High-minded,  foaming  out  their  own  disgra^ 
Thy  prophets  speak  ci  such  $  and,  noting  down 
The  foaiures  of  the  last  degenerate  times, 
Fjchibit  ev'ry  lineament  of  these. 
Come  then,  and  added  to  thy  many  crowns. 
Receive  yet  one,  as  radiant  as  the  rest. 
Due  to  thy  last  and  most  efieetual  work. 
Thy  word  futfiird,  the  conquest  of  a  world  I 
He  is  the  happy  man,  whose  life  e'en  now 
Shows  somewhat  of  that  happier  life  to  oome  ; 
Who,  doom'd  to  an  obscure  but  tranquil  state. 
Is  pleas'd  with  it,  and,  were  he  free  to  cboow. 
Would  make  hit  fiite  his  choice;  wkkom  peace,  thi 

fruit 


JlnrepMreKNrbappiiMM;  beipeak  bim  one 
OiBtant  indeed  to  tqjoarn  while  be  moat 
'WUkm  the  tkies,  bat  baTnif  there  bis  home. 
nnne  World  o'eriookt  him  In  her  baty  March 
Of  obfeets,  oiore  illastrioas  in  her  view  ; 
.And,  oocnpied  at  eemeftly  at  the, 
"Thoogh  more  foblimely,  be  o'erleokt  the  World. 
She  aoomB  his  plaisnres,  for  she  knows  them  not ; 
Vm  aeeks  not  hers,  for  be  has  pror'd  them  vain. 
S«  cannot  skim  the  ground  like  sammer  birds 
^anoinfr  gilded  flies ;.  and  such  be  deems 
Ser  hoiwQrs,  her  emolumentSy  ber  joys. 
Tberefeie  in  contemplation  is  bis  bliss, 
"Wboae  pow*r  is  sncb,  that  whom  she  lifts  firom  Earth 
'  She  makes  toiiliar  with  a  Hea? 'p  nnseen, 
And  shows  him  glories  yet  to  be  reveal'd. 
Kot  slotbftil  be,  though  seeming  unemploy'd. 
And  censnrM  oft  as  useless.    Stillest  streams 
Oft  water  fairest  meadows,  and  the  bird, 
Thnt  flutters  least,  is  longest  on  the  wing. 
Ask  bim,  indeed,  what  trophies  be  has  rais'd. 
Or  what  achievements  of  immortal  fame 
He  purposes,  and  be  shall  answer — None. 
His  warlare  is  within.    There  unfistigu'd 
His  fBrrent  spirit  labours.    There  he  fights. 
And  there  obtains  fresh  triumphs  o'er  himself. 
And  nerer  witb*ring  wreaths,  compared  with  which 
The  lanrels  that  a  Cnsar  reaps  are  weeds. 
Perhaps  the  self-approving  haughty  World, 
That  as  she  sweeps  him  with  ber  whistling  silks 
Scarce  deigns  to  notibe  him,  or,  if  she  see. 
Deems  bim  a  cipher  m  the  works  of  God, 
Keoeives  advantsge  from-  bis  noiseless  hours. 
Of  what  she  little  dreams.    Perhaps  she  owes 
Her  sonsbtne  and  her  rain,  her  blooming  spring 
And  plenteous  harvest,  to  the  prayer  be  maJLes, 
When,  Isaac  like,  the  solitary  saint 
Walks  forth  to  meditate  at  eventide. 
And  think  on  ber,  who  thinks  not  for  herself. 
Forgive  bim  then,  thou  bustler  in  concerns 
Of  little  worth,  an  idler  in  the  best. 
If,  author  of  no  mischief  and  some  good, 
He  seek  bis  proper  happiness  by  means, 
That  may  advance,  but  cannot  binder,  thine. 
Nor,  though  be  trnd  the  secret  path  of  life, 
Eiigage  no  notice,  and  enjoy  much  ease,     . 
Account  bim  an  encumbitince  on  the  state. 
Receiving  benefits,  and  rend*ring  wpe. 
His  sphere  though  humble,  if  tbst  humble  sphere 
Shine  with  bis  fair  enrnple,  and  though  small 
His  mflnence,  if  that  influence  all  be  spent 
In  soothing  sorrow,  and  in  quenching  strife. 
In  aiding  helpless  indigence,  in  works. 
From  which  at  least  a  grateful  few  derive 
Some  taste  of  comfort  in  a  world  of  wo  ; 
Then  let  the  snperdlioos  great  confess 
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Tbe  state,  beneath  tbe  sbadoi^of  whoae  vine 
He  sits  secure,  and  in  tbe  scale  of  life 
Holds  no  ignoble,  though  a  slighted,  place. 
Tbe  man,  whose  virtues  are  more  felt  than  S4 
Must  drop  indeed  the  hope  of  public  praise  \ 
But,  be  may  boast,  what  few  that  win  it  can. 
That,  if  bis  country  stand  not  by  bis  skill. 
At  least  bis  follies  have  not  wrought  her  foil. 
Polite  Refinement  offers  bim  in  vain 
Her  goMen  tube,  through  which  a  sensual  \l 
Draws  gross  impurity,  and  I'dies  it  well. 
The  neat  conveyance  hiding  all  the  offence. 
Not  tbst  be  peevishly  rejects  a  mode. 
Because  that  Worid  adopts  it.    If  it  bear 
Tbe  stamp  and  clear  impression  of  good  sent 
And  be  not  costly  more  than  of  true  worth. 
He  puts  it  on,  and  for  decorum  sake 
Can  wear  it  e'en  as  gracefully  as  she. 
She  judges  of  refinement  by  tbe  eye. 
He  by  the  test  of  conscience,  and  a  heart 
Not  soon  deceived ;  aware,  that  what  is  ban 
No  polish  can  make  sterling;  and  that  vice. 
Though  well  perfumM  and  elegantly  dress'd 
Like  an  unburied  carcase  trick*d  with  flow'n 
Is  but  a  gamish'd  nuisance,  fitter  for 
For  cleanly  riddance,  than  for  fair  attire. 
So  lifo  glides  smoothly  and  by  stealth  away. 
More  golden  than  that  age  of  fabled  gold 
Renowo*d  in  ancient  song ;  not  vea'd  with  a 
Or  stain'd  with  guilt,  beneficent,  approved 
Of  Qod  and  man,  and  peaceful  in  it's  end. 
So  glide  my  life  away!  and  so  at  last. 
My  share  of  duties  decently  folfill'd. 
May  some  disease,  not  tardy  to  perform 
It's  destin'd  ofllce,  yet  with  gentle  stroke. 
Dismiss  me  weary  to  a  safe  retreat. 
Beneath  the  turf,  that  I  have  often  trod. 
It  shall  not  grieve  me  then,  that  once  when 
To  dress  a  Sofo  with  the  flow'rs  of  verse, 
I  play'd  awhile,  obedient  to  the  fair. 
With  that  light  task ;  but  soon,  to  pleai«  he 
Whom  flow'rs  alone  I  knew  would  little  pteai 
Let  fall  th*  unfinisb'd  wreath,  and  rov'd  for  1 
Rov'd  for,  and  gather'd  much :  some  harsh  t 
Pick'd  from  the  thorns  and  briars  of  reproof, 
Bet  wholesome,  well -digested;  grateful  som 
To  palates,  that  can  taste  immortal  truth ; 
Insipid  else,  and  sure  to  be  despis'd. 
But  all  is  in  bis  hand,  whos^  praise  I  seek. 
In  vain  the  poet  sings,  and  tbe  world  hears. 
If  he  regard  not,  thougfa  divine  tbe  theme. 
n*is  not  in  artml  measures,  in  tbe  chime 
And  idle  tinkling  of  a  minstrel's  lyre. 
To  charm  his  ear,  whose  eye  n  on  the  heart  j 
Whose  frown  can  disappoint  the  proudest  sti 
Whose  approbatioQ— prosper  ev'n  mine. 
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COWPER'S  POEMS. 


A^  EPISTLE 

TO 

JOSEPH  HILL,  £S^. 

Dbar  Josp.ph — five  and  twenty  years  ago — 
Alas  how  time  escapes  ? — 'tis  cvwiso— 
With  frequent  intercourse,  and  always  sweet. 
And  always  frieodly,  we  were  wont  to  cheat 
A  tedious  hour — and  now  we  never  meet ! 
As  some  grave  gentleman  in  Terence  saj^s, 
(Twas  therefore  much  the  same  in  ancient  days) 
Good  lack,  we  know  not  what  to  morrow  brings— 
Strange  fluctuation  of  all  human  things  ! 
True.     Changes  will  befall,  and  friends  may  part, 
Bat  distance  only  cannot  change  the  heart: 
And,  were  T  called  to  prove  th*  assertion  true. 
One  proof  should  serve*— a  reference  to  you. 

Whence  comes  it  then,  that  in  the  wane  of  life. 
Though  nothing  have  occurr'd  to  kindle  strife. 
We  find  the  friends  we  fencied  we  had  won. 
Though  numerous  once,  reducM  to  few  or  none  ? 
Can  gold  grow  worthless,  that  has  stood  the  touch  ? 
No  ;  gold  they  seemed,  but  they  were  never  such. 

Horatio's  servant  once,  with  bow  and  cringe. 
Swinging  the  parlour-door  upon  it*s  binge. 
Dreading  a  negative,  and  overaw'd 
Lest  he  should  trespass,  begg'd  to  go  abroad. 
•*  Go,  fellow  !— whither  ?" — turning  short  about — 
"  Nay.    Stay  at  home — you're  always  going  out" 
•*  'Tis  but  a  step,  sir,  just  at  the  street's  end." — • 
**  For  what  ? " — **  An  please  you,6ir,to  see  a  friend." 
"  A  firiend  !"   Horatio  cried,  and  seem'd  to  start — 
*<  Yea  marry  shalt  thou,  and  with  all  my  beart-^ 
And  fetch  my  cloak  ;  for,  though  the  night  be  raw, 
I'll  see  him  too— the  first  I  ever  saw." 

I  knew  the.  man,  and  knew  bis  nature  mild. 
And  was  his  plaything  often  when  a  child ; 
But  somf  wl)at  at  that  moment  pinch'd  him  close, 
Else  he  was  seldom  bitter  or  morose. 
Perhaps  his  confidence  juKt  then  t>etray'd. 
His  grief  might  promptbim  with  the  speech  he  made; 
Perhaps  'twas  mero  good  humour  gave  it  birth. 
The  harmless  play  of  pleasantry  and  mirth. 
Howe'er  it  was,  his  language  in  my  miud. 
Bespoke  at  least  a  man  that  knew  mankind. 

But  iu)t  to  moralize  too  much,  and  strait^ 
To  prove  an  evil,  of  which  all  complaia, 
(I  hate  long  arguments  verbosely  spun) 
One  story  more,  dear  Hill,  aud  I  have  done. 
Once  on  a  time  an  emp'ror,  a  wise  man. 
No  matter  where,  in  China,  or  Japan, 
Decreed,  that  wbosoe«^er  should  oiOfeod 
Againnt  the  well-known  duties  of  a  friend. 
Convicted  once  should  ever  after  wear 
But  half  a  coat,  and  show  his  bosom  bare. 
The  punishment  importing  this,  no  doubt. 
That  all  was  naught  witMn,  and  all  found  out. 

O  happy  Britain !  we  have  not  to  fear 
Such  hard  and  arbitrary  measure  here  j 
Else,  could  a  law,  like  that  which  I  relate. 
Once  bate  the  snnction  of  our  triple  dtate. 
Some  few,  that  1  have  known  in  daf  s  of  old. 
Would  run  most  dreadful  risk  of  catching  cold  ; 
While  you,  my  friend,  whatever  wind  should  blow, 
Mifcht  traverse  Rngland  safely  to  and  fro. 
An  honest  man,  close-battoo'd  to  the  chin, 
BfiMd  cloth  without,  and  a  warm  heart  withra. 
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•   TIROCINIUM. 

It  is  dot  from  bb  form,  in  wbicb  we  trace 

Strength  join'd  with  beauty,  dignity  with  grace. 

That  man,  the  master  ef  this  globe,  derivea 

His  right  of  empire  over  all  that  lives. 

That  form  indeed,  th'  associate  of  a  mind 

Vast  in  it's  powers,  ethereal  in  it's  kind. 

That  form,  the  labour  of  Almighty  skill, 

Fram'd  for  the  service  of  afreeboni  wiD, 

Asserts  precedence,  and  bespeaks  cootiof. 

But  borrows  all  it's  grandeur  from  the  sooL 

Hers  is  the  state,  the  splendour,  and  the  ttiroac 

An  intellectual  kingdom,  all  tier  own. 

For  her  the  Aftm'ry  fills  her  ample  page 

With  truths  pour'd  down  from  ev'ry  distant  age^ 

For  her  amasses  an  unbounded  store, 

Tbe  wisdom  of  great  nations,  now  no  more  ; 

Though  laden,  not  eocumber'd  with  her  spoiJ  ^ 

Laborious  yet  nncooscious  of  her  toil  } 

When  copiously  supplied,  then  mostenlarf^d^ 

Still  to  be  fod,  and  not  to  be  surcharg'd. 

For  her  the  Fancy,  roving  unconfin'd, 

The  present  mute  of  ev'ry  pensive  mind. 

Works  magic  wonders,  adds  a  brighter  hoe 

To  Nature's  scenes  than  Nature  ever  knew. 

At  her  conunand  winds  rise,  and  waters  rottr. 

Again  she  lays  them  slumb'riog  on  the  shore ; 

With  flow'r  and  fruit  the  wilderness  sapplies^ 

Or  bids  the  rocks  in  ruder  pomp  arise. 

For  her  the  Judgment,  umpire  in  the  strife. 

That  Grace  and  Nature  have  to  wage  throof^  )ikf 

Qnick^ighted  arbiter  of  good  and  ill. 

Appointed  sage  preceptor  io  the  Wiif, 
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vonoemM,  appmves^  ana  wiin  a  miiorai  voice 
Guides  the  decisioo  of  a  doubtful  choice. 

Why  did  the  fiat  of  a  God  fire  birth  ' 
Tai*yoa  fair  Son,  and  his  attendant  Earth  ? 
And,  when  descending  be  resigns  the  skies, 
Wby  takes  the  gentler  Moon  her  torn  to  rise, 
Whom  Ocean  fbels  through  all  his  countless  waves, 
And  ownl  her  pow*r  on  ev'ry  shore  he  laves  ? 
Why  do  the  seasons  still  enrich  the  year, 
Fraitfiil  and  young  as  in  their  first  career  ? 
Spring  bangs  her  infant  blossoms  on  the  trees, 
nockM  in  the  cradle  of  the  western  breeze ; 
Summer  in  haste  the  thriving  charge  receives 
Beneath  the  shade  of  her  expanded  leaves. 
Till  AatomD*s  fiercer  heats  and  ptenteoos  dewt 
Dye  them  at  last  in  all  their  glowing  hues.— - 
nVere  wild  profusion  all,  and  bootless  waste, 
Pow*r  misempIo3r*d,  monificence  misplac*d. 
Bad  not  it's  author  dignified  the  plan. 
And  crown'd  it  with  the  majesty  of  man. 
Thus  fbrm*d,  thus  plac'd,  intelligent,  and  taught, 
ijock  where  be  will,  the  wonders  God  has  wrought. 
The  wildest  scomer  of  his  Maker's  laws 
Ftods  in  a  sober  moment  time  to  pause. 
To  press  th'  important  question  on  his  heart, 
**  Why  form*d  at  all,  and  wherefore  as  thou  art  ?*' 
If  man  be  what  he  seems,  this  hour  a  slave, 
The  neit  mere  dost  and  ashes  in  the  grave  | 
Eodu'd  with  reason  only  to  descry 
His  crimes  and  folKes  with  an  aching  eye ; 
With  passions,  just  that  he  may  prove,  with  pain, 
The  force  he  spends  agunst  their  ftiry  vain ; 
And  if,  soon  after  having  burnt,  by  turns. 
With  ev'ry  lust,  with  which  frail  Nature  bums, 
His  being  end,  wbece  death  dissolves  the  bond. 
The  tomb  take  all,  and  all  be  blunk  beyond ; 
Then  be,  of  all  that  Nature  has  brought  fbith, 
Stands  self  impeached  the  creature  of  least  worth. 
And  usieless  while  he  livei  and  when  he  dies, 
Brings  into  doubt  the  wisdom  of  the  skies. 

Truths,  that  the    leam'd    pursue   with    eager 
thought. 
Are  not  important  always  as  deaf  bought, 
Proviitf  at  last,  though  told  in  pompous  strains, 
A  childish  waste  of  philosophic  pains  ; 
But  truths,  on  which  depeiids  our  main  concern. 
That  His  our  shame  and  misery  not  to  learn. 
Shine  by  the  side  of  ev*ry  path  we  tread 
With  such  a  lustre,  he  that  runs  may  rend. 
*Tis  true  that,  if  to  trifle  life  away 
Down  to  the  sunset  of  their  latest  day. 
Then  perish  on  fbturity's  wide  shore 
Like  fleetinp:  exhalations,  found  no  more. 
Were  all  that  Heaven  requir'd  of  humankind, 
And  all  tbe  plan  their  destiny  designed. 
What  none  ct>u1d  rev'rence  all  might  justly  blame. 
And  man  would  breathe  but  for  his  Maker's  shame. 
But  reason  heard,  and  nature  well  penis'd. 
At  once  the  dreaming  mind  is  disabusM. 
If  all  we  find  possesshig  earth,  sea,  air, 
Befleet  his  attributes,  who  plac'd  them  there. 
Fulfil  the  purpose,  and  appear  designed 
Proofk  of  the  wisdom  of  th'  all-seeing  mmd, 
nis  plain  the  creature,  whom  he  chose  t'invett 
With  kingship  and  dominion  o'er  the  rest, 
Beoeiv'd  his  nobler  nature,  and  was  made 
Fit  lor  the  pow'r,  in  which  he  stands  array*d  ; 
That  first,  or  last,  hereafter,  if  not  here, 
,  He  too  might  make  hit  author's  wisdom  clear^ 


rraise  mm  on  isarrn,  or,  onstinateiy  ciumD, 
Suffer  his  justice  in  a  world  to  come. 
This  once  behev'd,  'twere  logic  misapplied. 
To  prove  a  conseq  lence  by  none  denied. 
That  we  are  bound  to  cast  the  minds  of  youth 
Betimes  into  the  mould  of  heav'nly  truth. 
That  taujrht  of  God  they  may  indeed  be  wise. 
Nor  ignorantly  wandering  miss  the  skies. 

In  early  days  the  conscience  has  in  most 
A  quickness,  which  in  later  life  is  lost : 
Preserved  from  guilt  by  salutary  fears, 
Or  guilty  soon  relenting  into  tears. 
Too  careless  often,  as  our  years  proceed. 
What  friends  we  sort  with,  or  what  books  we  read 
Our  parents  vet  exert  a  prudent  care, 
To  feed  our  infant  minds  with  proper  fare ; 
Aud  wisely  store  the  nurs'ry  by  degrees 
With  wholesome  learning,  yet  acquired  with  ease 
Neatly  secur*d  from  being  soird  or  torn 
BencAth  a  pane  of  thin  tran<tlucent  horn, 
A  book  (to  please  us  at  a  tender  age 
'Tis  called  a  book,  though  but  a  single  page) 
Present?  the  pray'r  the  Saviour  deign'd  to  teach, 
Which  children  use,  and  parsons — when  they  preac 
Limping  our  syllables,  we  scramble  next 
Through  moral  narrative,  or  sacred  text ; 
And  learn  with  wonder  how  this  wortd  began. 
Who  made,  who  marr'd,  and  who  has  ransom'd,  ms 
Points,  which,  unless  the  Scripture  made  them  plai 
The  wisest  heads  might  agitate  in  vain. 

0  thou,  whom,  borne  on  fancy's  eager  wing 
Back  to  the  season  of  life's  happy  spring, 

1  pleas'd  remember,  and,  while  Mem'ry  yet 
Holds  fast  her  ofllce  here,  can  ne'er  foqiet ; 
Ingenious  dreamer,  in  whose  well. told  tale 
Sweet  fiction  and  sweet  truth  alike  prevail ; 
Wboae  humVoos  vein,  strong  sense,  and  siraj 

•tyle. 
May  teach  the  gayest,  make  the  gravest  smile ; 
Witty,  and  well  employed,  and,  ID^e  thy  Lord, 
Speaking  in  parables  his  slighted  word ; 
I  name  thee  not,  lest  so  despis'd  a  name 
Should  move  a  sneer  at  thy  deserved  fame  ; 
Yet  ev»n  in  transitory  life's  late  day. 
That  mingles  all  my  brown  wKh  sober  gray. 
Revere  the  man,  whose  pilorim  martcs  the  road, 
And  guides  the  psooaass  of  the  soul  to  God. 
'Twere  well  with  most,  if  books,  that  could  engag 
Their  childhood,  pleas'd  them  at  a  rip^r  age ; 
The  man,  approving  what  had  charmed  the  boy. 
Would  die  at  la^t  in  comfort,  peace,  and  joy  ; 
And  not  with  curses  on  his  heart,  who  stole 
The  gem  of  truth  from  his  unguarded  soul. 
The  stamp  of  artless  piety  impressM 
By  koMl  tuition  cm  his  yielding  breast. 
The  youth  now  bearded,  and  yet  pert  and  raw, 
Regardswith  scorn,  though  once  reoeiv'd  with  awe 
And,  warpM  into  the  labvrinth  of  lies. 
That  babblers,  call'd  philosophers,  devise, 
Blasphemes  his  creed,  as  founded  on  a  plan 
Replete  with  dreams,  unworthy  uf  a  man. 
Touch  hut  his  nature  in  it's  ailing  part. 
Assert  the  native  evil  of  his  heart. 
His  pride  resents  the  charge,  although  the  proof 
Rise  in  his  forehead,  and  seem  rank  enough : 
Point  to  the  cure,  describe  a  Saviour's  crota 
As  Qod'i  expedient  te  retrieve  bis  lots, 

>  See  8  Cbroo.  eh.  bxtI.  ver.  19. 
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Tb€  yoxing  apoeiafa  iiclcaot  tt  the  Tiew, 
And  hates  it  with  tba  mmltoa  of  a  Jew* 

How  weak  tba  barrier  of  mere  Nature  ptoftf 
Oppov'd  against  the*  pleaaereii  Nature  loves  I 
While  self-belray'd,  and  wilfully  undone^ 
She  longs  to  yiek),  oo  sooner  woo*d  than  won. 
Try  new  tlie  merits  of  this  blest  exefaaog« 
Of  modest  tmth  for  wH's  eecentric  range. 
Time  was,  he  cloa'd  as  lie  began  the  day 
With  decent  doty,  not  admm'd  to  pray  : 
The  practice  waaa  bond  upon  his  heart,  ^ 
A  pledge  he  gave  for  a  consistent  part ; 
Kor  could  he  dare  ptesomptuonsly  disease 
A  pow*r,  Qoafess'd  so  lately  on  his  knees. 
But  now,  farewell  all  legendary  tales, ' 
The  shadows  fly,  philosophy  prevails ; 
Pray*r  to  the  winds,  and  caution  to  the  wavts; 
Religion  makes  th6  free  by  natwre  slaves. 
Priests  have  jorented,  and  the,  World  admirM 
What  knavish  priests  promulgate  as  insinr'd  j 
Till  Reason,  now  no  longer  ovcraw'd, 
Resames  her'pow'rs,  and  spurns  the  clumsy  fraod ; 
And,  common -sense  diffusing  real  day, 
The  meteor  of  the  Gospel  dies  away. 
Such  rhapsodies  our  shrewd  discerning  3fonlh 
i>eam  from  expert  inqoirrrs  after  truth ; 
Whose  only  care,  might  tmth  presume  to  speak. 
Is  not  to  find  what  they  profSoss  to  aeek. 
And  thus,  weU-tutor*d  only  while  we  share 
A  mother's  lectures  and  a  nnrae's  care ; 
And  taught  at  schools  much  mjrthologie  stuff  * 
But  soand  religion  sparingly  enough ; 
Our  early  notices  of  truth,  disgraced, 
Soon  lose  their  credit,  and  are  all  e£hc*d. 

Would  you  your  son  should  be  a  sot  or  dunoe. 
Lascivious,  headstrong,  or  all  these  at  once; 
That  in  good  time  the  stripling's  finbh'd  taste 
{■or  loose  expense,  and  fiuhionaUe  waste, 
Should  prove  your  ruin,  and  his  own  at  test ; 
Xrain  him  in  public  with  a  mob  of  boys, 
Childish  in  mischief  only  and  in  noise. 
Else  of  a  mannish  growth,  and  five  in  ten 
In  infidelity  and  lewdness  men. 
There  shall  he  learn,  ere  sixteen  winters  old. 
That  authon  arc  most  useful  pawn'd  or  sold ; 
That  pedantry  is  all  that  schools  impart. 
But  taverns  teach  the  knoi^edge  of  the  heart ; 
There  waiter  Dick,  with  BocchaaaUan  lays. 
Shall  win  hn  heart,  and  have  bis  drunken  praise, 
His  counsellor  and  bosom-firiend,  shall  prove. 
And  some  stxeet^pactng  harlot  his  first  love. 
Schools,  unless  discipline  were  doubly  strong,   ' 
IMain  their  adolcsoent  charge  too  long; 
The  management  of  tiroes  of  eighteen 
Is  difficult,  their  punishment  obscene. 
The  stMit  tail  captain,  wboae  superior  size 
The  minor  heroes  view  wHh  envious  eyes. 
Becomes  their  pattern,  upon  whom  they  fix 
llieir  whole  attentioa,  and  ape  all  his  tricks. 

*  The  author  begs  leave  to  explain.— ^SensiUe 
that,  without  such  knowledge,  neither  the  ancient 
poets  nor  historiaDs  can  be  tasted,  or  indeed  under- 
stood, he  does  not  mean  to  censure  the  pains,  that 
are  taken  to  instruct  a  schoolboy  in  the  religion  of 
the  Heathen,  but  merely  that  neglect  of  Christian 
culture  which  leavei  hiin  shAmofoily  ignorant  of 
his  own. 


His  pride,  that  acoras  V  obey  or  to  sobmity 
With  them  is  oeurage ;  his  effront'ry  w^ 
His  wild  exeurtioot,  window-breaking  feats, 
Robb'ry  of  gardens,  quarrels  in  the  streets^ 
His  hah'breadtb  'scapes,  and  all  his  daring  scheow^ 
Transport  them,  and  are  made  th«r  fiiVrite  themc^ 
In  little  bosoms  such  sichievements  strike 
A  kindred  spark:  they  bum  to  do  the  liln. 
Thus,  half-aooomplisb'd  ere  he  yet  begin 
To  show  the  peeping  down  upon  his  chin; 
And,  as  maturity  of  years  comes  on, 
Made  just  th'  adept  that  you  designed  your  ton; 
T'  ensure  tho  perse? ecanoe  of  bis  course. 
And  give  your  monstrous  pioject  all  it's  foroa. 
Send  him  to  ^lege.     If  he  tbore  be  tam'd. 
Or  in  one  article  of  vice  roQlaim'd, 
Where  no  regard  of  ordinances  is  shown 
Or  looked  for  now,  the  fault  must  be  his  own. 
Some  sneakiug  virtue  lurks  in  b^n,  no  doubt. 
Where  neither  strumpets'  charms,  nor  driokigi^ 
Nor  gambling  practices,  can  find  it  out        [haSt, 
Such  yoiiths  of  spirit  and  that  spirit  toe^ 
Ye  nurseries  of  our  boys,  we  owe  to  yon :  . 
Though  from  ousselres  the  miacbief  mora  procMd^ 
For  public  schools  'tis  public  folly  feeds. 
The  slaves  of  custom  and  established  mode, 
With  packhone  constancy  we  kee|i  the  mad. 
Crooked  or  stimigbt,  thcough  quags  or  thoniy  deUi^ 
True  to  the  jingUn^  of  our  leader*s  bells. 
To  follow  foolish  precedents,  and  wink 
With  both  our  eyes,  is  easier  than  to  think: 
And  such  an  a^e  as  nun  baulks  no  expense. 
Except  of  caaiioo,  and  of  conuson-aen$e; 
Else,  sure,  notorious  fact,  and  proof  so  plain, 
Would  turn  our  steps  into  a  wiaer  train.. 
1  blame  not  those,  who  with  what  care  they  csn 
O'erwatch  the  num*rous  and  unruly  dan ; 
Or,  if  I  blame,  'Us  only  that  they  dare 
Promise  a  work,  of  which  they  must  despair. 
Have  ye,  ye  sage  iotendantsof  the  wbok» 
A  ubiquarian  presence  and  control, 
Rlisha's  eye,  that,  when  Gehaxi  atray'd. 
Went  with  him,  and  saw  all  the  game  fa*  play'd  } 
Yes-— ye  are  conscious;  and  on  all  theshehras 
Your  pupils  strike  upon,  have  strack  DHprsihris. 
Or  if,  by  nature  sober,  ye  had  then,    ' 
Boys  as  ye  were*  the  gravity  of  men  ; 
Ye  knew  at  least,  by  constant  proofii  addroi'd 
To  ears  and  eyes,  the  vices  of  the  rest 
But  ye  connive  at  what  ye  cannot  cure. 
And  evils,  not  to  be  endur'd,  endure. 
Lest  pow'r  exerted,  but  without  soooe^. 
Should  make  the  little  ye  retain  still  less. 
Ye  once  were  justly  fam'd  for  brinfing  ibrtli 
Undoubted  sobolanhip  and  genuine  worth; 
And  in  the  firoMunent  of  fame  still  s^nea 
A  glory,  bright  as  that  of  all  the  signs. 
Of  pocAs  rais'd  by  you,  and  i^atesmen,  and  diviam 
Peace  to  them  all!  those  brilliant  times  are  lied. 
And  no  such  lights  are  kindling  in  their  stsad. 
Our  striplings  shine  indeed,  but  with  aocb  ra|% 
As  sei  the  midnight  riot  in  a  blasa ; 
And  seem,  if  judg'd  by  their  e3q>re8sive  Jqoks, 
Deeper  in  nonejhan  in  their  aurgeona*  bgoks. 
Say,  Muse,  (for  education  made  the  awg* 
No  Muse  can  heaitatab  or  linger  long}' 
What  causes  move  us,  knowing  as  wa  moi^ 
That  thfM  fliffliiycriaf  «U  foil  th«ir  tnitt, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


vr  niie  ooio  ana  pupptei  con  ai  mo  mooD  care  r 

Be  it  a  weaknefs,  tt  desenret  toma  prabe, 
'We  love  tlie  plkyplaoe  of  otir  early  days ; 
The  aoene  is  touchhiif,  and  the  heart  it  stone, 
TiMt  feels  Aot  at  that  sight,  and  feels  at  none. 
The  wall  on  which  we  tried  onr  graving  skill, 
Th^  very  name  we  carvM  snbsistkig  still ; 
The  bench  on  which  we  sat  while  deep  e^lp)oy^d, 
Tho*  mangled,  hackM,  and  hew'd,  not  yet  destroyed  ; 
The  little  .ones,  Qnbutton*d,  glowing  hot. 
Playing  our  games,  and  on  the  very  spot; 
Ab  happy  as  we  once,  to  kneel  and  draw 
The  chalky  ring,  and  knuckle  down  at  taw; 
To  pitch  the  ball  into  the  grounded  hat, 
Or  drive  it  devious  with  a  dext'rous  pat ; 
The  pleasing  spectacle  at  once  excites 
Such  recollMition  of  our  own  delights. 
That,  viewing  it,  we  seem  almost  t'  obtain 
Our  innocent  sweet  simple  years  again. 
Tins  (bod  attachment  to  the  well-known  place. 
Whence  first  we  started  into  lifers  long  race, 
M^ntaios  it's  hold  with  such  unfailing  sway. 
We  feel  it  ev>n  in  age,  and  at  our  latest  day. 
Hark!  how  the  sire  of  chits,  whose  iutore  share 
Of  clastic  food  begins  to  be  bis  care, 
With  his  own  likeness  placed  on  eitherknee. 
Indulges  all  a  father's  heart-felt  glee ; 
And  tells  them,  as^  he  strokes  their  silver  locks. 
That  they  must  soon  learn  Latin,  and  to  b(» ; 
Then  turning  be  regales  his  listening  wife 
With  all  tb>  adventures  of  his  early  life ; 
His  skill  in  coachmanship,  or  driving  chaise. 
In  bilking  tavern  bilk,  and  spouting  plays ; 
What  shifts  he  ns'd,  detected  in  a  scrape. 
How  he  was  flogg'd,  or  had  the  luck  t*  escape ; 
What  sums  he  lost  at  play,  and  how  he  sold 
Watob,  seals,  and  all— tiil  all  his  pranks  are  told. 
Retracing  thus  his /ro/i»,  (tis  a  name 
That  palliates  deeds  of  folly  and  of  shame) 
He  gives  the  local  bias  all  it's  sway ; 
Resolves  that  where  he  play*d  bis  sons  shall  play. 
And  destines  their  bright  genius  to  be  shown 
Just  in  the  scene,  wtkere  he  displayed  hit  own. 
The  meek  and  bashful  boy  will  soon  be  taught. 
To  he  at  bold  and  ferward  as  he  ought ; 
The  rude  will  scuflle  through  with  ease  enough, 
Great  schools  suit  best  the  sturdy  and  the  rough. 
Ah  happy  designaUoo,  prudent  choice, 
Th'  event  is  sure  ;  expect  it ;  and  rejoice ! 
Soon  see  your  wish  fulfill'd  in  either  child, 
The  pert  made  porter,  and  the  tame  made  wild* 

The  great  indeed,  by  titles,  riches,  birth, 
Excns'd  th*  enc«mb*r«ice  of  more  solid  worth. 
Are  best  dispos'd  of  where  with  most  success 
They  may  acquire  that  confident  address. 
Those  habits  of  profuse  and  lewd  expense. 
That  soom  of  all  delights  but  those  of  sense. 
Which,  though  in  plain  plebeians  we  caademn. 
With  so  mnch  reason  all  expect  from  them. 
But  femilles  of  lest  illustrioos  fame. 
Whose  chief  distinction  b  their  spotless  name, 
Whose  heirs,  their   honours  none,  their  income 

small. 
Must  shioe  by  true  desert,  or  not  at  all. 
What  dream  they  of,  that  with  so  little  care 
They  risk  their  hopes,  their  dearest  treasure,  there  ? 
They  dream  of  little  Charles  or  William  grac'd 
With  wig  proUs,  down  flowinf  to  his  wuit ; 


1  ney  near  mm  speaK^-tne  oracle  ut  law. 

The  father,  who  designs  his  babe  a  priest. 

Dreams  him  episcopally  such  at  least ; 

And,  while  the  plajrful  jockey  scours  the  room 

Briskly,  astride  upon  the  parlour  broom. 

In  fancy  sees  him  more  superbly  ride 

In  coach  with  purple  lin'd,  and  mitres  oo  it's  sid?. 

Events  improbable/and  strai^  as  these. 

Which  only  a  parental  eye  foresees, 

A  public  school  shall  bring  to  pass  with  ease. 

But  how  !  resides  such  virtue  in  that  air. 

As  must  create  an  appetite  for  pray'r  ? 

And  will  it  breathe  into  him  all  the  seal. 

That  candidates  for  such  a  prize  should  feel. 

To  take  the  lead  and  be  the  foremost  slill 

In  all  true  worth  and  literary  skill } 

*'  Ah  bliod  to  bright  futurity,  ootaugbt 

The  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  dull  of  thought ! 

Church-ladders  are  not  always  mounted  best 

By  learned  clerks,  and  LatinisU  profess'd. 

Th'  exalted  prize  demands  an  upward  look. 

Not  to  be  found  by  poring  on  a  book. 

Small  skill  in  Latin,  and  still  less  in  Greek, 

Is  more  than  adequate  to  all  I  seek. 

Let  erudition  grace  him,  or  not  grace, 

I  give  the  bauble  but  the  second  place ; 

His  wealth,  feme,  honours,  all  that  I  intend. 

Subsist  and  oeotre  in  one  point-— a  friend. 

A  friend,  whatever  he  studies  or  neglects. 

Shall  give  him  consequence,  heal  all  defects. 

His  intercourse  with  peers  aod  sons  of  peer^— 

There  dawns  the  splendour  of  his  future  years : 

In  that  bright  quarter  his  propitious  skies 

Shall  blush  betimes,  and  there  his  glory  rise. 

Your  Lordship,   and    Your   Grace  I   what  8Cbo< 

can  teach 
A  rhef  ric  equal  to  those  parts  of  speech  ? 
What  need  of  Homer's  verne,  or  Tully's  prose. 
Sweet  interjections !  if  he  learu  but  those  ? 
Let  rev'rend  churls  his  igoorance  rebuke, 
Who  starve  upon  a  dog's-ear'd  Pentateuch, 
The  parson  knows  enough,  who  knows  a  duke." 
Egregious  purpose  !  worthily  begun 
In  barb'rous  prostitution  of  your  son  ; 
Press'd  on  hii  part  by  means,  that  would  disgraca 
A  scriv'ner's  clerk,  or  footman  out  of  place. 
And  ending,  if  at  last  it's  end  be  gain'd, 
In  sacrilege,  in  God's  own  bouse  profan'd. 
It  may  suocaed;  and,  if  his  sins  should  call 
For  more  than  common  punishment,  it  shall ; 
llie  wretch  shall  rise,  and  be  the  thing  on  Earth 
Least  qualified  in  honour,  leararag,  worth. 
To  occupy  a  sacred,  awful  post. 
In  which  the  best  and  worthiest  tremble  most. 
The  royal  let  ten  are  a  thmg  of  course, 
A  king,  that  would,  might  recommend  his  horse ; 
And  deans,  no  doubt,  and  chapters,  with  one  voic< 
As  bound  in  duty,  would  confirm  the  choice. 
Behold  your  bishop  !  well  he  plays  his  part, 
Christian,  in  name,  and  infidel  in  heart. 
Ghostly  in  ofllce,  earthly  in  his  plan, 
A  slave  at  court,  elsewhere  a  lady's  man. 
Dumb  as  a  senator,  and  as  a  priest. 
A  piece  of  mere  church-furniture  at  bast; 
To  live  estranged  from  God  his  to^l  scope. 
And  his  end  sure,  without  one  glimpse  of  hope. 
But  feir  although  and  feasible  it  seem. 
Depend  not  much  upon  your  golden  dreamy 
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In  Spite  of  all  ttte  wrigglers  into  place, 

Still  kneps  a  seat  or  two  for  worth  and  grace  ;^ 

And  therefure  'tin,  that,  though  the  sight  be  rare. 

We  sometimes  see  a  l/^'wth  or  Bagot  th€te. 

Besides,  school-friendships  are  not  always  found, 

Thcmgh  fair  in  promise,  permanent  and  sound; 

The  most  disint're^ted  and  virtuons  minds. 

In  earif  y<ars  connected,  time  unbinds; 

New  si tua Monti  give  a  diflPrent  cast 

Of  habit,  inclination,  temper,  taste ; 

And  he,  that  seem'd  our  counf erpart  at  first. 

Soon  show*  the  strong  similitude  reversed. 

Young  hends  are  giddy,  and  young  heartn  are  warm. 

And  make  mistakes  for  manhood  to  reform. 

Boys  are  at  best  but  pretty  buds  unblown. 

Whose  scent  and  hues  are  rather  guess'd  than  known  ; 

£ach  dreams  that  each  is  just  what  he  appears. 

But  learns  his  errour  in  matnrer  years. 

When  disposition,  like  a  sail  unfurled. 

Shows  all  K*s  rents  and  patches  to  the  world. 

If,  therefore,  ev'n  «ben  honest  in  design, 

A  boyish  Arieodshtp  may  so  soQn  decline, 

Twere  wiser,  sure,  t'^n<pire  a  little  heart 

With  jus£  abhorrence  of  so  moan  a  pfirt. 

Than  set  yuar  son  to  wr^k  at  a  vile  trade» 

For  wages  so  unl>ke1y  to  be  paid. 

Our  public  hives  of  puerile  resort, 
That  are  of  chief  and  most  approv'd  report. 
To  such  base  hopes,  in  many  a  sordid  soul. 
Owe  their  repute  in  part  bnt  not  the  whole 
A  principle,  wImmc  prrmd  pretensions  pass 
Unquestioned,  though  the  jewel  be  but  glasK^ 
TTiat  with  a  world,  not  often  «ivemicc. 
Banks  as  a  virtue,  and  is  yet  a  Tice ; 
Or  rather  a  gross  compoimd,  justly  tried. 
Of  envy,  hatred,  jealousy,  and  pride — 
Contributes  must  perhaps  t'  enhance  their  (ame  ; 
And  emulation  is  it*9  specious  name. 
Boys,  once  on  fire  with  that  contentious  zeal» 
Feel  all  the  rage,  that  female  rivals  feel ; 
The  prize  of  beautj  in  a  woman*s  eyes 
Kot  brighter  than  m  theirs  tfie  scholar's  prize. 
The  spirit  of  that  competition  bums 
With  all  Tarieties  of  ill  by  turns  ; 
Each  vainly  mairnifies  his  own  success, 
Resefits  his  fellow's,  wishes  it  were  less. 
Exults  in  his  miscarriage,  if  he  fail. 
Deems  bis  reward  too  great,  if  he  prevail. 
And  labours  to  surpass  him  day  and  night, 
Le^  for  improvement  than  to  tickle  spite. 
The  spur  is  powerful,  and  I  grant  ifs  force; 
It  pricks  the  genius  forward  in  it's  course. 
Allows  short  time  for  play,  and  none  for  sloth  ; 
And,  felt  alike  by  each,  advances  both  : 
But  judge,  where  so  much  evil  intervenes. 
The  end.  though  plausible,  not  worth  the  means. 
Weigh,  for  a  moment,  cbssical  desert 
Against  a  heart  deprav'd  and  temper  hurt  ; 
Hurt  too  |)erhaps  for  life ;  for  early  wrong, 
Dv>ne  to  the  nobler  part,  affects  it  long ; 
AikI  you  are  staunch  indeed  in  learning's  caa$e, 
If  you  canxrowi^  a  discipline,  that  draws 
Such  mischief*  a/ter  it,  with  much  applause. 

Connexion  form'd  for  iiit*re«t,  and  endear'd 
By  selfish  views,  thus  censnr'd  and  cashier'd  ; 
And  emulation,  as  engendering  hate, 
Doocn'd  to  a  DO  lets  ignominioas  fate : 


Great  sdKX>ls  rejected  then,  as  tbqpe  that  nrdi 
Beyond  a  siee  that  can  be  manag*d  wetT, 
Shall  royal  institutions  miss  tW  bays. 
And  small  academies  win  all  the  prahe  ? 
Force  not  my  drift  beyond  it's  just  iotvnty 
I  praise  a  school  at  Pope  a  gotveroraeiit ;  . 

So  take  my  judgment  in  bis  language  drea^ 
*<  Wbate'er  is  best  admioister'd  it  best." 
Few  boys  are  bom  with  talents  that  excel. 
But  all  are  capable  of  living  wdl ; 
Then  a$k  not.  Whether  hmited  or  large ; 
But,  Watch  they  strictly,  or  neglect  their  cfasfge? 
If  anxious  nnly,  that  their  bojrs  may  If  am. 
While  morals  languish,  a  despisM  concern. 
The  great  and  small  deserve  one  coromoo  blsai^ 
Different  in  size,  but  ii\  effect  the  aan>e. 
Much  zeal  in  virtue's  cause  all  teachers  boail. 
Though  motives  of  mere  lucre  sway  the  moit; 
Therefove  in  towns  and  cities  they  aboimd, 
For  there  the  game  they,  seek  it  easiest  fband; 
Though  there,  in  spite  of  all  that  carr  can  da^ 
Tiapt  to  catch  youth  are  moitt  abundant  too. 
If  shrewd,  and  of  a  well  constmeted  brafai. 
Keen  in  pursuit,  and  vig*n>i]S  to  rKain, 
Your  son  come  forth  a  prodigy  of  sldll ; 
As,  wheresoever  taught.  »•  forroVI,  he  will ; 
The  pedagogue,  with  tielf-complacent  air. 
Claims  more  than  half  the  prajae  as  hit  due  share. 
But  if,  with  all  his  geniiK,  he  betray. 
Not  more  intelligent  than  looae  and  gay« 
Such  vicioiia  habits,  as  disgrace  his  name. 
Threaten  hn  health,  his  fortune,  and  hit  fame  ; 
Though  want  of  dtie  restraint  alone  have  brrd 
The  sjrmptoms,  that  you  see  with  so  much  diead  ; 
ITnenvied  there,  he  may  sustahi  alone 
The  whole  reproach,  the  fault  was  all  his  owft. 

O  His  a  sight  to  be  with  joy  perus'd. 
By  all  whom  sentiment  has  not  abus'd ; 
New.fongled  sentiment,  the  boasted  grace 
Of  tboM,  who  never  feel  in  the  right  place  ; 
A  sight  turqas8*d  by  none  that  we  can  shosr, 
'Though  Vettris  on  one  leg  still  thine  bdow ; 
A  fother  Mest  with  an  ingenuoos  Hon, 
Father,  and  friend,  and  tutor,  all  in  one. 
How !— turn  again  to  tales  long  since  f  irgot, 
JEfiOp,  and  PhaNlnit,  and  the  rest } — Why  not } 
He  will  not  blurii,  that  hat  a  fiither's  heart. 
To  take  In  childish  plays  a  childish  part ; 
Bnt  bends  hit  ttnrdy  back  to  any  toy. 
That  youth  taket  pteature  in,  to  please  hb  hoy  ; 
Then  why  resign  into  a  ttranger*!  hand 
A  Usk  at  much  within  your  own  octDmamf, 
That  God  and  nature,  and  your  rat*rest  too. 
Seem  with  one  voice  to  delegate  to  you  ? 
Why  hire  a  lodging  in  a  house  unknown 
For  one,  whose  tend'rest  thoughts  all  hover  ronni 

your  own? 
This  seoond  weaning,  needless  at  It  it. 
How  does  it  lac'rate  both  your  heart  and  his  I 
Tb'  indented  stick,  that  loses  day  by  day 
Notch  after  notch,  till  all  ara  smoothM  away. 
Bears  witness,  long  ere  his  dismUsion  come. 
With  what  intense  desire  he  wants  hithime. 
Bnt  though  the  joys  he  hopes  beneath  your  roof 
Did  foir  enough  to  antwer  in  the  proof. 
Harmless,  and  safe,  and  nat'ral  as  they  ax% 
A  ditappointoieiit  waits  hte  ef«a  therea^ 
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No  looger  Ukes,  as  oact,  with  fearless  ease. 

His  fey'rite  sUuid  between  his  fatUer's  ^oees, 

But  seeks  the  corner  of  some  distant  scat» 

And  eyes  tlie  door,  and  watches  a  retreat, 

And,  least  £uiuliar  where  be  should  be  most. 

Feels  all  his  happiest  privileges  lust. 

Alas,  poor  boy  1  the  natural  effect 

Of  lo\*e  by  absence  cbil^'d  into  re^pe^ 

Say,  what  accomplishoieuts,  at  school  acquired. 

Brings  be,  to  sweeten  fruits  so  undesir'd  } 

Hkni  well  deserv'st  an  alienated  son. 

Unless  thy.coasctoas  heart  acknowledge — ^none  ; 

Kooe  thaty  in  thy  domestic  $nog  recess.  ' 

He  had  not  made  his  own  with  more  address^ 

Though  some  perhaps,  that  shock  thy  feeling  mind^ 

And  better  never  learned,  or  left  behind. 

Add  too,  that,  thus  estrangM,  thou  canst  obtain 

By  DO  Idnd  arts  nis  conGdeoce  again ; 

That  here  begins  with  most  that  long  complaint 

Of  filial  frankness  lost,  and  love  grown  faint, 

Which,  ofi  neglected.  In  life's  waning  years 

A  parenjt  poors  into  regardless  ears. 

like  caterpillars,  dangling  under  trees 
By  slender  threads,  and  swinging  in  the  breeze, 
Which  filthily  bewray  and  sore  di<igrace 
The  boughs,  in  which  are  bred  th'  unseemly  race  ; 
While  CT'ry  worm  industriously  weaves 
And  winds  his  web  about  the  rivellM  leaves  ;   . 
So  numerous  are  the  follies,  that  annoy 
The  inind  aod  heart  of  ev'ry  sprightly  boy» 
Imaginalions  noxious  and  per\'er8e, 
Wh»efa  admooition  can  alone  disperse. 
Th'  encroaching  nuisance  a%ks  a  faithful^  hand. 
Patient*  affectionate,  of  high  command. 
To  check  the  procreation  of  a  breed 
Sure  to  exhaust  the  plant,  on  which  they  feed^ 
Tii  DOt  enough,  that  Greek  or  Roman  page. 
At  stated  hours,  his  freakish  thoughts  engage ; 
Ev'n  in  his  pastimes  he  requires  a  friend. 
To  warn,  and  teach  him  safely  to  unbend  ^ 
O'er  all  his  pleasures  gently  to  preside. 
Watch  his  epaotions,  and  control  their  tide  ; 
And  levying  thus,  and  with  an  easy  sway, 
A  tax  of  profit  from  his  very  play, 
T*  impress  a  value,  not  to  be  eras'd,  [waste. 

On  moments  squander^  else,  and  runniog  all  to 
Aod  seems  it  nothing  in  a  father's  eye, 
llkat  unimprovM  those  many  moments  fly  ? 
And  IS  he  well  content  his  seu  should  find 
No  nouruhmeat  to  feed  his  growing  mind. 
Bat  conjugated  verbs,  and  nouns  declined  ? 
For  such  is  all  the  mental  food  purveyed 
By  public  hacknieit  in  the  schooling  trade; 
Who  feed  a  pupiPs  intellect  with  store 
Of  syntax,  truly,  but  with  little  more ; 
Dismiss  their  cares,  when  they  dismiss  their  flock, 
liacbines  themselves,  and  governed  by  a  clock. 
Perhaps  a  father,  ble^t  with  any  brains. 
Would  deem  it  no  abuse,  or  waste  of  pains, 
T*  improve  this  diet,  at  no  great  expei  se. 
With  fav'  ry  truth  and  wholesome  common  sense ; 
^o  lead  his  son,  for  prospects  of  delight. 
To  some  not  steep,  though  philosophic,  height, 
Thcqcc  to  exhibit  to  his  wond'ring  eyes 
Yon  circling  worlds,  their  distance,  aod  their  size. 
The  moons  jsf  Jove,  and  Saturn's  lielted  ball, 
4Bd  the  hannoDtous  order  of  them  all ; 


As,  hM  from  ages  past,  God  now  displays, 

To  combat  athei&ts  with  in  modem  days ; 

To  spread  the  £arth  before  him,  aod  commend. 

With  designation  of  the  finger *8  end, 

It*8  various  parts  to  his  attentive  note. 

Thus  bringing  home  to  him  the  most  remote  ; 

To  teach  his  heart  to  glow  wjth  generous  flame. 

Caught  from  the  deeds  of  men  of  ancient  fame : 

And,  more  than  all,  with  commendation  due. 

To  set  some  living  worthy  m^is  view, 

Whose  fair  example  may  at  once  inspire 

A  wish  to  copy,  what  he  must  admire. 

Such  knowledge  gainM  betimes,  and  which  appea; 

Though  solid,  not  too  weighty  for  his  years. 

Sweet  in  itself,  and  not  forbidding  sport. 

When  health  demands  it,  of  athletic  sort. 

Would  make  him — what  some   lovely  boys  hai 

•        been. 
And  moire  than  one  perhaps  that  I  have  seen*- 
An  evidence  and  reprehension  both 
Of  the  mere  schoolboy's  lean  and  tardy  growth. 

Art  thou  a  man  professionally  tied. 
With  all  thy  faculties  elsewhere  appHed, 
Too  busy  to  intend  a  meaner  care, 
Than  how  t'  enrich  thyself,  and  next  thine  heir ; 
Or  art  thoo  (as  though  rich,  perhaps  thou  art) 
But  poor  in  knowledge,  having  none  t'  impart : — 
Behold  that  figure,  neat,  though  plainly  clad  ; 
His  sprightly  mingled  with  a  shade  of  sad ; 
Not  of  a  nimble  tongue,  though  now  and  then 
Heard  to  articulate  like  otbef  men  ; 
No  jester,  and  yet  hrely  in  discourse. 
His  phrase  well  chosen,  clear,  aod  full  of  force; 
And  his  address  if  not  quite  French  in  ease. 
Not  English  stiff,  bgt  frank,  and  foriu*d  to  please  j 
Low  in  the  world,  because  be  scorns  it's  arts  ; 
A  man  of  letters,  manners,  nioraU,  parts ; 
Unpatroniz'd,  and  tberefore'little  known  ; 
Wise  for  himself  and  his  few  friends  alone — 
In  him  thy  well  appointed  proxy  see, 
Arm^d  for  a  work  too  diflScult  for  thee  ; 
Prepared  by  taste,  by  learning,  and  true  worth. 
To  form  thy  son,  to  strike  his  genius  forth; 
Beneath  thy  roof,  beneath  thine  eye,  to  prove 
The  force  of  discipline,  when  back'd  by  love  ; 
To  double  all  thy  pleasure  in  thy  child, 
His  mind  inform *d,  his  morais  undebPd. 
Safe  under  su'h  a  wing,, the  boy  shall  show 
No  spots  contracted  among  grooms  below. 
Nor  taint  his  speech  with  meannessef ,  de»gn*d 
By  footman  Tom  for  witty  and  refin'd. 
There,  in  his  commerce  with  the  liv'ried  herd. 
Lurks  the  contagion  chiefly  to  be  frar'd; 
For  since  (so  fashion  dictat«»s)  all,  who  claim 
A  higher  than  a  mere  plebeian ^fa me. 
Find  it  expedient,  come  what  mis<-hief  may, 
To  entertain  a  thief  or  two  in  pay, 
(And  they  that  can  aflibrd  tb'  txpenseof  more. 
Some  half  a  dozen,  and  some  half  a  soore) 
Great  cause  occuis,  to  save  him  from  a  band 
So  sure  to  spoil  him,  and  so  near  at  band ; 
A  point  i^cur'd,  if  (tnce  he  be  supplied 
With  Some  such  Mentor  always  at  his  side. 
Are  such  men  rare  ?  perhaps  rhey  woali^  aboaad. 
Were  occupation  easier  to  l^c  found. 
Were  education,  else  sc  sure  to  fa^l. 
Conducted  on  a  manageable  scale. 


7ia 


COWPER'S  POEMS. 


And  tohooK  tiMt  b4«t  outlMd  aH  juit  eitwm. 
Exchanged  for  the  6«Kire  domeitio  tcbeoie.— > 
But,  having  foood  bim,  be  thou  doke  or  emri,  ' 
Show  thou  bast  seme  enoofh  to  price  tbe  pear), 
And,  as  thou  wooldit  tb'  advaneement  of  thine  heir 
la  all  good  faculties  beneath  his  care, 
Respect^  as  is  but  ratioonl  and  just, 
A  man  deemM  worthy  of  <o  dear  a  trust 
Bespis'd  by  thee,  what  more  can  he  expeet 
From  youthful  folly  than  the  same  negleci  ? 
A  flat  and  fotal  oegative  obtains 
That  instant  upon  all  his  future  pains; 
His  lesMU  tire,  his  mtid  rebukes  offend, 
'  And  all  th'  iostmctioos  of  tby  soo^i  best  friend 
Are  a  stream  cbokM,  or  trickling  to  no  end. 
Doom  him  not  then  to  solitary  meals ;  - 
But  recollect,  that  he  has  sense,  and  feels  ; 
And  tha^  possessor  of  a  soul  refln*d, 
An  upright  heart,  and  cultivated  mind. 
His  pofft  not  mean,  his  talents  not  unknown,         * 
He  deems  it  hard  to  vegetate  alone. 
And,  if  admitted  at  thy  board  be  sit. 
Account  bim  no  Just  mark  for  Idle  wit; 
Offend  not  him,  whom  modetty  restrains 
From  repartee,  with  iL>ke8  that  he  disdains ; 
Much  lef s  tran&fix  his  feelings  with  im  uath  ; 
Nor  frown,  unless  he  vanish  with  the  cloth. — 
And,  trust  me,  his  utility  may  reach 
To  more  thau  he* is  hir*d  or  bound  to  teach; 
Much  trash  unutter*d,  and  some  ills  undone. 
Through  revVence  of  the  censor  of  thy  sou. 

But,  if  tby  table  be  indeed  unclean, 
Foul  with  excess,  and  with  discourse  obscene, 
And  thou  a  wretch,  whom,  fbtPwmg  her  old  plan 
Tbe  World  accounts  an  honourable  man. 
Because  forsooth  thy  courage  has  been  tried 
And  stood  the  test  perhaps  on  the  wrong  side  I 
Though  thou  hadst  never  grace  enough  to  prove, 
That  any  thing  but  vice  could  win  thy  love  ;— 
Or  bast  thou  a  polite,  card>playiog  wife, 
'  Chained  to  tbe  routs  that  she  frequents  for  life ; 
Who  just  when  indu>try  begins  to  snore. 
Flies,  wingM  with  joy,  to  some  coach-crowded  door ; 
And  thrice  in  ev»ry  winter  throngs  thine  own 
With  half  the  chariots  and  sedans  in  town, 
Thyself  meanwhile  e'en  shifting  as  thou  mayst ; 
Not  very  sober  though,  nor  very  chaste  j 
Or  is  thine  house,  though  less  superb  thy  rank, 
If  not  a  scene  of  pleasure,  a  mere  blank. 
And  thou  at  best,  and  in  thy  sobVest  mood,     ^ 
A  trifler  vain,  and  empty  of  all  good  ; 
Though  mercy  for  thyself  thou  canst  have  none, 
Hear  Nature  plead,  show  mercy  to  tby  son. 
SavM  from  his  home,  where  ev'ry  day  brings  forth 
^ome  mischief  fatal  to  his  future  worth. 
Find  him  a  better  in  a  distant  spot. 
Within  sonoe  pioas  pastor's  humble  cot. 
Where  vile  example  (yours  I  chiefly  mean, 
Tbe  most  seducing,  and  the  oft'nest  seen) 
May  never  more  be  stamped  upon  his  brcttst. 
Not  yet  perhaps  incurably  impressed. 
Where  early  rest  makes  early  rising  sure. 
Disease  or  comes  not,  or  finds  easy  cure. 
Prevented  much  by  diet  neat  and  plain  ; 
Or,  if  it  enter,  soon  starved  out  again  : 
Where  all  tb'  attention  of  his  faithful  host. 
Discreetly  limited  to  two  at  most, 
May  raise  such  fruits,  as  shall  reward  his  care 
And  not  at  last  evaporate  in  air : 


Where,  itmn«t  aNUngftsdy,  rn^km  ontf 

Serene,  and  to  bit  dutiet  much  jncUn*d, 

Not  oocnpied  m  day^KSreunt,  at  at  borne. 

Of  plcasores  past,  or  foHiei  yet  to  cone^ 

His  virtuous  lott  may  termiBata  at  lait 

In  settled  habit  awl  decided  taala.— 

But  whom  do  I  adriie?  tbe  fotbion-led, 

Th'  incorrigibly  vnmg,  tbe  dea^  and  dead* 

Whom  care  and  cool  delibeiation  tnit 

Not  better  mnahthan  tpeetada  a  hmte; 

Who,  if  their  sons  some  alight  tnitioo  share. 

Deem  it  of  no  great  moment  whose,  or  where  ; 

Too  proud  f  adopt  the  tbongbts  of  one  UBkoowoy 

And  mifeh  too  gay  t'  have  any  of  tiieir  own. 

"  Bat  courage,  man  I"  methonght  tbe  Mose  repliad, 

*'  Mankind  are  various,  and  the  world  h^  " 

The  ostrich,  silliest  of  tbe  foatber'd  kind. 

And  focm'd  of  God  witboot  a  pareofs  I 

Commits  her  eggs,  iacavtioas,  to  the  dnat, 

ForgetM  that  the  foot  may  cmsh  tbe  troat ; 

And,  while  on  pobtie  nncs^riet  tbey  rdy. 

Not  knowing,  and  toe  oft  not  caring,  why. 

Irrational  in  what  they  thua  preier. 

No  few,  that  would  seem  wise,  resemble  her. 

But  all  are  not  alike.    Tby  warning  voioe 

May  here  and  there  prevent  erroneooaeboioe; 

And  some  peiiuips,  who, -busy  aa  tbey  are 

Tet  make  their  progeny  thehr  dearest  oare,    [nmeh 

(Whose  hearts  will  acbe,  once  told  what  iUa  maj 

Their  efiiipring,  left  upon  so  wild  a  beaeh) 

Will  need  no  atresi  of  argument  t'  enforce 

Th*  expedieaee  of  a  less  advent'roos  ooorae : 

The  rest  will  slight  thy  counsel,  or  coodenm  ; 

But  they  have  human  leeliogs---tora  to  tbea.** 

To  you  then,  tenants  of  life's  middle  itate. 
Securely  placed  between  the  small  and  great. 
Whose  character,  3ret  undebaoch'd,  retains 
Two  (birds  of  all  the  virtue  that  remains. 
Who,  wise  yourselves,  demre  your  son  should  Icam 
Your,  wisdom  and  your  ways — to  you  I  turn. 
Look  round  yon  on  a  world  perversely  bUnd  ; 
See  wbatooontempt  is  fiall'n  on  hnmankind  $ 
See  wealth  abus'd,  and  dignities  misplao'd. 
Great  titles,  offices  and  trusts  disgrac'd. 
Long  linea  of  ancestry,  renown'd  of  old. 
Their  noble  qualities  all  quench'd  and  cold; 
See  Bedlam's  closetled  and  hand-cufl[*d  chuga 
Surpassed  in  freaey  by  tbe  mad  at  Huge  { 
See  great  commanders  making  war  a  trade. 
Great  lawyeas,  lawyers  without  study  made  ;' 
Churchmen,  in  whose  esteem  their  blest  employ 
Is  odious,  and  their  wages  all  their  joy. 
Who.  far  enongh  from  furaishiag  their  shelves 
With  Gospel  lore,  turn  infidels  tbemsalves  $ 
See  womanhood  despis'd,  and  m^pbood  sham'd 
With  bfamy  loo  nauseous  to  be  aam'd. 
Fops  at  all  corners,  ladylike  in  mien, 
Civetted  follows,  smelt  ere  tbey  are  soen^ 
Else  coarse  and  rode  in  manners,  and  their  tongna 
On  fire  with  curses,  and  with  nonsense  hong. 
Now  flush'd  with  drunk'nness,  now  with  wboredon 

pale, 
Their  breath  a  sample  of  last  night's  regale f 
See  volunteers  in  all  the  vilest  arts. 
Men  well  endow'd,  of  honourable  parts, 
Design'd  by  Nature  wise,  hot  self  made  fools; 
All  these,  and  more  like  these,  were  brad  at  soboeli. 
And  if.it  chance,  as  sometimes  chance  it  will. 
That,  though  school-bred,  the  boy  be  Yirtnoua  still{ 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


CATHARINA. 


71» 


Sncb  rare  ntceptionir  ihinini  In  tfie  dtrk, 

Prove r  rolher  thiui  im peach,  the  juit  remark: 

At  here  atvd  there  a  twinkKog  »laf  iki<;ried 

Serves  but  to  sbow  how  black  ii  ttU  b«ide, 

No*r  look  on  bjin,  whoie  Ti-ry  Toice  in  ton* 

Just  echoes  thine,  *hc»e  fenLur*i  at*  thine  owjJj 

And  stroke  liia  poh^h  d  cheek  of  purest  red. 

And  Iny  thine  hand  upOQ  hii  flaaten  head^ 

And  say*  "  My  boy.  th'  no  welcome  hour  ii  come, 

%VTjcn  thon,  trmmplinted  from  thy  genial  home. 

Must  dnfl  a  colder  toil  and  bleaker  air. 

And  IrUBl  for  *afety  to  a  itranger'i  cure ; 

What  character,  what  turn  thou  will  awume 

"From  constant  ccwver«c  with  I  know  not  whom  ; 

Who  there  will  court  thy  friendship,  wtth  whal 

views, 
And,  artless  aa  thou  art,  whom  tho«  wilt  choose  ; 
ThoHgU  much  dependi  on  what  thy  choice  shall  be, 
I J  all  ch*nce-n»ediy,  and  unknown  to  me." 
Ckdt  thiHi,  the  tear  just  tremblina:  on  tby  lids. 
And  while  the  dreadful  ri?k  fore.seea  forbids; 
Free  too,  and  under  no  constraining  fbrce^ 
Unleas  the  sway  of  ctittom  warp  thy  coorte ; 
Lay  buch  a  itnko  upon  the  \jjmng  side, 
Merely  to  gratify  bo  blind  a  gfuide  ? 
Thou  canst  not !  Nature,  pulling  at  thine  heart. 
Condemns  Lh»  unfatherly,  th*  imp  rodent  part 
Thou  wouldst  not.  deaf  lo  NatMre^i  tend'rert  plei^ 
Turn  him  adrift  upon  a  rolling:  ^^-^j 
Nor  say,  f;^  ihither,  conscious  that  there  lay 
A  brood  uf  nsps,  or  qoicksafida  m  his  way  : 
Then,  only  sftivern'd  by  the  selfwrne  rule 
Of  natural  pity,  send  him  not  to  school- 
No — jruard  bira  better*     i^  he  not  thine  own. 
Thyself  in  miniature,  thy  flesh,  tby  bone  } 
And  hop'at  ihou  not  ('tis  eT'ry  futher's  hope) 
That,  sin™  thy  strength  mu^t  with  tliy  y*ars  clopei 
And  thou  witt  neeil  some  comfurt,  to  assuage 
Health's  laEt  tar^^wtll,  a  staff  of  thine  old  age. 
That  Uien^  in  recompense  of  all  thy  carep, 
Thy  child  sball  show  respect  to  thy  pr^jy  hairs, 
Befrtend  thee,  of  all  other  frtenrls  bereft, 
And  give  thy  life  it*s  rmty  corilinl  loft  ? 
Aware  theu  how  much  dan^<>r  intervenes. 
To  compass  that  poid  end,  forecast  the  meam. 
His  heari ,  now  pa^i^ive,  yields  to  Ihv  i'^ommaud ; 
&ciire  it  thine^  it^s  key  is  in  thine  hamL 
If  thnu  disert  tby  charge,  and  throw  it  wide. 
Nor  hped  what  quests  there  entiT  nntl  abide , 
Com|»l3in  not  if  attachments  lewd  and  ba^ 
Supplant  thee  in  it,  and  iiviirp  thy  plact^ 
Bnt,  if  ilioii  i^uard  it's  s^a^rcd  chamber 4  sure 
From  rirjoos  inmntes  and  ckdights  impure, 
Kithcr  U\»  gratitude  shall  hold  him  fa'^t. 
And  keep  him  wartn  and  fiHal  to  the  last  j 
Or,  if  hp  prove  unkind  (as  who  can  tny 
But,  beiojT  man.  nnd  therefore  frad^  he  may  ?) 
One  comfort  yet  shall  tbeer  thine  agetl  heart, 
HowcWhe  slT;:ht  thee,  thou  hast  clone  thy  jiart* 

Oh  bitrbVoiii  !   wouldst  thfiu  with  a  Clot  hie  band 
Pail  down  the  schools— what ! — all  ihe  schools  V  th* 

land  I 
Or  throw  them  up  to  livVy-nau*  and  groom^!» 
Or  turn  thevfl  into  shops  and  auction  room*  f 
A  captJoU'^  qnestion,  sir,  (and  yours  la  une) 
DeKerres  an  aniweiv^'L^dar^  or  none. 
Wotildft  thi'd,  pos$es'^or  uf  a  flockp  employ 
(Apprss'd  that  ha  ii  *uch}  a  caielesa  boy, 


And  feed  him  well,  and  fire  kim  haodfomfl  pay. 
Merely  to  ale«Pr  and  let  tbem  run  astrriy  I 
Surrey  out  ichoob  and  colkgie*,  and  mx 
A  aigbt  not  much  unlike  my  ftiinile, 
Froni  education,  aa.  the  leadioK  eauiie. 
The  public  character  it's  colour  draws ; 
Thence  the  prevail inpr  maooen  take  their  ea/^ 
Extra ragant  or  aober,  loose  orchaitd. 
And,  tbuugh  J  would  tiot  adrertiie  them  yetf 
Nor  write  on  each— 1'Ai*  huUdm^  to  be  let. 
Unless  the  world  were  all  prcpmr'd  i*  **mbrao« 
A  plan  welt  worthy  to  fopply  their  place  ; 
Yet,  hackwaid  as  they  are,  and  itjnc  have  been. 
To  cultivate  and  keep  the  ifuitAi.t  clean, 
(Forgive  th«  cnme)  I  wish  them,  I  cimfett. 
Or  better  managed,  or  encouraged  ieai. 


REFERMND  MR,  NEWTOH, 

jur  ufTtTATiOK  iirro  tbi  covhtit. 

The  iwallowB  i^  their  torpid  state 

CompOK  their  aselesa  wing, 
And  bees  in  hires  a^  idly  wait 

The  call  of  early  Spring. 
Tlie  keenest  froit  that  binds  ibe  stream. 

The  wildest  wind  that  blows 
Are  neither  felt  oor  fcar'd  hy  them^ 

Secure  of  their  repose. 
But  man,  all  feeling  sod  awake. 

The  gloomy  jiceue  Borveys; 
With  preset! t  ills  bis  heart  must  ake, 

Ami  pant  for  brighter  days. 
Old  Winter,  halting  o'er  the  mead, 

Dids  roe  and  Mary  mourn  j 
But  lorely  Spring  peefJt  o'er  his  bead. 

And  whijTpers  yaur  return* 
Then  April,  wKh  her  sister  May, 

Shall  cha*c  him  from  the  how'rs, 
xVnd  weave  frefh  garlands  ev^ry  day. 

To  crowu  the  smiling  hour^ 
And.  if  a  tear,  that  speaks  regiet 

Of  hafipicr  liiueft,  appear^ 
A  glimpse  of  Joy,  that  we  have  loet^ 

Shall  abiae  and  dry  theU'ar* 


CATHJRINJ. 

ADORESSEDTO  ¥SB1  STAfLtTOM,  (MOW  Mtf*  COUlTHlT,) 

She  came— she  is  pone — we  have  nict — 

And  meet  perhaps  never  again  j 
The  sun  of  that  moment  is  *et. 

And  feera^  to  have  risen  in  rain* 
Catbiirina  has  ileil  liki'  a  dreamr^ 

(Sa  vatiishes  pleasure,  a  la*  I 
But  has  h  ft  a  ""grct  and  esteem^ 

That  will  not  80  sudd^mly  paai* 
The  las^  ev'nini?  ramble  we  made, 

Cathaiina,  Maria,  and  i. 
Our  prngreiis  wa^  often  delayed 

By  the  nig  Utinfale  warbling  nigh* 
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Lest  sweet  to  Maria  and  me. 

Who  so  lately  bad  witoeas'd  her  owo. 
My  numbers  that  day  she  Ind  sung* 

And  gaT«  then  a  grace  so  divine, 
As  only  ber  mnsical  tiongue 

Couid  inlbse  into  nnmbcrs  of  mine. 
The  longer  I  beard,  I  esteeiii*d 

The  work  of  roy  fancy  the  more, 
And  ev'n  to  myself  nerer  seem*d 

So  tuneful  a  poet  before. 
Though  the  pleasures  of  London  exceed 

In  number  the  days  of  the  year, 
Catharina,  did  nothing  impede, 

Would  feel  herself  happier  here ; 
For  the  close  woven  arches  of  limes 

On  the  banks  of  our  river,  I  know. 
Are  sweeter  to  her  many  times 

Than  aught  that  the  cit}*  can  show. 
So  it  18,  when  the  mind  isendu'd 

With  a  well  judging  taste  from  above, 
Then,  whether  embelti$h*d  or  rude, 

Tis  nature  alone  that  we  love. 
The  achievements  of  art  may  amuse. 

May  even  our  wonder  excite, 
But  groves,  hills,  and  vallies,  difi'use 

A  lasting,  a  sacred  delight. 
Since  then  in  the  rural  recess 

Catharina  alone  can  rejoice. 
May  it  still  be  her  lot  to  potsess 

Tlie  scene  of  her  sensible  choioe  ! 
To  inhabit  a  mansion- remote 

From  the  clatter  of  street-pacing  steeds, 
And  by  PhilomePs  annual  note 

To  measure  the  lifs  that  she  leads. 
With  her  book,  and  ber  voice,  and  her  lyrt^ 

To  wing  all  ber  moments  at  home; 
And  with  scenes  that  new  rapture  inspire, 

As  oft  as  it  suits  ber  to  roam  ; 
She  will  have  just  the  lifb  she  prefers. 

With  little  to  hope  or  to  fear, 
And  ours  would  be  pleasant  as  hers. 

Might  we  view  ber  enjoying  it  here. 


THE  MORALIZER  CORRECTED. 


A  HtaMrr,  (or  if  'chanoe  yon  hold 
That  title  now  too  trite  and  old) 
A  man,  once  young,  who  liv'd  retired 
As  hermit  ooaM  have  well  desir'd. 
His  hours  of  study  cloe'd  at>last, 
And  finished  his  concise  repast, 
Stoppled  bis  cruise,  replacM  bis  book 
Within  it's  customary  nook. 
And,  staff  in  band,  set  forth  to  share 
The  sober  cordial  of  sweet  air. 
Like  Isaac,  with  a  mind  applied 
To  serioQS  tbougbt  at  ev>jiiiig>tide. 
Autumnal  rains  bad  madeit<bill. 
And  from  the  trees,  that  fnng>d  hit  bill. 
Shades  slanting  at  the  dote  of  day 
ChillM  more  hit  else  diBlightfol  way. 
PisUnt  a  little  mile  ht  tpied 
A  western  bank's  ttill  tunny  side, 


In  hope  to  bask  a  little  yet* 

Just  reachM  it  when  the  Sua  waa  seL 

Your  hermit,  young  and  jovial  sirs ! 
Learns  something  from  wbate*er  ooeor^- 
And  '*  Hence,"  he  said,  '*  my  m'md  compatat 
Tlie  real  woKh  of  man*s  pursuits. 
His  object  chosen,  wealth  or  fome. 
Or  other  sublunary  game, 
T;nagination  to  his  view 
Presents  it  dcck'd  with  ev'ry  hue. 
That  can  seduce  him  not  to  spare 
His  powers  of  best  exertion  thei«. 
But  youth,  health,  vigour  to  espead 
On  so  desirable  an  end. 
Ere  long  approach  life's  ev'oing  tbad«. 
The  glow,  that  fancy  gave  it,  fodet; 
And,  eam'd  too  late,  it  wants  the  grace. 
That  first  engaged  him  in  the  chase.'* 

**  True,"  answer'd  an  angelic  guide. 
Attendant  at  the  senior's  side — 
"  But  a^ether  afl  the  time  it  cost. 
To  urge  the  fruitless  chase  he  lost. 
Most  be  decided  by  the  worth 
Of  that,  which  cali'd  bis  ardoyr  foith. 
Trifles  pursued,  wbate'er  th'  event. 
Must  cause  him  shame  or  discontent ; 
A  vicious  object  still  is  worse. 
Successful  there,  he  wins  m  curse  ; 
But  he,  whom  ev»n  in  lifers  last  sUge 
Endeavours  laudable  engage. 
Is  paid,  at  least  in  peace  of  mind. 
And  sense  of  having  well  design'd  i 
And  if,  ere  he  attain  his  end. 
His  sun  precipitate  descend, 
A  brighter  prize  than  that  he  meant 
Shall  recompense  his  mere  intent. 
No  virtuous  wish  can  bear  a  date 
Either  too  early  or  too  late." 


THE  FAITHFUL  BIRD. 

The  greenhouse  is  my  summer  teat ; 
My  shrubs  displac'd  from  that  retreat 

Eojoy'd  the  open  air  ; 
Two  gokifinches,  whose.sprightly  song 
Had  been  their  mutual  solace  k>og, 

Liv'd  happy  pris'ners  there. 
They  sang,  as  blithe  as  finohet  sinff, 
That  flutter  loose  on  golden  wing.  • 

And  frolic  where  they  list ; 
Strangers  to  liberty,  'tis  true. 
But  that  delight  they  never  knew. 

And  therefore  never  miss'd* 
But  nature  works  in  ev'ry  breast. 
With  force  not  easily  supprest'd  ; 

And  Dick  felt  some  desire^ 
That,  after  many  an  eA^rt^vain, 
Instructed  him  at  length  to  gain 

A  pass  between  bit  wires. 
The  open  windows  seemed  t'  invite 
The  freeman  to  a  farewell  ^ght ; 

But  Tom  was  still  confin'd  i 
And  Dick,  although  his  way  was  clear. 
Was  much  too  gen'rous  and  sincere. 

To  leave  hU  friend  behind. 


You  mutt  not  live  alone— 
Kor  woald  b«  quit  that  cboaeo  atand. 
Till  f ,  with  slow  and  cantioua  hand. 

Returned  hiA  to  hit  own. 
Oh  ye,  who  oeTer  taste  the  joyi 
Of  friendship,  satisfied  with  noise. 

Fandango,  ball,  and  rout ! 
Blnsh,  when  I  tell  yon  how  a  bird^ 
A  prison  with  a  friend  preferr'd 

To  liberty  without. 

THE  NEEDLESS^LARM: 


THtmi  is  a  field,  through  which  I  often  pass. 
Thick  overspread  with  moss  and  silky  grass, 
Adjoining  close  to  Kilwick's  echoing  wood, 
Where  oft  the  bitch  fox  hides  her  hapless  brood, 
ReserrM  to  solace  many  a  neighb'nng  squire, 
That  he  may  follow  them  through  brake  and  brier. 
Contusion  hazardiojc  <>f  neck,  or  spine, 
Which  rural  gentlemen  call  sport  divine. 
A  narrow  brook,  by  rushy  banks  concealed 
Buns  in  a  bottom,  and  divides  the  field  ; 
Oaks  interiiperse  it,  that  had  once  a  head. 
But  now  wear  crests  of  oven-w«)od  instead; 
And  where  the  land  slojies  to  it's  wat'ry  bourn, 
Wide  yawns  a  ffulf  beside  a  ragged  thorn ; 
Bricks  line  the  sides,  but  shiverM  long  ago. 
And  horrid  brambles  iutertwine  below ; 
A  hollow  scoop'd,  I  judge,  m  ancient  time. 
For  baking  earth,  or  burning  rock  to  lime. 

Not  yet  the  hawthorn  bore  her  berries  i-ed. 
With  which  the  fieldfar««,  wintiy  guert,  is  fed  ; 
»ur  Autumn  yet  had  bnish'd  from  ev'ry  spray, 
With  her  chill  band,  the  mellow  leares  away  -, 
But  com  was  hous'd,  aod  beans  were  in  the  suck. 
Now  therefore  issu'd  f  »rth  the  spotted  pack. 
With  taih  high  mounted,  rars  hung  law,  and  throats. 
With  a  whole  gamut  filPd  of  heav'nly  notes, 
For  which,  alas  I  my  destiny  severe. 
Though  ears  she  gave  me  two,  gave  me  no  ear. 

The  Sun,  accomplishing  his  early  march, 
His  lamp  now  planted  on  Heaven's  topmost  arch, 
When,  exercise  and  air  my  only  aim. 
And  heedless  whither,  to  that  fi(  Id  I  came. 
Ere  yet  with  ruthless  joy  the  happV  h«)Uod 
ToW  hill  and  dale  that  Reynard»s  track  was  found. 
Or  with  the  hi^h-iais'd  horn's  melothous  clang 
All  Kilwick  >  and  all  Duglederry  >  rang,     [press'd 
Sheep  graz'd    the  field ;  tome  with  soft  bosom 
The  herb  as  sc^ft.  while  nibbling  strayM  the  rest : 
Niwr  noise  wa«  heard  but  of  the  hasty  brook, 
Straggliugi  detain'd  in  many  a  petty  O'lok. 
All  seemM  so  peaceful,  that,  from  them  coovey'd. 
To  me  their  peace  by  kind  contagion  spread. 

But  when  the  huntsman,  with  distended  cheek, 
*Oau  make  his  instrument  of  music  8|)eak, 
And  from  within  the  wood  that  crash  was  heard, 
Though  not  a  honod  from  ahom  it  bu»st  appear'd. 
The  sheep  recumbent,  and  the  sheep  that  graz'd. 
All  hnddling  into  phalanx,  stood  and  gaz'd, 
Admiring,  terrified,  the  novel  strain,  (again  ^ 

Then  cours'd  the  field  aroun^,  and  conrt'd  it  round 

>' Two  waods  beloogiiig  t»  Jobtt  ThffoekQioitoiiy  Ml. 


They  gathered  close  around  the  old  pit's  brink. 
And  thought  again^but  knew  not  what  to  think. 

The  man  to  solitude  aocustom'd  long, 
Perceiyes  in  evYy  thing  that  lites  a  tongue  y 
Not  aninMls  alone,  but  shrubs  and  treea, 
Hate  speech  for  him,  and  understood  with  ease ; 
After  long  drought,  when  rains  abundant  fall. 
He  hears  the  herbs  aitd  flow'rs  n^o'icing  all  % 
Knows  what  the  freshness  of  their  hue  impbea. 
How  glad  they  catch  the  largess  of  the  skies; 
But,  with  precision  nicer  still,  the  mind 
He  scans  of  ev'ry  locomotive  kind ; 
Birds  of  all  feather,  beasts  of  tv'ry  name, 
That  serve  mankind,  or  shun  them,  wild  or  tame  ; 
The  looks  and  gestures  of  their  gri^fii  and  fsan 
Have  all  articulation  in  his  ears  ; 
He  spells  them  true  by  intuition's  light. 
And  needs  no  glossary  to  set  him  right. 

This  truth  premis'd  was  needful  as  a  text. 
To  win  due  credence  to  what  follows  next. 

Awhile  they  mus'd  j  surveymg  ev'ry  face, 
Thou  hadstsuppos'd  them  of  superior  race; 
Their  periwigs  of  wool,  and  fears  combin'd, 
Stamp'd  on  each  countenance  such  marks  of  mind. 
That  «iage  they  seem'd,  as  lawyers  o'er  a  doubt. 
Which,  puzzling  long,  at  last>they  puzzle  out; 
Or  academic  tutors,  teaching  youths. 
Sure  ne'er  to  want  them,  mathematic  truths; 
When  thus  a  mutton,  statelier  than  the  rest, 
A  ram.  the  ewes  and  wethers  sad,  addressM. 

**  Friends  !  we  have  liy'd  too  long.    I  never  heard 
Sounds  such  as  these,  so  worthy  to  be  fear'd. 
Could  I  beKeve,that  winds  for  ages  pent 
In  Earth's  dark  womb  have  found  at  last  a  vent. 
And  from  their  prison-house  below  arise. 
With  all  these  hideous  bowlings  to  the  skies, 
I  could  be  much  composed,  nor  should  appear 
For  such  a  cause,  to  feel  the  slightest  fear. 
Yourselves  have  seen,  what  time  the  thunders  roll'd 
All  night,  me  resting  quit  tin  the  fold. 
Or  heard  we  that  tremendous  bray  alone, 
I  could  expound  the  melancholy  tone;   - 
Should  deem  it  by  our  old  companion  made. 
The  ass ;  for  be,  we  know,  has  lately  stray'd. 
And  being  lost  perhaps,  and  wand'ring  wkle. 
Might  besuppos'd  to  clamour  for  a  guide. 
But  ah !  those  dreadful  yells  what  sonl  can  hear 
That  owns  a  carcase,  and  not  quake  for  fiear ; 
Demons  produce  them  doubtless,  brazen-claw'd 
And  fang'd  with  brass  the  demons  are  abroad  ; 
I  hold  it  therefore  wisest  and  most  fit. 
That,  lifie  to  save,  we  leap  into  the  pit." 

Him  answer'd  then  his  loving  mate  and  true. 
But  more  discreet  than  he,  a  Gsmbrian  ewa. 
*<  How !  leap  into  the  pit  our  life  to  save  \ 
To  save  our  life  leap  all  into  the  grave  ? 
For  can  we  find  it  less  ?     Ginteniiplate  first 
The  depth  how  awful !  falling  there,  we  bunt : 
Or  should  the  brambles,  inlerpos'd,  jMir  fall 
In  part  abate,  that  happiness  were  small ; 
For  with  a  race  like  theirs  do  chance  I  ste^ 
Of  peace  or  ease  to  creatures  clad  as  we. 
Meantime,  noise  kills  not    Be  it  Oapple's  bray. 
Or  be  it  not,  or  be  it  whose  it  may. 
And  rush  those  other  sounds,  tkak  teem  by  tongues 
Of  demons  utter'd,  ttom  whatever  loogi^ 


'le 


We  bare  at  least  oommoaioof  itanaiDg  nere. 
Come  fiend,  come  fuiy,  giant,  monster,  blast 
From  Earth  or  Hell,  we  can  but  plunge  at  last" 

While  thus  she  sputke,  I  hinter  heard  the  peals. 
For  Reynard,  olose  attended  at  his  heels 
By  panting  dog,  tir'd  man,and  spatter'd  hone. 
Through  mere  good  fortune^  took  a  different  come. 
The  flock  grew  calm  again,  and  I,  the  road 
FoU'wing,  that  led  me  to  my  own  abode. 
Much  wonder'd  that  the  silly  .sheep  bad  (band 
Such  cause  of  terrour  in  an  empty  sound. 
So  sweet  to  huntsman,  gepdeman,  and  hound* 

MOaAL. 

Beware  of  desperate  steps.    The  daricest  day, 
Lhre  till  to  morrow,  will  have  pan*d  away. 


BOADICEA  : 


AN   ODB. 

WuKN  the  British  warrior  queen. 

Bleeding  from  the  Romau  rods. 
Sought,  with  an  indignant  mien. 

Counsel  of  her  country's  gods. 
Sage  beneath  the  spreading  oak 

Sat  the  Druid,  hoary  chief; 
BT'ry  burning  word  he  spoke 

Full  of  rage,  and  full  of  grieU 
•*  Princess !  if  our  aged  eyes 

Weep  upon  thy  matchless  wrongs, 
Tis  because  resentment  ties 

All  the  terrours  of  our  tongues. 

"  Rome  shall  perish— write  that  wovd 

lirthe  blood  that  she  has  spilt ; 
Perish,  hopeleiu  and  abhorred. 

Deep  in  ruin  as  in  guilt. 
"  Rome,  for  empire  far  reaown'd. 

Tramples  on  a  thousand  states ; 
Soon  her  pride  shall  kiss  the  ground-" 

Hark !  the  Oaul  is  at  her  gates ! 
"  Other  Romans  shall  arise. 

Heedless  of  a  soldier's  name ; 
Sounds,  not  arms,  shall  win  the  prise. 

Harmony  the  path  to  fame. 
**  Then  the  progeny  that  springs 

From  the  forests  of  our  land, 
Arm*d  with  thunder,  clad  with  wingf, 

Shall  a  wider  world  comnund. 
**  Regions  Cesar  never  knew 

Thy  posterity  shall  sway  ; 
Where  his  eagles  never  flew. 

None  m vincible  as  they.'* 
S  jch  the  bard's  prophetic  wordf. 

Pregnant  with  celestial  fire. 
Bending  as  be  swept  the  chordf 

Of  his  sweet  but  awful  lyre. 
She,  with  all  a  monarch's  pride. 

Felt  them  in  her  bosom  glow ; 
Rush'd  toiMttle,  fought,  and^ied; 

Dying  hurl'd  them  at  the  foe. 
*'  Ruffians,  pitiless  as  proud, 

Hear'n  awards  the  vengeance  dae  | 
Empire  is  on  us  bestow'd. 

Shame  aid  rak  wait  for  yoo.** 


EEROmi. 

Tmnti  was  a  tim«  when  JEtna'ssOent  fire 

Slept  unperceiv'd,  the  mountain  yet  entise; 

When,  conscious  of  no  danger  ffom  below. 

She  tower'd  a  dood-capt  pyramid  of  tnow. 

No  thundery  shook  with  deep  inteaiine  aoaod 

The  blooming  groves,  that  girdled  her  around. 

Her  unctuous  ^ives,  and  her  purple  ^ines 

(Unfelttbe  fury  of  those  bursting  mines) 

The  peasant's  hopes,  and  not  in  vain,  aMor'd, 

In  peace  upon  heAloping  sides  matnr'd. 

When  on  a  day,  like  that  of  the  last  doom, 

A  conflagration  lab'ring  in  her  womb. 

She  teem'd  and  heav'd  with  an  infernal  bhth. 

That  shook  the  circling  seas  and  solid  eitfth. 

Dark  and  voluminous  the  vapours  rise. 

And  bang  their  borrours  in  the  neigbb'riog  skiea^ 

While  through  the  stygian  veil,  that  bloU  the  day» 

In  dazzling  streaks  the  vivid  lightnings  play. 

But  oh !  what  muse,  and  in  what  pow*rs  of  song. 

Can  trace  the  torrent  as  it  bums  along  ?    , 

Havoc  and  devastation  in  the  van. 

It  marches  o'er  the  prostrate  worla  of  man. 

Vines,  olives,  herbage,  forests  disappear. 

And  all  the  charms  of  a  SietHaa  year. 

Revolving  seasons,  fruitless  at  th^  pa». 
See  it  an  uninfbrm'd  and  idle  mass ; 
Without  a  soil  t'  invite  the  tiller's  care. 
Or  bla'le,  that  might  redeem  it  from  de^rr. 
Yet  time  at  lengjUi  (what  will  not  time  achieve  ?) 
Clothes  it  with  earth,  and  bids  the  produce  live. 
Once  more  the  spiry  m3rrtle  crowns  the  glade. 
And  ruminating  flocks  ei^Joy  the  shade. 
O  bliss  precarious,  and  unsafe  retreats, 
O  charming  Paradise  of  short-tiv*d  sweets  I 
The  selfsame  gale,  that  wafts  the  fragrmnoe  rond. 
Brings  to  the  disuntear  a  sullen  sound : 
Again  the  mountain  feels  th>  imprison'd  foe. 
Again  pours  ruin  on  the  vale  below. 
Ten  thousand  swains  the  wasted  scene  deplore. 
That  only  future  ages  can  restore. 

Ye  monarchs,  whom  the  lure  of  hoooar  draws. 
Who  write  in  blood  the  merits  of  your  cause. 
Who  strike  the  blow,  then  plead  your  own  defence. 
Glory  your  aim,  but  justice  your  pretence; 
Behold  in  JEtna's  emblematic  fires 
The  mischiefii  your  ambitious  pride  inspires ! 

Fast  by  the  stream,  that  bounds  yoor  just  domain. 
And  tells  you  where  ye  have  a  right  to  re^gn, 
A  nation  dwells,  not  envious  of  your  throne. 
Studious  of  peace,  th«r  neighbours',  and  the^  ovn. 
Ill-feted  race !   how  deeply  must  tbey  nte 
Their  only  crime,  vic'mity  to  you  ! 
The  trumpet  sounds,  your  legions  swarm  abroad. 
Through  the  ripe  harrest  lies  their  destin'd  ftad ; 
At  ev'ry  step  beneath  their  feet  they  tread 
The  life  of  multitudes,  a  nation's  bread  ! 
Earth  seems  a  garden  in  it's  loveliest  dresi 
Before  them,  and  behind  a  wilderness. 
Famine,  and  Pestilence,  her  first-bom  too. 
Attend  to  finish  what  the  sword  begun ; 
And  echoing  praises,  such  as  fiends  might  e«n. 
And  Folly  pays,  resound  at  your  return. 
A  calm  succeedt— but  Plenty,  with  her  tiaia 
Of  heart*felt  joys,  succeeds  not  soon  again. 
And  years  of  pining  indigence  must  show 
Wkatiocmigei  are  the  gods  that  rale  btlov. 
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(Such  is  his  thirst  of  opuleDce  and  ease) 
Plies  all  the  sioews  of  ioclastrious  toil* 
Gleans  up  the  refuse  of  the  general  spoil. 
Rebuilds  the  tow'rs,  that  smokM  upon  the  pUun> 
And  the  Sun  gilds  the  shining  spires  again. 

Increasing  commerce  and  reviving  art 
Renew  the  quarrel  on  the  conqu'rors  part ; 
Mnd  the  tad  lesson  must  be  leam'd  once  more, 
That  wealth  within  is  ruin  at  the  door. 
What  are  ye,  monarchs,  laurell'd  heroes,  say. 
But  JEtnas  of  the  suflPring  world  ye  sway  ? 
Sweet  Nature,  stripped  of  her  embroider»d  robe. 
Deplores  the  wafted  regions  of  her  globe; 
And  sUnds  a  witness  at  Truth's  awful  bar^ 
To  prove  you  there  destroyers  as  ye  are.  ^ 
O  place  me  in  some  Heav'n-protccted  isle. 

Where  Peace,  and  Equity,  and  Freedom  smile  ; 

Where  no  volcano  pours  his  fiery  flood. 

No  crested  warrior  dips  his  plume  in  blood  ; 

Where  Pow'r secures  what  Industry  has  won; 

Where  to  succeed  is  not  to  be  undone ; 

A  land,  that  distant  tyrants  hate  in  vain, 

lo  Britain*s  isle,  beneath  a  George^s  reign ! 


OK  THi   aECiirr  op    ¥T  mothsh's  picmat 

OOT  Of  XORIOiK,  THS  OlfT  OF  MT  COVSIM 
ANN    lOnUAM. 

O  TBAT  those  lips  had  language  !  Life  has  pass'd 
With  me  but  roughly  since  1  heard  thee  last. 
Those  lips  are  thine — thy  own  sweet  smile  I  see. 
The  same,  that  oft  in  childhood  solac'd  me ; 
Voice  only  fiuls,  else  how  distinct  they  say, 
**  Grieve  not,  my  child,  chase  all  thy  fears  away  V* 
The  meek  intelligence  of  those  dear  eyes 
(Blest  be  the  art  that  can  immortalize. 
The  art  that  baffles  Time's  tyrannic  claim 
To  quench  it)  here  shines  on  me  still  the  same. 
Faitlifiil  rememhrancer  of  one  so  dear, 

0  welcome  guest,  though  unexpected  here  I 
Who  bidd*st  me  honour  with  an  artless  song, 
Affectionate,  a  mother  lost  so  long. 

1  will  obey,  not  willingly  alone. 

But  gladly,  as  the  precept  were  her  own  : 
And,  while  that  face  renews  my  filial  grief. 
Fancy  shiUl  weave  a  charm  for  my  relief. 
Shall  steep  me  in  Elysian  reverie, 
A  momentary  dream  that  thou  art  she. 

My  mother  1  when  1  leam'd  that  tbon  watt  dead. 
Say,  wast  thou  conscious  of  the  tears  I  shed  ? 
Hover'd  thy  spirit  o*cr  thy  sorrowing  son, 
Wretcl^even  then,  life's  journey  just  begun  } 
Perhaps  thou  gav'sfc  me,  though  onfelt,  akisi  ; 
Perhaps  a  tear,  if  souls  ean  weep  in  Ui« — 
Ah  that  maternal  smile  1  it  answers — ^Yes. 
I  heard  the  beU  tolPd  on  thy  burial  day, 
I  saw  the  j^vse,  that  bore  thee  slow  away. 
And,  taming  from  my  nursery  window,  drew 
A  Umt  long  sigh,  and  wept  a  last  adieu  1 
Bat  was  it  such  ?«r-It  was. — Where  thou  art  gone 
Adieus  and  farewells  are  a  sound  unknown.    * 
May  I  hot  tneet  thee  on  that  peaceful  shure^ 
The  parting  word  shall  pass  my  lips  no  more  I 
Thy  maidens,  griev'd  themselves  at  my  oonctre, 
Qft  pnt  nepromiM  of  thy  quick  ratoni. 


And,  disappoioted  still,  was  still  deceiv'O. 

By  expectation  ev'ry  day  beguiPd, 

Dupe  of  to  nunrrow  even  from  a  child. 

Thus  many  a  sad  to  morrow  came  and  went. 

Till,  all  my  stock  of  infant  sorrow  spent, 

I  leam'd  at  last  submission  to  my  lot. 

Bat,  though  I  less  deplored  thee,  ne'er  forgot 

Where  once  we  dwelt  our  name  is  heard  no  more. 
Children  not  thine  have  trod  my  nurs'ry  floors 
And  where  the  gard'ner  Robin,  day  by  day. 
Drew  me  to  school  along  the  public  way. 
Delighted  with  my  bauble  coach,  and  wrapp'd 
In  scarlet  manUe  warm,  and  velvet  cap, 
Tis  now^eoome  a  hist'ry  little  known. 
That  once  we  eall'd  the  pastoral  bonse  oar  ova. 
Shortliv'd  possession  1   but  the  record  foir. 
That  mem'ry  keeps  of  all  thy  kindness  there^ 
Still  outlives  many  a  atom,  that  has  effisc'd 
A  thousand  other  themes  less  deeply  trac'd. 
Thy  nightly  visits  to  my  chamber  nnade. 
That  thou  mightst  know  me  safe  and  wsirmly  laid  ; 
Thy  morning  bounties  ere  I  left  my  hooie. 
The  biscuit,  or  confectionary  plum  ; 
The  fragrant  waters  on  my  eheeks  bestow'd 
By  thy  own  hand,  till  fresh  they  shooe  and  glonHd : 
All  this,  and  more  endearing  still  than  all. 
Thy  constant  flow  of  love,  that  knew  no  fiill. 
Ne'er  roughen'd  by  those  cataracts  and  breaks. 
That  humour  interpos'd  too  often  makes; 
All  this  still  legible  in  mein'ry's  page. 
And  still  to  be  so  to  my  latest  age. 
Adds  joy  to  duty,  makes  me  glad  to  pay 
Such  honoun  to  thee  as  my  numbers  may; 
Perhaps  a  frail  memorial,  but  sincere. 
Not  scom'd  in  Heav'n,  though  little  notic*d  here. 

Could  Time,  his  flight  revers'd,  restore  the  bonia, 
When,  playing  with  thy  vesture's  tisso'd  ikm^ 
The  violet,  the  pink,  and  jessamme, 
I  prick'd  them  into  paper  with  a  pin, 
(And  thou  wast  happier  than  myself  the  while, 
Wouldst  softly  speak,  and  stroke  my  head,  and  smile) 
Could  those  few  pleasant  days  again  appear. 
Might  one  wish  bring  them,  woidd  I  wish  them  here  } 
I  would  not  trust  my  beartr-the  dear  delight 
Seems  so  to  be  desir'd,  perhaps  I  might — 
But  no— what  here  we  call  our  life  is  sad^ 
So  little  to  be  lov*d,  and  thou  so  much. 
That  I  should  ill  requite  thee  to  constraiok 
Thy  unbound  spirit  into  bonds  again. 

Thou,  as  a  gallant  bark  from  Albion*s  coast 
(The  storms  all  weather'd  and  the  ocean  cross'd) 
Shoots  into  port  at  some  well-haven'd  isle. 
Where  spices  hreathe,  and  brighter  seasons  imil^ 
There  sits  quiescent  on  the  floods,  that  show 
Her  beauteous  form  mfleeted  clear  below. 
While  airs  impregnated  trith  incenae  play 
Aroand  her,  fsnning  light  ber  atreomert  gay  ; 
So  thou,  with  sails  bow  swift  I  bait  readi'dtbeahflre, 
"  Where  tempests  never  beat  nor  billows  roar  V' 
And  thy  lov*d  ooosoit  oo  the  dangUvMS  tide 
Of  life  long  since  has  ancbor'd  by  thy  side. 
But  mjB,  iearoe  hoping  to  attain  that  rest. 
Always  from  port  withheld,  always  distres'd— 
Me  howling  blasts  drive  devious,  tempest-tosi>d. 
Sails  ripp'd,  seams  op'ohig  wide,  and  oompaa  loi^ 
And  day  by  day  some  current's  thwarting  force 
Sets  m«  BBortdiitant  fWxn  a  profp'roos  ooont. 
1  Garth. 
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That  thought  is  joy,  arrif«  wbmt  may  to  me. 
My  boast  is  not,  that  I  deduce  ny  birth 
From  loins  eothroiiid*  and  niters  of  the  Earth  ; 
But  higher  fiir  my  proud  pretensions  rise— 
The  son  of  parents  pass*d  into  the  skies. 
And  now,  &rewell-— Ti«ie  unrevoked  has  run 
|i)i  wonted  course,  yet  what  I  visbM  is  dofte. 
By  contemplation**  help,  not  sought  in  vain,* 
I  seem  t'  have  \\w*d  my  childhood  o'er  again ; 
To  ba?e  renewed  the  joys  that  once  were  mine, 
Without  the  sin  of  Tiolating  thine ; 
And,  while  the  wings  of  Fancy  still  are  free. 
And  I  can  yiew  this  mimic  show  of  thee. 
Time  has  but  half  sacceeded  in  his  theft^ 
Thyself  removed,  thy  pow*r  to  soothe  me  left 


FRIENDSHIP. 


What  Tlrtoe,  or  what  mental  grace. 
But  men  unqualified  and  base 

Will  boast  it  their  possessioo  t 
Profhskxi  apes  the  noble  part 
Of  liberality  of  heart. 

And  dullness  of  discreUanu 
If  evoy  polisb'd  gea  we  find 
lUnminating  heart  or  mind, 

ProToke  to  imitation  ; 
Ko  wonder  friendship  does  the  samt 
That  jewel  of  the  purest  flame. 

Or  rather  constellatioQ. 
Ko  kiMTe  but  boldly  will  pretend 
The  requimtes  that  Ibrm  a  fHend, 

A  real  and  a  soood  one; 
Kor  any  fool,  he  would  deoaivt. 
Bat  prove  as  ready  to  belfere. 

And  dream  that  he  had  fMintd  one^ 
Candid,  and  generous,  and  just,* 
Boyi  care  but  little  whom  they  trust, 

An  erroor  soon  oorrected— 
For  who  but  learns  ni  riper  years, 
That  man,  when  smoothest  he  appears, 

Is  most  to  be  suspected } 
But  here  again  a  danger  lies, 
Le8t»  having  misapplied  our  ^^ 

And  taken  trash  for  treasure. 
We  should  onwariiy  concluda     ^ 
Friendship  a  false  ideal  good, 

A  mere  Utopian  pleasure. 
An  acqmsition  rather  rare 
Is  yet  no  subject  of  despair  | 

Nor  is  it  wise  complaioing. 
If  either  on  fsNrbNMen  groetnd. 
Or  where  it  was  not  to  be  Ibuad, 

We  sought  without  atUiwDf . 
No  friendshtp  will  abide  the  test. 
That  standi  oo  soiM  interest, 

Or  mean  self-love  ertcted ; 
Ner  such  as  may  awhile  subsist, 
Between  the  sot  and  sensualist. 

For  vicious  ends  connected. 
Who  seei  a  friend  should  come  disposVI, 
T'  eihibit  in  full  bloom  di&dgs'd 


I  ac  gTKOcs  ana  loo  ovBuucf, 
That  form  the  character  be  seeks. 
For  'tis  a  union,  that  bespeaks 

Reciprocated  duties. 

Bfutual  attention  is  implied. 
And  equal  tnith  en  i ' 

And  qonslantly  supported  ; 
Tis  seu&eless  arrogance  tP  Recuse 
Another  of  sinister  views. 

Our  own  as  much  distorted. 

But  will  sincerity  suffice  ? 
It  is  indeed  above  all  pcice. 

And  must  be  made  the  basis; 
But  ev*ry  virtue  of  the  soul 
Must  constitute  the  charming  whole. 

All  shining  in  their  places. 

A  fretful  temper  will  divide 

The  closest  knot  that  may  be  tied, 

By  ceaseless  sharp  corrosion  ; 
A  temper  passtouAe  and  fierce 
May  suddenly  yourjovs  disperse 

At  one  imnense  explo  ' 


In  vain  the  talkative  unite 

In  hopes  of  permanent  deligfaU— 

The  secret  just  oommitted. 
Forgetting  it's  important  weight. 
They  drop  through  mere  desire  to  prate. 

And  by  themselves  outwitted. 

How  bright  soe'er  the  prospect  seems. 
All  thoughts  of  friendship  are  but  dreams. 

If  envy  chance  to  creep  in ; 
An  envious  man,  if  you  succeed. 
May  prove  a  dangerous  foe  indeed. 

But  not  a  firiend  worth  keeping. 

As  envy  pines  at  good  poasess'd. 
80  jealousy  looks  f>rthdistr9s'd 

Off  good,  that  seems  approaching ; 
And,  if  snceess  his  steps  attend. 
Discerns  a  rival  in  a  friend. 

And  hates  him  for  encroaching. 

Hence  authors  of  illustrious  name. 
Unless  belied  by  common  fiune. 

Are  sadly  prone  to  quarrel. 
To  deem  the  wit  a  firiood  displays. 
A  tax  upon  their  own  just  praise,- 

And  pluck  each  other's  laurel. 

A  man  renowned  for  repartee 
Will  seldotn  scrapie  to  make  free 

With  friendship's  finest  frelii^ 
Will  thrust  a  dagg<>r  at  your  bi4asC, 
And  say  be  wounded  you  in  jest. 

By  way  of  balm  for  healing. 

Whoever  keeps  an  open  ear 
For  tattlers  will  be  sure  to  bear 

The  trumpet  of  contention  ; 
Aspersion  is  the  babbler's  trader 
To  listen  is  to  lend  him  aid. 

And  nish  into  dissension. 

A  friendship,  that  in  frequent  flla 
Of  oiwtroversial  rage  emits 

The  sparks  of  dii^mUtkNi, 
Like  Hiiud  in  Hand  insurance  platea. 
Most  unavoidably  creates 

The  tbooght  01  oonflagratka. 
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ON  A  MISCHIEVOUS  BULL. 
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Ti  11*?  0*i  a  iiei-ilk  to  ihe  ptj|c, 
Their  humour  y*^t  10  Tarioiii — 

Tlic'X  ""3n<*'»'»t  «lM*ir  whole  life  ihrougli 

Tlie  (lenllft'ii  ileTiatbfia  totJ^ 
Their  love  h  so  )>r(rc3ri|}i]f;. 

Tilt'  ^r^at  ami  smaU  htit  raroly  meet 
Dit  t*  rmii  of  amity  LMmpIi  te, 

rieljoiiin*  mitHt  j«uTr«nder 
ArirJ  yij^jia  su  nnjch  In  iwbli?  folk^ 
Jt  »?  iiomlj mnn;  tire  irrth  smolitfr 

Obscuiiljr  Tiivh  npleodour^ 

Samf  arc  so  pi  Hi- id  ^inj  sf'rr-na 
(A»  I  mil  bi.j^  an-  al^i^ayi  jfriPii) 

They  sh  qj  Hiruuri?  from  wnkiii|e:| 
Ami  arc!  imkfl]  n  bu};,  thai  be^n 
Your  mifmiticipaUil  carnyi 

Utimov'd  ufid  witiiout  quaking. 
Court  ic^T  aud  patriot  caimnE  raiK 
Tbeif  hi'tVirg^iifoiw   politic* 

Without  sill  HTfTvtrscehce, 
Lfke  thit  of  salts  with  lemon  jiiice, 
W  hich  tUtv^  not  yet  hke  tliat  produce 

A  fnentlly  cualt!»Leuce. 
Reli^iim  shou'ri  eictin^uJKh  strife, 
And  liiakf  a  calm  of  Imman  life  j 

Rut  fricucih  that  chauct  to  differ 
On  poiut^i*  which  Utd  hti?^  left  at  lai|:e, 
IJow  fret-ly  will  they  mevt  atiJ  char}$«  ! 

No  comL>atant:!t  are  tit;iffer> 
To  prore  at  la^t  my  in  am  intent 
^ireL*ds  no  f  Kpensc  uf  aruumeatj 

Xu  cutting  and  u<tniriviNg— 
Fet-kinjE^  a  real  fdotnl  we  sefim 
T'  aili>[*t  the  chymiits*  golden  dream, 

With  still  less  hope  of  thriving, 
Sotnetinies  the  fautt  h»\\  our  ownj 
Sumc  t^lemibh  in  due  icme  made  known 

By  trtsptisa  or  ommion ; 
SoTnetiftiea  orCfision  brmgi  to  Uf^ht; 
Ouf  fdend-B  ilefect  long  hid  from  sight. 

And  even  from  lus^picion* 
Then  judge  yoyn^df  and  prove  your  tnan 
Ai  cir''uiii&pectly  at  ynn  c^tij 

And,  haviti^  made  eleetion, 
Bewnre  tio  n^irlijiPnne  of  yoitr^, 
Such  as  ft  fri chilli  lull  ill  tmlurei, 

Enfeehlc  hi&  atfc^'tion^ 

That  secf*"**  are  a  iaered  trust, 

Thnl  friend 4  iiihould  be  sincere  and  just, 

7'httt  i.tJiTBtaucy  befit  a  them. 
Arc  uh«ervation«  tin  the  case. 
That  saviiLir  mui;h  of  cumiuon  place. 

And  all  lb*  world  admits  them. 

But  *liti  not  liinlx&r,  lead,  and  s^lone. 
An  architect  requijc^  iihnie, 

Tm  Cn^b  9.  fine  hitildinisr — 
The  pat  jce  wert^  but  half  i:omp?ete, 
If  he  e>Qkild  p^i^sihly  forget 

The  carving  and  the  gilding. 
The  man  that  hnil*  you  Tom  ur  Jack, 
AikI  pri'Vf  •;  hy  tbumpK  upon  your  back 

Jlitw  fie  c^5tcem*  your  merrt^ 
Is  !>iich  a  friend,  i\ud  one  had  need 
Be  very  much  bis  fricrwl  inflecd^ 

To  parduii  ur  lo  bt;ar  jv 


Ai  similarity  ufmimt. 

Or  something  not  to  be  de6n'd« 

Fjrst  tt)c*^  our  attefttitm ; 
So  manners  decent  and  polite^ 
Thr  same  w«*  praeti<*d  at  6nt  sight. 

Must  save  it  frum  dcelrnston, 
Sjme  act  upon  this  prudent  ptan, 
*'  Say  Httk-.  and  bear  all  you  can." 

Siafe  policy,  hut  hateful — 
S<>  banren  sands  imhfbc  the  »buw'r. 
But  remlcr  neither  fruit  nor  flo«t% 

Unpleasant  and  utigratefuL 
The  man  I  trust,  if  ihy  to  tn^ 
Shall  liEid  tne  a^  rewrv^d  as  he, 

No  siubterfugt  or  pleading 
Shall  win  my  confidence  ugatOj 
I  will  by  ni»  means  entertain 

A  epy  on  my  proeeedtng* 
lliesc  Bampre^— for  alas  f  at  bit 
Tliv'se  are  but  Kample'f,  and  a  last* 

Of  evils  yet  tirfmcmion'd^ 
May  prove  the  task  a  taik  indeed, 
£n  which  'tis  miiuh  If  we  sncceud^ 

Howcvt^r  Hetl-inleutioa*d. 
Ptmiic  the  search,  and  you  will  find 
CJiJod  senfic  and  ktww|f?d*^e  of  mankind 

To  b«  pt  leiht  exfK'dient, 
And,  after  summing  all  the  rest, 
Udigion  ruling  in  the  breast 

A  principal  ingredient 
The  tiobleit  friendship  ever  ihts^m 
The  Saviour's,  bialory  makes  known, 

ThrtiJgh  some  have  tiirn'd  and  turo'd  il  | 
And,  whether  heiDR  crasi  d  or  bUnd, 
Or  *!e*  king  with  a  brasLVd  mind. 

Have  Rintj  it  scemi,  discerifd  it* 
n  Friendship  f  if  my  soul  forego 
Thy  dear  di^li^bts  whiTc  here  below ;  ' 

To  mortify  ami  grieve  me. 
May  I  myself  at  last  appear 
Uovrorthy,  bduie^  and  insincere, 

Or  may  my  friend  deoehe  mel 


ojr  A  niicnTfToiPs  aui  t,  wjiicn  rtts  nw^ei  op  ^k 

aOLD  AT  THE  A^THUt^'S  IW»TAtlCE. 

tiri— Thou  art  all  unfit  to  share 

llie  pleasures  of  this^  placa 
With  fiueh  a^  (t^s  old  tenants  are, 

Cieatures  of  gentler  race* 
flje  squirrel  here  hh  hoard  prtyvide»^ 

Aware  of  wintry  sturm^, 
And  vffM id -peckers*  expbre  the  »ide« 

Of  rugged  oak&  for  worm** 
Tlje  *4he»^n  here  sm^jothv  the  knotted  tliom 

With  fi  k'tions  of  bet  fl^^pc^ ; 
And  brre  i  wjoder  eve  and  tnorD, 

Like  herj  a  friend  ta  peace. 
Ah  f — I  coold  pity  thee  exilM 

Frt»m  this  secure  retreat— 
t  would  not  Jose  it  to  be  *tyiy->  | 

The  happieM  of[l|ffi^st#LjOOglC 


Thj  pieasare  is  to  show 
Thy  magnmoimity  in  6ghk» 

Thy  prowesi  ■  therefore  go. 
I  esre  not  whether  east  or  north. 

So  1  DO  more  may  find  thee; 
The  angry  Muse  thus  sings  thee  forth. 

And  claps  the  gate  behind  thee. 


ANNUS  MEMORABIUS,  1789.  • 
wftrmN  ix  coMMtiioMTioM  OF  au  MAJtrnr*! 

MAPIT  EBCOYfitT. 

I  iAMSACK*D>  for  a  themt  of  song. 

Much  ancient  chronick,  and  longi 

I  read  of  hright  embattled  fields, 

Of  trophied  helmets,  spears,  and  shields. 

Of  chiefs,  whose  single  arm  could  boast 

Prowess  to  dissipate  a  host  j 

Through  tomes  of  (able  and  of  dream 

I  sought  an  eligible  theme. 

But  none  I  found,  or  found  them  shar'd 

Already  by  somp  happier  bard. 

To  modeni  times,  with  Troth  to  goide 
My  busy  search,  I  next  applied ; 
Here  cities  woo,  and  fleets  dispenPd, 
Urg>d  loud  a  claim  t6  be  rehears'd. 
Deeds  of  unperishing  renown. 
Our  father's  triumphs  and  onr  owa 

Thus,  as  the  bee,  from  bank  to  bow'r, 
AMidoous  sips  at  ev'ry  flowV, 
But  rests  on  none,  till  that  be  found, 
Where  most  nectareous  sweets  abound : 
So  I,  from  theme  to  theme  displayed 
In  many  a  page  historic  strayed. 
Siege  aft^  siege,  fight  after  fight. 
Contemplating  with  small  delight, 
(For  feats  of  sanguinary  hue 
Not  always  glitter  in  my  view ;) 
Till,  settling  on  the  current  year, 
I  found  the  for-sought  treasure  near. 
A  theme  for  poetry  divine, 
A  theme  t'  ennoble  even  mine. 
In  memorable  eighty  nine. 

The  spring  of  eighty  nine  shall  bt 
An  era  cherished  long  by  me. 
Which  joyful  I  will  ofk  record. 
And  thankful  at  my  frugal  board ; 
For  then  the  clouds  of  eighty  eight. 
That  threatened  England's  trembling  state 
With  loss  of  what  she  least  could  spare. 
Her  sovereign's  tutelary  care. 
One  breath  of  Heav'o,  that  criad-»Reslore ! 
Chas*d,  never  to  assemble  more  : 
And  for  the  richest  crown  on  Earth, 
If  ralu'd  by  it's  wearer's  worth, 
The  symbol  of  a  righteous  reign 
Sat  fast  on  George's  brows  again. 

Then  peace  and  joy  again  possess'd 
Our  nueen's  long-agitated  breast ; 
Such  joy  and  peace  as  can  be  known 
By  si^Prers  like  herself  alone. 
Who  loring,  or  supposing  lost. 
The  good  on  earth  they  valn'd  most. 
For  that  dear  sorrow's  sake  fbrego 
AU  hopt  of  happhiev  below» 


Ana  nau  uwowgiTingv  va  \ac  wkkm 
O  queen  of  Albion,  queen  of  isles ! 
Since  all  thy  tears  were  changed  to 
The  eves,  that  never  saw  thee. 
With  joy  not  nnalliedto  thine, 
Tran^KMts  not  cbargAble  with  aft 
Illume  the  land's  remotest  part. 
And  strangers  to  the  air  of  courts. 
Both  in  their  toils  and  at  their,  sports. 
The  happiness  of  answer'd  pray'rs. 
That  gilds  thy  features,  show  in  theirs. 

If  they,  who  on  thy  state  attend. 
Awe-struck,  before  thy  presence  bead, 
Tis  but  the  natural  effect 
Of  grandeur  that  eusnres  respect ; 
But  she  is  something  more  than  queaa. 
Who  is  belov'd  where  never 


UYMN, 

FOE  mt,  Vn  OF  TBI  SOXAAT  SCIOOL  AT  •Unr. 

Hbae,  Lord,  the  song  of  praise  and  prayV, 

In  Ueav'n  thy  dwelling  place, 
Fkom  infisnts  made  the  public  care. 

And  Unght  to  seek  thy  fisoe. 
Thanks  for  thy  word,  and  for  thy  day. 

And  grant  us,  we  implore. 
Never  to  waste  in  sinful  play 

Thy  holy  sabbaths  more. 
Thanks  that  we  hear,-*bot  O  t  impart 

To  each  desires  sincere. 
That  we  may  listen  with  our  heart. 

And  learn  as  well  as  hear. 


For  if  vain  thoughts  the  i 

Of  older  fisr  than  we, 
What  hope,  that,  at  our  heedless  age, 

Onr  minds  should  e'er  be  free  ? 
Much  hope,  if  thou  our  spirits  taka 

Under  thy  gracions  sway. 
Who  canst  the  wisest  wiser  make^ 

And  babes  as  wise  as  they. 
Wisdom  and  bliss  thy  word  bestows, 

A  sun  that  ne'er  declines. 
And  be  thy  mercies  show'r'd  on  Hmte, 

Who  plac'd  OS  where  it  shines. 


STANZM 

SUBJOINBO    TO  TBB  TBAftLT  BILL  OF  HaaTAUTr  Off 
TBB   PABISB  OF  ALL-SAHTTS,    VOmTBAIirTOa, 

Ainio  DOMnn  1787  *. 
Pallida  Mors  aequo  pulsat  pede  panperom  tabemai, 
Regumqoe  turres.  Hbr. 

Pale  Death  with  equal  fbot  strikes  wide  the  door 
Of  royal  halls,  and  hovels  of  the  poor. 

Wbilb  thirteen  moons  saw  smoothly  nm 

The  Nen's  barge-laden  wave. 
All  these,  life's  rambling  journey  done, 

.Have  found  their  home,  the  grave. 

1  Competed  for  John  Cos,  paxidi  derk  of  Kof^ 
thimptiML 


STANZAS  TO  BILLS  OF  HORTAUTT. 
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V':n  mati  (frail  always)  made  more  ttt.il 

Tlifln  ill  forepiimr  ytars  I 
Did  (l^mmc  nr  dirl  plague  ptpv^jf, 

Th<it  io  much  death  ajjpcmrs  ^ 
No  ;  thtiC  were  vigV>iis  as  the-tr  kWcs^ 

Nor  iiiaguc  nor  famine  ramc  ; 
Tlti<  aouual  tribute  Df^Hlli  rcquifr^;. 

And  never  wjivci  liUflaim, 
Like  cffiwded  forest -Irri?^  vre  '•tjind, 

Ajid  some  are  mark'tl  («t  fftfl  ^ 
The  axe  »iJI  smite  at  Qod*i  f  uinmnndj 

And  soon  iUall  ivmtte  usutl, 

Or*'eii  an  tlie  bay  tr(?*e,  pvcr  greeUp 

With  it's  itew  fujifij^c  on« 
Tlve  pay,  the  thoajjhtle-^i,  have  1  *«co, 

I  |)ai!^'d — and  th*"y  were  g\me. 
Read,  yctKit  niii,  the  awful  tjruCh, 

VVitii  which  Icharf^my  page  j 
A  worm  is  in  the  bud  of  yuuth, 

And  at  the  root  offlfe* 

No  present  health  ran  health  InsuT© 

r'or  yet  an  buvir  to  com*  i 
No  medicine,  though  it  gtl  can  curei 

Can  always  baulk  the  totnb. 
And  O  !  that  hntnhle  as  my  lot, 

And  fcrom\l  as  in  nny  i<ttii<n. 
These  irulhM,  though  koowa,  too  much  foff ot^ 

t  may  noL  tench  in  v:trn« 

So  prays  your  dcrk  with  alt  hk  heart. 

And  ere  he  qiiits  the  peu, 
Eegs  tfiiu  for  once  to  take  hii  part, 

And  an»tf  er  all — Amen  I 


ON  A  SIMILAR   OCOASION, 
roit  -ritE  YEAH  1783, 

Qund  adcst,  menuento 
Componerc  u^tpms.     Cetera  fltimmSt 
Kitu  feruntur.  Horace. 

Improve  the  present  hour,  for  all  bedde 
li  a  mere  feather  on  a  torrent's  tid& 

Cotfi-n  !,  from  Heaven  impir'd,  as  lure  presagie 

To  whom  the  rking  yeaf  shalt  prove  his  lust^ 
As  I  can  number  in  my  punetiiml  pa^e. 
And  item  down  the  Ticllms  ai  tbe  pa^t ; 
How  each  would  trembling  wait  the  moumfol  sheet. 
On  which  the  press  might  »tamp  him  next  to  dje  ; 
Andp  reading  here  his  sentence^  bow  replete 
Witti  atixieus  meaning,  Heavenward  turn  hij  eye  ! 
Tinie  then  woidd  seem  itiore  precious  than  the  jnys. 
In  which  he  ^porti  avay  tbe  treasure  now  ; 
And  prayV  more  seasonable  than  the  noi»e 
Of  drunkards,  or  the  music- drawing  bow. 
Then  doubtle&s  many  a  trifler^  on  the  hritik 
Of  this  world's  baxardons  and  beadbng  shnre^ 
Forced  to  a  pause,  would  feel  it  gootl  to  think^ 
Told  that  his  setting  «un  mn^t  rise  no  more. 
All  self*decciv-d  '  Could  t  prophetjc  say 
Who  nejtt  i^  fated,  acid  whrj  next  to  fall, 
The  rest  might  then  seem  privile^'d  to  play  i 
Bat,  naming  jianr,  the  Vo:ce  now  speakj  to  AIX. 

VflL.  XVHL  I      3  A 


Olisprve  the  dappled  forester*,  how  light 

Th€y  Hound  ami  airy  o*er  the  snuny  ^'laJ^: — ► 

One  Fills^tlie  reft,  « idc-ieatter'd  witti  alTfight, 

Vauiish  at  once  into  the  dJM-kei^l  shaite. 

Had  ive  their  wifdrjtn,  fthmM  we,  nftcti  watm'd, 

Still  need  reptarrd  W4rniu^'i»  and  at  bit, 

A  thousand  an* fid  admooitions  scorned, 

Bie  self  accused  of  life  run  aU  to  wa^te  ? 

$Ri\  waste  7  for  which  no  after- thrift  atnoefl« 

Tiie  f^rave  admits  uo  cure  for  guilt  or  sm  ; 

Dew  drops  may  deck  the  turf,  that  tildes  thebif)n#t|, 

But  tears  of  godly  grief  ne'er  Aliw  within. 

T^arn  then,  ye  lilting!  by  the  mouth  ii  be  tang  tit 
Of  all  these  sepnJchies,  instructor^  tme, 
That,  jsofln  f»r  late,  death  a!^>  i»  y«ur  If  it, 
And  the  next  opening  grare  may  yawn  fur  you. 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION, 
ron  lijG  YtAtL  n&9, 
— Placidaqtie  ibi  demum  morte  quievit.       Virg. 
There  calm  at  tmigth  he  breath 'd  hit  laul  away. 

*'0  MOST  delightful  hour  by  man 

Es  fie  r  ie  n  c'd  be  re  be!  ow , 
The  bunr  tbat  termiuatcs  hk  ipaTi, 

His  foil  J,  and  his  wo  1 

",  Worlds  should  not  bribe  mc  back  to  treid 

Again  life's  dreary  iva^te, 
To  see  aiaiu  my  day  o'er  spread 

With  all  the  gloomy  paijt, 

"  My  home  betn.rcforth  is  in  the  bkiei. 

Earth,  sea^t,  and  fun  adieu  I 
All  Ilea V 'a  unfifjlded  to  my  eyes, 

I  have  no  si^bt  for  you,*' 
So  spake  A'ripasio,  firm  pocsess'd, 

Of  faith's  Eiupporting  rrwl, 
Then  breathed  his  eoul  into  it'i  rmt. 

The  bosom  of  his  God. 
He  was  a  mnn  among  the  few 

Sincere  on  virtue^s  side  j 
And  all  kin  strength  fram  Scripture  drcw^ 

To  hourly  use  supplied. 

That  rule  he  prtst^d,  by  tbat  he  featMj 

He  haLcflj  hop'd,  and  bv'd  ; 
Nor  ever  frowned,  or  sad  appear M, 

But  when  h\i  heart  had  rov*d. 
For  he  was  frail,  a*  thou  or  I, 

And  evil  felt  within : 
But,  when  he  felt  it,  heav*d  a  sigh, 

And  loatbM  tbe  thought  uTiiu. 
Such  liv'd  Aspa5ic>  ;  and  at  last 

Caird  up  from  Eartii  to  Hear'n, 
Tbe  gulf  of  death  trium|diant  pass'd. 

By  galea  of  blessing  driv'n. 
*'  //(i  joys  be  mine,'*  each  Reader  ertes, 

"Whenmy  last  honrani  veil:" 
"  They  shall  be  yours/'  my  Veiie  repliei, 

"  Such  only  btj  your  livet,*' 
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COWPER'S  POEMS. 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION, 

FOE  THE  YEAR  1790. 

Ne  commonentem  recta  sperne.  Bochanan. 

Despise  not  my  good  counsel. 

He  who  sits  from  day  to  day, 

Where  the  prisQO*d  laifc  is  bung. 
Heedless  of  bit  loudest  lay, 
,    Hardly  knows  that'  be  has  niDg. 
Where  the  watchman  in  his  round 

Nightly  lifts  his  voice  on  high. 
None  accustomed  to  the  sound. 

Wakes  the  sooner  for  bis  cry. 
So  your  verie-man  I,  and  clerk. 

Yearly  in  my  song  proclaim 
Death  at  hand — yourselves  bis  mark — 

And  the  foe*s  uneixiog  aim*    ■ 
Duly  at  my  time  I  come. 

Publishing  to  all  aloud — 
"  Soon  the  grave  must  be  your  home, 

And  your  only  suit,  a  shroud." 
But  the  mottitory  strain. 

Oft  repeated  in  your  ears, 
Seems  to  sound  too  much  in  vain. 

Wins  no  notice,  wakes  no  feark 
Can  a  truth,  by  all  confess*d 

Of  such  magnitude  and  weight. 
Grow,  by  being  oft  impressed. 

Trivial  as  a  parrot's  prate  ? 
Pleasure's  call  attention  wins. 

Hear  it  often  as  we  may ; 
New  as  ever  seem  our.  sins. 

Though  committed  ev'ry  day. 
De^th  and  Judgment,  Heav*n  and  Hell — 

These  alone,  so  often  heard. 
No  more  move  us  than  the  bell. 

When  some  stranger  is  interr'd. 
O  then,  ere  the  turf  or  tomb 

Cover  us  from  ev'ry  ejre. 
Spirt  of  instruction  come. 

Make  ui  learn,  that  we  must  di«» 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION, 

POa  THg  TIAE  1793* 

Felix,  qui  potuit  rerum  cognoscere  causas, 
Atque  metus  omnes  et  inexorabile  fatum 
Sul^ecit  pedibus,  strepitumque  Acberontis  avari ! 

Virg. 
Happy  the  mortal,  who  has  trac'd  effects 
To  their  first  cause,  cast  fear  beneath  his  feet. 
And  Death,  and  roarrog  Hell's  voracious  fires  * 

TiiAMKLBss  for  favours  from  on  Ugh, 

Man  thinks  he  fiides  too  soon  ; 
Though  'tis  his  privilege  to  die. 

Would  he  improve  the  boon. 

But  he,  not  wise  enough  to  scan 

His  blest  concerns  aright. 
Would  gladly  stretch  life's  little  spaa 

To  ages,  if  he  might. 


To  ages  in  a  world  of  pain, 

To  ages,  where  he  goes 
Gall'd  by  affliction's  heavy  chain. 

And  hopeless  of  repose. 
Strange  fondness  of  the  human  heart, 

Enamour'd  of  it*s  harm  ! 
Strange  world,  that  costs  it  so  much  smart. 

And  still  has  pow'r  to  charm. 
Whence,  has  the  world  her  magic  pow'r  ? 

Why  deem  we  death  a  foe  ? 
Recoil  from  weary  life's  best  hour. 

And  covet  longer  wo  ? 
The  cause  is  Conscience — Conscience  ofi 

Her  t^le  of  guilt  renews : 
Her  voice  is  terrible  tbou^  soft, 

And  dread  of  death  ensues. 
Then,  anxious  to  be  longer  spar'd, 

Man  mourns  bis  fleeting  breath : 
All  evils  then  seem  light,  compar'd 

With  the  approach  of  Death. 

Tis  judgment  shakes  him ;  there's  the  §e^p 

That  prompts  the  wish  to  stay : 
He  has  incurr'd  a  long  arrear. 

And  must  despair  to  pay. 
Pay ! — follow  Christ,  and  aH  is  paid  ; 

His  death  your  peace  ensures ; 
Think  on  the  grave  where  he  was  laid. 

And  calm  descend  to  yours* 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION, 

FOR  THE  YEAa    1793. 

De  sacris  autem  haec  sit  una  aenteotia,  nt  oon- 
serventur.  .  Cic  de  Leg, 

Bnt  let  us  all  coscur  in  this  one  sentiaient,  that 
things  saored  be  inviolate. 

He  lives,  who  lives  to  Qod  alone. 

And  all  are  dead 'beside ; 
For  other  source  than  God  is  none 

Whence  life  can  be  supplied. 

Ta  live  to  God  is  to  requite 

His  love  as  best  we  may : 
To  make  his  precepts  our  ddigfat. 

His  promised  our  stay. 

But  life,  within  a  narrow  ring 

Of  giddy  joys  oompris'd. 
Is  falsely  nam'd,  and  no  such  thing. 

But  rather  death  disguis'd. 
Can  I'rfb  in  them  deserve  the  name. 

Who  only  live  to  prove 
For  what  poor  toys  they  caa  disckiiii 

An  endless  life  above ) 
Who,  much  diseas'd,  yet  nothing  feel; 

Much  menac'd,  nothing  dread  ; 
Have  wounds,  which  only  God  can  heal. 

Yet  never  ask  bis  aid  ? 
Who  deem  his  honte  a  useless  place. 

Faith,  want  of  common  sense  ; 
And  aidour  in  the  Christian  race, 

A  hypocrite's  pretence } 
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X^isooDOur  with  anhaiiow'd  play, 
AjoA  worahip  chance  alone  ? 

XF  scorn  of  God's  commands,  impress'd 

On  word  and  deed,  imply 
Tli«  better  part  of  man  unblessed 

IVitfa  life  that  cannot  die ; 

ScK2b  want  it,  and  that  want,  uncur'd 

"Till  man  resigns  his  breath. 
Speaks  him  a  criibina),  assured 

or  everlasting  death. 
Sad  period  to  a  pleasant  course  ! 

Yet  so  will  God  repay 
Sabbaths  profon'd  without  remorse. 

And  mercy  cast  away. 


roa  THE  TOMB   or  MR.   HAMILTOlf. 

Pavsb  hear  and  think  t  a  monitory  rhime 
Dennands  one  moment  of  thy  fleeting  time. 

Consult  life's  silent  clock,  thy  bounding  vein ; 
Seetns  it  to  say — *'  Health  here  has  long  to  reign  ?' 
Hast  thoa  the  vigour  of  thy  youth  ?  an  eye 
That  beams  delight  ?  a  heart  untaught  to  sigh  ? 
Yet  fear.    Youth,  oilimes  healthful  and  at  ease. 
Anticipates  a  day  it  never  sees  ; 
And  many  a  tomb,  like  Hamilton's,  aloud 
Exclaims,  «  Prepare  thee  for  an  early  shroud.'' 


EPITAPH  ON  A  HARE. 

Hbbb  lies,  whom  hoiind  did  ne'er  pursue. 

Nor  swifter  greyhound  follow, 
Whose  foot  ne'er  .tainted  morning  dew, 

Nor  ear  heard  huntsman's  hallo'. 
Old  Tiney,  surliest  of  his  kind, 

Who,  nurs'd  with  tender  care. 
And  to  domestic  boUi^s  confin'd. 

Was  still  a  wild  Jack-hare. 
Though  duly  from  my  hattd  h6  took 

His  pittance  ev'ry  night 
He  did  it  with  a  jealous  look, 

And,  when  he  could,  wohld  bite. 
Rift  diet  was  of  wheaten  bread. 

And  milk,  and  oats,  and  straw ; 
Thistles,  or  lettuces  instead, 

With  sand  to  scour  his  maw. 

On  twip  of  hawthorn  he  regai'd. 

On  pippins'  russet  peel. 
And,  when  his  juicy  salads  feiPd, 

Slic'd  carrot  pleas'd  him  welL 
A  Turkey  carpet  was  his  lawn. 

Whereon  he  lov'd  to  bound. 
To  skip  and  gamble  like  a  fawn 

And  swing  his  rump  around. 
His  frisking  was  at  ev'ning  hours. 

For  then  he  lo«t  his  fear. 
But  most  before  approaching  show^^, 

Or  when  a  storm  drew  near. 


Dozing  out  all  his  idle  noons. 

And  ev'ry  ^ight  at  play. 
I  kept  hiin  for  his  humour's  sake, 

For  he  would  oft  beguile 
'My  heart  of  thoughts  that  made  it  ache. 

And  force  me  to  a  smile. 
But  now  beneath  his  walitit  shade 

He  finds  hid  long  last  home. 
And  waits,  in  snug  concealment  laid. 

Till  gentler  Pubs  shall  come. 
He,  still  more  aged,  feels  the  shocks. 

From  which  no  care  can  save. 
And,  partner  once  of  Tiney's  box^ 

Must  soon  partake  bis  grave. 


EPITAPHIUM  ALTERUM. 

Hie  etiam  jacet. 

Qui  totiim  novennium  vixit. 

Puss. 

Siste  paulispeib 

Qui  prsteritarus  es, 

£t  tecum  sic  r^puta — 

Hunc  neque  canis  venaticas, 

Vec  plumbum  missile. 

Nee  laques. 

Nee  imbres  nimii, 

ConfecSre : 

Tamen  mortuus  est— 

£t  moriar  ego.  * 


The  following  Account  qf  ike  Treatment  of  hit 
Hares,  voas  inserted  by  Mr.  Coxcper  in  the  Gen- 
tleman*s  Magazine,  whence  it  is  transcribed. 

In  the  year  1774,  being  much  indisposed  both  ir 
mind  and  body,  incapable  of  diverting  raysclj 
either  with  company  or  books,  and  yet  in  a  condi< 
tion  that  made  some  diversion  necessarsK,  I  wa^ 
glad  of  any  thing,  that  would  engage  my  attention 
without  fatiguing  it.  The  children  of  a  neighbour 
of  mine  had  a  leveret  given  them  for  a  playthin;^ ; 
it  was  a«.\hat  time  about  three  months  old.  Ud- 
dertttanding  better  how  to  tease  the  poor  creature 
than  to  fe^  it,  and  soon  becoming  weary  of  their 
charge,  they  readily  consented  that  their  father, 
who  saw  it  pining  and  growing  leaner  every  day, 
should  offer  it  to  my  acceptance.^  I  was  willini; 
enough  to  take  the  prisoner  under  my  protection, 
perceiving  that,  in  the  management  of  such  an 
animal,  and  in  the  attempt  to  tame  it,  I  should  find 
just  that  sort  of  employment,  which  my  case  re- 
quired. It  was  soon  known  among  the  neighbours, 
that  I  was  plea:»ed  with  the  present ;  and  the 
consequence  was,  that  in  a  short  time  I  had  as  ma* 
ny  leverets  offered  to  mc,  as  would  have  stocked  a 
paddock.  I  undertook  the  care  of  three,  which  it 
is  necessary  that  I  should  here  distinguish  by  the 
names  I  gave  them — Puss,  Tiney,  and  Bess. 
Notwithstanding  the  two  feminine  appellatives,  I 
must  inform  yoi;i,  that  they  were  all  males.  Imme- 
diately commencing  carpenter,  "l  built  them  housM 
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COWPER'S  TREATMENT  OF  HIS  HARES. 


to  sleep  id;  each  kad^  separate  apartment,  fio 
contrived,  that  tlieir  ordure  would  pass  through  the 
bottom  of  it ;  an  earthen  pan  placed  under  each 
received  whatsoever  fell,  which  b^iog  duly  emptied 
and  washed,  they  were  thus  kept  perfectly  sweet 
and  clean.  In  the  day-time  they  had  the  range  of 
a  hall,  and  at  night  retitM  each  to  his  own  bed,  ne- 
ver intruding  into  that  of  another. 

Puss  grew  presently  familiar,  would  leap  into  my 
lap,  Taisp  himself  upon  hm  hinder  feet,  and  bite  the 
hair  fvum  niy  temples.  He  would  suffer  me  to 
tnke  him  up,  and  to  carry  him  aliout  in  my  arms, 
and  haB  more  than  once  fallen  fast  a^tleep  upon  my 
knee.  lie  was  ill  three  days,  during  which  time  I 
nur^fd  him,  kept  him  apart  from  his  fellows,  that 
they  tnight  nut  molest  him  (for,  like  many  other 
wild  nnimals,  they  persecute  one  of  their  own  spe- 
cies that  is  sick),  and  by  constant  care,  and  trying 
him  with  atiiriety  of  herbs,  restored  him  to  perfect 
health.  No  creature  could  be  more  grateful  than 
my  patient  after  his  recovery;  a  sentiment  which 
he  roo»t  significantly  expressed  by  licking  my  hand, 
first  the  back  of  it,  then  \he  palm,  then  every  Boger 
separately,  then  between  all  the  6ngcrs,  as  if  anxi- 
ous to  leave  no  part  of  it  uusaluied  ;  a  ceremony 
which  he  ttcver  p^ormed  but  once  again  upon  a 
sintilar  occasion.  Finding  him  extremely  tracta- 
ble, I  made  it  my  custom  to  car^y  him  always 
•f^er  breakfast  into  the  garden,  where  he  hid  him- 
self generally  under  the  leaves  of  a  cucumber  vine, 
sleeping  or  chewing  the  cud  till  evening  j  in  the 
Wvts  also  of  that  vine  he  found  a  favourite  repast. 
I  had  not  long  habituated  bim  to  this  taste  of  liber- 
ty, before  he  began  to  be  impatient  for  the  letum 
of  the  time  when  he  might  enjoy  it.  He  would 
invite  me  to  the  garden  by  drumming  upon  my 
knee,  and  by  a  look  of  such  expression,  as  it  vras 
not  possible  to  misinterpret.  If  this  rhetoric  did 
not  immediately  succeed,  be  would  take  the  skirt 
of  my  coat  between  his  teetb,  and  pull  at  !t  with  all 
his  force.  Thus  Puss  might  be  said  to  be  perfectly 
tamed,  the  shyness  of  his  nature  was  done  away, 
and  on  the  whole  it  was  visible  by  many  symptoms, 
which  I  have  not  roOm  to  enumerate,  that  he  was 
happier  in  human  society,  than  trhen  shut  up 
with  his  natural  companions. 

Not  so  Tiney ;  upon  him  the  kindest  treatment 
)iad  uot  the  least  effect.  He  too  was  sick,  and  in 
his  sickness  bad  an  equal  share  of  my  attention ; 
but  if,  after  his  recovery,  1  took  the  liberty  to 
stnike  him,  he  would  grunr,  strike  with  his  fore 
fti-if  spring  forward,  and  blic.  FIc  was  however 
very  enteitaining  in  his  way;  e^xn  his  surline  s 
was  nntter  of  mirth,  and  in  his  play  h^  preserved 
such  an  air  of  gravity,  and  performed  his  feats 
with  5uch  a  solemnity  of  manner,  That  in  him  too 
I  hnd  an  agreeable  companion. 

TJebSj'who  died  soon  after  he  was  full  grown,  and 
whose  death  was  occasioned  by  his  being  turned  into 
his  box,  which  had  been  washed,  while  it  was  yet 
Jamp,  was  a  bare  of  great  humour  and  drollery. 
PuM  was  tnmed  by  gentle  usage ;  Tiney  was  riot  to 
be  tamed  at  all ;  and  Bess  had  a  courage  and  con- 
fidence, that  made  him  tame  from  the  beginning. 
I  1  always  admitted  them  into  the  parlour  after  sup- 
per, when,  the  carpet  aflbrdhig  their  feet  a  6rm 
ho'd,  they  would  frisk,  and  bound,  aiu!  play  a 
thousand  i^ambols,  iu  which  Bott^  being  remarka- 


bly strong  and  fearless,  was  always  soperiQrto  ih» 
rest,  and  provM  himselif  the  Vestris  of  the  pttrty* 

One  evening  the  cat,  being  in  the  room,  bad  tbt 
hardiness  to  pat  Bess  upon  the  cheek,  ao  iudjgmty 
wnich  he  resented  by  drumming  upon  her  back  with 
such  .violence,  that  the  cat  was  happy  to  escape 
from  under  his  pawf  and  hide  hermit 

I  describe  these  animals  as  having  each  a  cha* 
racter  of  his  own.  Such  they  were  in  (act,  and 
tlieir  countenances  were  so  expressive  of  thai 
character,  that,  when  I  looked  only  on  the  fisoe  of 
either,  I  immediately  knew  which  it  was.  It  'is  said, 
that  a  shepherd,  however  numerous  his  flock,  sooq 
becomes  so  Cimiliar  with  their  featnres,  that  he 
can,  by  that  indication  only,  distinguish  each  from 
all  the  rest;  and  yet,  to  a  common  observer,  the 
difference  is  hard  ly  perceptible.  I  doubt  not  that  the 
same  discriminaUon  in  the  cast  of  counteoaDces 
would  be  discoverable  in  haies,  and  am  pennuded 
that  among  a  thousand  of  them  no  two  can  befuond 
exactly  similar;  a cireomstance  httle suspected  by 
those,  wko  have  not  had  opportunity  to  observe 
it  These  creatures  have  a  singular  sagacity  in 
discovering  the  minutest  alteration  that  is  made 
in  the  place  to  which  they  are  accusioned,  and 
instantly  apply  their  nose  to  the  examinatioD  of  a 
new  object  A  small  hole  being  burnt  io  the  carpet, 
it  was  mended  with  a  patch,  and  that  pateh  in  a 
moment  underwent  the  strictest  scrutiny.  They 
seem  too  to  be  very  much  directed  by  the  smell  in 
the  choice  of  their  favourites  :  to  some  peracmSy 
though  they  saw  them  daily,  they  could  never  be 
reconciled,  and  would  even  scream  when  they  at- 
tempted to  touch  tbem ;  but  a  miller  coming  in 
engaged  •Their  affections  at  once ;  his  powdered  coat 
had  charms  that  were  irrestfetible.  It  is  no  wonder. 
that  my  intimate  acquaintance  with  these  speci- 
mens of  the  kind  has  taught  me  to  hold  the  spiocts* 
ipan's  amusement  in  abhorrence  ;  he  little  knows 
what  amiable  creatures  he  persecutes,  of  what 
gratitude  they  are  capable,  ht)w  cheerful  they  are 
lo  their  spirits^  what  eiyoyment  they  have  of  life, 
and  that,  impressed  as  they  seem  with  a  peculiar 
dread  of  man,  it  is  only  because  man  gives  them 
peculiar  cause  for  it 

That  I  may  not  be  too  tedious,  I  will  jost  give  a 
short  summary  of  these  articles  of  diet  that  suit 
them  best 

I  take  it  to  be  a  general  opinion,  that  they  graze, 
but  it  is  an  erroneous  one,  at  least  grass  is  not 
their  staple ;  they  seem  rather  to  use  it  mediciDal<^ 
ly,  soon  quitting  it  for  leaves  of  almost  any  kind. 
Suwthistle,  dandelion,  and  lettuce,  are  their  fa- 
vourite vegetables,  especially  the  last  I  discover- 
ed by  accident,  that  fine  white  sand  is  in  great 
estimation  with  them ;  I  suppose  as  a  digestive.  It 
happened  that  I  was  cleaning  a  bird-cage  while  the 
hares  were  with  me  ;  I  placed  a  pot  fill'*  1  with 
such  sand  upon  the  floor,  which  being  at  onee  di- 
rected to  by  a  strong  instinct,  they  devoured  vora- 
ciously ;  since  that  time  I  have  generally  taken 
care,  to  see  them  well  supplied  with  it  They 
account  green  com  a  delicacy,  both  blade  and 
stalk,  but  the  ear  they  seldom  eat :  straw  of  any 
kind,  espei:ially  whoat-straw,  is  another  of  their 
dainties ;  they  will  feed  greedily  upon  oats,  but  H 
funiished  with  clean  straw,  never  want  them ;  it 
serves  them  also  for  a  bed,  and^  if  shaken  up  daily. 
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eat  a  smau  qaanticy  oi  tnem  wiin  great  reiisn,  ana 
are  particularly  food  of  the  plant  called  muA; 
they  seem  to  resemble  sheep  ui  this,  that,  if  their 
pastarebe  too  suceolent,  they  are  very  subject  to 
tbe  rot ;  to  pterent  which,  I  always  made  bread 
tt^ir  principal  nourishm^uA,  andj  filling  a  pan  with 
it  cut  into  small  sqoaics,  placed  it  every  evenhig 
in  their  chambenr,  for  they  feed  only  at  evening  and 
in  tbe  night :  daring  the  winter,  when  vegetables 
virere  not  to  be  got,  I  mingled  this  mess  of  bread 
with  shreds  of  earrat,  adding  to  it  tha  rind  of  ap- 
ples cut  extremely  thin ;  for,  though  they  are 
fond  of  thQ  paring,  tbe  apple  itself  disgusts  tbenL 
These  however  not  being  a  sufficient  substitute  for 
the  juice  of  summer  herbs,  they  must  at  this  tiooe 
be  supplied  wHh  water  ;  but  so  placed,  that  they 
cannot  orerKt  it  in  their  beds.  I  must  not  omit, 
that  occasionally  they  are  much  pleas'd  with  twigs 
of 'hawthorn,  and  of  the  common  brier,  eating  even 
tbe  very  wood  when  it  is  of  considerable  thick- 


Bess,  I  have  said,  died  young ;  Tiney  lived  to  be 
nine  years  old,  and  died  at  last,  I  have  veason  to 
think,  of  some  hurt  in  his  loins  by  a  fall ;  Puss  b 
still  living,  and  has  jnst  completed  his  tenth  year, 
discovering  no  signs  of  decay,  nor  even  of  age, 
•xcept  that  he  is  grown  more  discreet  and  less 


to  nts  acquaintance,  a  spaniel  toat  naa  never  seet 
a  hare,  to  a  hare  that  had  never  seen  a  spaniel.  1 
did  it  with  great  caution,  but  there  was  no  real 
need  of  it  Puss  discovered  no  token  of  fear,  noi 
Marqnis  tbe  least  Sjrmptom  of  hostility.  There  is 
therefore,  it  should  seem,  no  natural  antipathy 
between  dog  and  hare,  but  tbe  pursuit  of  tbe  ont 
occasions  the  flight  of  the  other,  and  the  dog  pur- 
sues because  he  is  trained  to  it ;  they  eat  bread  ai 
the  same  time  out  of  the  same  band,  and  are  in  al 
respects  sociable  and  friendly. 

I  should  not  do  complete  justice  to  my  subject 
did  I  not  add,  that  they  have  no  ill  scent  belonginj 
to  them,  that  they  are  inde&tigabty  nice  ii 
keeping  themselvea  clean,  for  which  purpose  natun 
has  furnished  them  with  a  brush  uoder  each  fx>tj 
and  that  they  are  never  infested  by  any  vermin. 

MaySS^  1784. 


MBMOitAMmni  rovm)  amokg  Mr.  Coweta's  r^ipsas 

Taesday,  March  9, 1786. 
This  day  died  poor  Puss^  aged  eleven  year 
eleven  months.    He  died  between  twelve  and  om 
at  noon,  of  mert  old  ag^  and  apparently  withoul 
pain. 
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